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AN Introduction to Scott's Poems would hardly be complete without a brief 
account of the conditions under which they were written, and the man who 
wrote them, even though to write of Scott is to tell a thrice-told tale. 

Walter Scott, the lineal descendant of that Border hero who took three days to 
consider whether he would marry Sir Gideon Murray's ugly daughter, Meiklfc-mouthed 
Meg, or hang on Sir Gideon's gallows, was the son of a Writer to the Signet, whose 
portrait he has drawn in the character of Alexander Fairford, in Redgauntlet. 
His mother was a Miss Rutherford, the daughter of a physician. He was thus bom 
in perhaps the most advantageous rank of life for an ambitious lad, for he belonged 
to a good old family, of which he might be justly proud, and was taught by all around 
him that the road to success lies through hard work. If he inherited little of his 
Other's love of order, thrift, and stately ceremonial manners, he learned from his 
example industry and perseverance. 

He was bom on August 15th, 1771, the ninth of twelve children, of whom six 
died in infancy. At the age of eighteen months the child fell lame, and remained so 
throughout life. But this lameness did not affect his activity of body, which was 
always very remarkable. His reputation at school was better among his comrades 
than with his masters, who, however, seem to have recognised the ability of the 
precocious boy, who would extemporise stories when he was not organising street 
fights or climbing the Castle rocks. 

He became a lawyer, and practised at the bar, nominally, for/ourteen years, 
never making any large income by his work, though he is said to have been a sound 
law3rer. Eight years after being called, he was appointed Sheriff of Selkirkshire, a 
post worth £300 a-year, and he discharged the duties of a Clerk of Session for five 
years gratuitously, in order to secure his succession when the post should fall vacant. 
The acceptance of these two posts shows clearly that he had little hope of real or 
brilliant success in his profession. Lawyers who hope to obtain the splendid prizes 
of the profession do not accept these small offices. During these years, however, he 
was becoming known for other things than the law : he was an enthusiastic anti- 
quarian ; he loved ballads ; and he was drifting gradually, but surely, into 
literature. 

His first serious attempt was a translation of Burger's Lenore, vigorous and 

spirited. 

•• Tramp I tramp ! along the land they rode ; 
Splash ! splash ! along the sea : 
The scourge is red, the spur drops blood, 
The flashing pebbles flee." 
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But his first literary success was with his Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border ^ 
which appeared in January, 1802, in two volumes. The success of this work was 
immediate and very great, the whole of the first edition of 800 copies having been 
sold within the year. 

In this yeSt also Scott composed the first canto of his Lay of the Last Minstrel, 
which was not published until the year 1805. So great was the success of this poem 
that 44,000 copies were sold in the space of twenty-five years. Marmion, Scott's 
greatest poem, was published three years later. 

His course was now plainly before him ; we hear no more of nibbling at the 
law ; literature claimed him altogether. The poems followed each other in rapid 
succession, but none of them reached the same level, the same force as was shown in 
Marmion, Yet the Lord of the Isles and Rokeby are wonderful productions. It 
was in 1814 that the Waverley Novels were first commenced. 

The rest of the life of Sir Walter Scott— how he wrote novels long after the first 
force and rush of his g^enius had fallen low ; how he bought lands and proposed to 
found a family ; how he speared salmon and rode to hounds ; how he was made a 
baronet ; how he fell into dire troubles, and struggled manfully to pay off enormous 
debts which he had not contracted ; ,how his ^rain clouded gradually, and how he 
died on September the 21st, 1832, six months after Goethe— all this may be read in 
the pages of Lockhart, 

It remains to say a few words of his poetry. 

Many critics have discussed the reasons for the charm of Scott's verse, the 
limits of his powers, the characteristics of his style. It is the province of criticism 
to find out why poetry delights, and the different kinds and degrees of delight 
afforded by poets. Many of the criticisms on Scott — for example, the discussion as 
to whether he possessed any of the Homeric spirit, and if so, in what measure — seem 
idle and futile in the extreme. The charms do not seem to be difficult to under-^ 
stand — Scott is simple ; he is vigorous ; he is sympathetic ; he is clear in conception ; 
he is musical. What more is wanted to explain his magical powers? If anything 
more, then the fact that he is full of action ; his poetry is never dull ; it is never 
irjtrospective ; the lines are always strongly drawn. As a piece of descriptive poetry 
what can be finer than this? — 

'* November's sky is chill and drear, 
November's leaf is red and sear : 
Late, gazing down the steepy linn. 
That hems our little garden in, 
Low in its dark and narrow glen, 
You scarce the rivulet might ken. 
So thick the tangled greenwood grew, 
So feeble trill' d the streamlet through : 
Now murmuring hoarse, and frequent seen 
Through bush and brier, no longer green. 
An angry brook, it sweeps the glade, 
Brawls over rock and wild cascade, 
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And, foaming brown with doubled speed, 
Hurries its waters to the Tweed." 

This is description of a kind which any one can understand. It is simple, clear, 
and full of colour. It is to be observed that Scott had a remarkably keen eye for 
colour, and that his best effects, as Ruskin has pointed out, are due to the employ- 
ment of colour. The above is descriptive of scenery ; but let us take a description 
of another kind. Here is his account of the tents near Edinburgh : — 

•• A thousand, did I say? I ween 
Thousands on thousands there were seen. 
That chequered all the heath between 

The streamlet and the town ; 
In crossing ranks extended far, 
Forming a camp irregular : 
Oft giving way where still there stood 
Some relics of the old oak wood. 
That darkly huge did intervene. 
And tamed the glaring white with green: 
In their extended lines there lay 
A martial kingdom's vast array." 

Remark, here, the extraordinary directness. Nothing is put in " for the sake of 
the rhyme;" all is clear, simple, and direct; and there is, besides, thrown in, as it 
were, out of the fulness of the poet's heart, that glow of sympathy which none but 
a bom poet can command. . It is in description, of course, that Scott chiefly excels. 
Here is one more extract, a description of a Scotch winter: — 

•• The sheep before the pinching heaven 
To sheltered down and dale are driven. 
Where yet some faded herbage pines, 
And yet a watery sunbeam shines : 
In meek despondency they eye 
The withered sward and wintry sky ; 
And from beneath their summer hill 
Stray sadly by Glenkinnon's rill." 

We extract from a recent remarkable work on Scottt a few words on the opening 
of the LMy of the Last Minstrel, which seem to us to sum up nearly all that may be 
said as to Scott's method. 

" The singular depth of the romantic glow in this passage, and its equally 
singular simplicity, — a simplicity which makes it intelligible to every one, — are 
conspicuous to every reader. It is not what is called classical poetry, for there is no 
severe outline, — no sculptured completeness and repose, — no satisfying wholeness of 
^ect to the eye or the mind, — no embodiment of a great action. The poet gives us a 
breath, a ripple of alternating fear and hope in the heart of an old man, and that is 

f Mutton's Scott, p. 49 ; Macmlllan & Co. , i%%o. 
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LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL: 



A POEM IN SIX CANTOS. 



Dum relego, scripsisse pudet ; quia plurima cemo, 
Me quoque, qui feci jndice, digna linL 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

CHARLES, EARL OF DALKEITH, 

THIS POEM IS INSCRIBED BY 

THE AUTHOR. 



PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION. 

The Poem, now offered to the Public, is intended to illustrate the customs and 
manners which anciently prevailed on the Borders of England and Scotland. The 
inhabitants, living in a state partly pastoral and partly warlike, and combining 
habits of constant depredation with the influence of a rude spirit of chivalry, were 
often engaged in scenes highly susceptible of poetical ornament. As the description of 
scenery and manners was more the object of the Author than a combined and regular 
narrative, the plan of the Ancient Metrical Romance was adopted, which allows 
greater latitude, in this respect, than would be consistent voith the dignity of a regular 
Poem. The same model offered other facilities, as it permits an occasional alteration 
of measure, which, in some degree, authorises the change of rhythm in the text. The 
machinery, also, adopted from popular belief would have seemed puerile in a Poem 
which did not partake of the rudeness of the old Ballad, or Metrical Romance. 

For these reasons, the Poem was put into the mouth of an ancient Minstrel, the 
last of the race, who, as he is supposed to have survived the Revolution, might have 
caught somewhat of the refinement of modem poetry, without losing the simplicity of 
his original model. The date of the Tale itself is about the middlt of the sixlecnth 
century, when most o/ tAe personages actually flourished. The timt occtt^ied h-^ tHt 
actiam di T4ree A^i^Ats a/ed TAree Days, 
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INTRODUCTION TO EDITION 1830. 

A Poem of nearly thirty years' standing may be supposed hardly to need an Introduction, 
since, without one^ it has been able to keep itself afloat throug^h the best part of a generation. 
Nevertheless, as, m the edition of the Waverley Novels now in course of publication [1830], I 
have imposed on myself the task of saying something concerning the purpose and history of 
each in their turn, I am desirous that the Poems for which I first received some marks of the 
public favour, should also be accompanied with such scraps of their literar^r history as may be 
supposed to carry interest along with them. £ven if I should be mistaken in thinking that the 
secret history of what was once so popular may still attract public attention and curiosity, it 
seems to me not without its use to record the manner and circumstances under which the present, 
and other Poems on the same plan, attained for a season an extensive reputation. 

I must resume the story of my literary labours at the period at which I broke off in the 
Essay on the Imitation of Popular Poetry^ when I had enjoyed the first gleam of public favour, 
by the success of the first edition of the Mmstrelsy of the Scottish Border. The second edition 
of that work, published in 1803, proved, in the language of the trade, rather a heavy concern. 
The demand in Scotland had been supplied by the first edition, and the curiosity of the English 
was not much awakened by poems in tne rude garb of antiquity^ accompanied with notes referring 
to the obscure feuds of barbarous clans, of whose very names civilised history was ignorant. It 
was, on the whole, one of those books which are more praised than they are read. 

At this time I stood personally in a different position from that which I occupied when I first 
dipt my desperate pen in ink for other purposes than those of myjprofession. In 1796, when I 
first published the Translations from coi^ger, I was an insulated individual, with only my own 
wants to provide for, and having, in a great measure, my own inclinations alone to consult. In 
1803, when the second edition of the ftfinstrelsy appeared, I had arrived at a period of life 
when men, however thoughtless, encounter duties and circumstances which press consideration 
and plans of life upon the most careless minds. I had been for some time married — was the 
father of a rising family — and, though fully enabled to meet the consequent demands upon me, 
it was my duty and desire to place myself in a situation which would enable me to make honour- 
able provision against the various contingencies of life. 

It may be readily supposed that the attempts which I had made in literature had been 
unfavourable to my success at the Bar. ' The* goddess Themis is, at Edinburgh, and I suppose 
everywhere else, of a peculiarly jealous dbpositkni. She will not readily consent to share her 
authority, and sternly demands from her votaries, not only that real duty be carefully attended 
to and discharged, but that a certain air of business shall be observed even in the midst of total 
idleness. It is prudent, if not absolutely necessary, in a young barrister, to appear completely 
engrossed by his profession ; however destitute of employment he may in reality be, he ought 
to preserve, if possible, the appearance of full occupation. He should, therefore, seem iper- 
petually engaged among his law papers, dusting them, a3 it were ; and, as Ovid advises the fair, 

" Si nuUus erit pulvis, tamen excute nullum." f 

Perhaps such extremity of attention is more especially requh-ed, considering the great number 
of counsellors who are called to the Bar, and how very small a proportion of them are finally 
disposed, or find encouragement, to follow the law as a profession. Hence the number of 
deserters is so great, that the least lingering look behind occasions a young novice to be set down 
as one of the intending fugitives. Certain it is, that the Scotti^ Themis was at this time 
peculiarly jealous of any flirtation with the Muses, on the part of those who had ran§;ed them- 
selves under her banners. This was probably owing to her consciousness of the superior attrac- 
tions of her rivals. Of late, however, she has relaxed in some instances in this particular — ^an 
eminent example of which has been shown in the case of ray friend Mr. Jeffrey, who, after long 
conducting one of the most influential literary periodicals of the age, with unquestionable ability, 
has been, by the general consent of his brethren, recently elected to be their Dean of Faculty, or 
President— being the highest acknowledgment of his professional talents which they had it in 
their power to offer. But this is an incident much beyond the ideas of a period of thirty years' 
distance, when a barrister who really possessed any turn for lighter literatiu«, was at as much 
pains to conceal it as if it had in reality been something to be ashamed of; and I could mention 
more than one instance in which literature and society have suffered much loss, that juris- 
prudence might be enriched. 

Such, however, was not my case ; for the reader will not wonder that my open interference 
with matters of light literature diminished my employment in the weightier matters of the law. 
Nor did the solicitors, upon whose choice the counsel takes rank in his profession, do me less 
than justice, by regarding others among my contemporaries as fitter to discharge the duty due 
to their clients, thui a young man who was taken up with running after ballads, whether Teu- 
tonic or National. My profession and I, therefore, came to stand nearly upon the footing which 
honest Slender consoled himself on. having established with Mistress Anne Page ; y There was 
no great love between us at the beginnmg, and it pleased Heaven to decrease it on farther 
acquai ntance. " I became sensMe that the time was come when I must either buckle myself 

f " If dust be none, yet bnisb that none awa? " 
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resoluteljT to the "toil by da^, the lamp by night." renouncing all the Delilahs .of my imagina* 
tion, or bid adieu to the profession of the law, ana hold another course. 

I confess my own inclination revolted from the more severe choice, which might have been 
deemed by many the wiser alternative. As m]r transgressions had been numerous, my repent- 
aace must have been signalised by unusual sacnfices.^ I ought to have mentioned, that since my 
fi>urteenth or fifteenth year, my health, originally delicate. Had become extremely robust. From 
infancy I had laboured under the infirmity of a severe lameness, but, as I believe is usually the 
case with men of spirit who suffer under personal inconveniences of this nature, I had, since the 
improvement of my health, in defiance of this incs^;)acitating circumstance, distmguished myself 
by the endurance of toil on foot or horseback, havmg often walked thirty miles^ arday, and rode 
i^>wards of a huniked, without resting. In this manner I made many pleasant journeys through 
parts of the country then not very accessible, gaining more amusement and instruction than I. 
have been able to acquire since I have travelled in a more commodious manner. I practised 
most sylvan sports also, with some success, and with great delight.^ But these pleasiires must 
have been all resigned, or used with great moderation, had I determined to re^in my station at 
the Bar. It was even doubtful whether I cotdd, with perfect character as a jurisconsult, retain 
a situation in a volunteer corps of cavaliy, which I then held. The threats of invasion were at 
this time instant and menacmg; the caU by Britain on her children was imiversal, and was 
answered by some, who, like m3rself, consulted rather their desire than their ability to bear 
arms. My services, however, were found useful in assisting to maintain the discipline of the 
corpsj being the point on which their constitution rendered them most amenable to military 
criticism. In other respects, the squadron was a fine one, consisting chiefly of handsome men, 
well mounted and armed at tneir own expense. My attention to the corps took up a good deal 
rftime ; and while it occupied many of uie happiest hours of my life, it funiished an additional 
reason for my reluctance again to encounter the severe course of study indispensable to success 
in the juridical profession. 

On the other hand, my finther, whose feelings might have been hurt by my quitting the Bar, 
had been for two or three years dead, so that I nad no control to thwart my own inclination ; 
md my income being equal to all the comforts, and some of the el^ancies, of life, I was not 
pressed to an irksome labour by necessity, that most powerful of motives ; consequently, I was 
the more easily seduced to choose the employment which was most agreeable to me. Ihis was 
yet the easier, that in z8oo I had obtained the preferment of Sheriff of Selkirkshire, about ^^300 
a-jear in value, and which was the more agreeable to me, as in that county I had several 
fixnds and relations. But I did not abandon the profession to which I had been educated, 
vithout certain prudential resolutions, which, at the nsk of some egotism, I will here mention ; 
not without the hope that they may be useful to young persons who may stand in circumstances 
ODiIar to those in which I then stood. 

In the first place, upon considering the lives and fortunes of persons who had given themselves 
■p to fit«iUure, or to the task of pleasing the public, it seemed to me that the circumstances 
mich chiefly affected their happiness and cnaracter were those from which Horace has 
bestowed upon authors the epithet of the Irritable Race. It requires no depth of philosophic 
nflection to pax»ive, that the petty warfare of Pope with the Dunces of his period could not 
have been carried on without his suffering the most acute torture, such as a man must endure 
from mosquitoes, by whose stings he suffers agony, al Aough he can crush them in his ^pasp by 
miads. Nor is it necessary to call to memory the many humiliating instances in which men 
01 the greatest genius have^ to avenge some pitiful quarrel, made themselves ridiculous during 
tteur lives, to become the still more degraded objects of pity to future times. 

Upon the whole, as I had no pretension to the genius of the distinguished persons who had 
fidkn mto such errors, I concluded there could be no occasion for imitating them in their mis- 
tdces, or what I considered as such ; and, in adopting literary pursuits as me principal occupa- 
tioo CM my future life, I resolved, if possible, to avoid those weaknesses of temper which seemed 
to have most easily beset my more celebrated predecessors. 

With this view, it was my first resolution to keep as far as was in my power abreast of society, 
continuing to maintain my place in general company, without yielding to the very natural 
tfpt.Uii.in of narrowing myself to what is called literary society. By doing so, I imagined I 
iboald escape the besetting sin of listening to language which, from one motive or other, is apt 
tonoibe a voy undue degree of conset^uence to literary pursuits, as if they were, indeed, the 
IwoeH rather than the amusement of life. The opposite course can only be compared to the 
■jndidous conduct of one who pampers himself with cordial and luscious draughts, until he is 
naUe to endure wholesome bitters. Like Gil Bias, therefore, I resolved to stick by the society of 
WjcomtmSj instead of seeking that of a more literary cast, and to maintain my general interest 
hi^at was going on around me, reserving the man of letters for the desk and the library. 

My second resolution was a corollary from the first. I determined that, without shutting 
■fears to the voice of true criticism, I would pay no regard to that which assumes the form of 
Mire. I therefore resolved to arm myself with that triple brass of Horace, of which those of my 
pniwiiiuii 111 I Miiin held deficient, against all the roving warfare of satire, parody, and sarcasm; 
l»htt^ if the jest was a good one, or, if otherwise, to let it hum and buzz itself to sleep. 

It is to the observance of these rules (according to my best belief) that, aStec a. \Vie ol ^iV&tt^ 
ynnenjEaged in literary labours of vaiious kindSj I attnbnte my never \ia-yin|; \>eftTv etv\axv^«A 
• aayutersTK quarrel or controversy; and, which is a still more pleasing TesuVt, xVvaX \ 'Vvwt 
hueusiinguisbed by the personal friendship of my most approved conteinpoTaccve& o^ a3\ V*^"^*^* 
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I adopted, at the same time, another resolution, on which it may doubtless be remarked, that 
it was well for me that I had it in my power to do so, and that, therefore, it is a line of conduct 
which, depending upon accident, can be less generally applicable in other cases. Yet I fail not 
to record this part of my plan, convinced that, though it may not be in every one's power to 
adopt exactl}^ the same resolution, he tasLy nevertheless, by his own exertions, in some shape 
or other, attain the object on which it was rounded, namely, to secure the means of subsistence, 
without relying exclusively on literary talents. In this respect, I determined that literature 
should be my staff, but not my crutch, and tluit the profits ot my literary labour, however 
convenient otherwise, should not, if I could help it, become necessary to my ordinary expenses. 
With this purpose I resolved, if the interest of my friends could so far favoiur me, to retire upon 
any of the respectable offices of the law,^ in whicn persons of that profession are glad to take 
reluge, when tiiey feel themselves, or are^udged by others, incompetent to aspire to its higher 
hbnours. Upon such a post an author might liope to retreat, without any perceptible alteration 
of circumstances, whenever the time should arrive that the public erew weary of his endeavours 
to please, or he himself should tire of the pen. At this period oi my life, I possessed so many 
friends capable of assisting me in this object of ambition, that I could hardly overrate my own 
prospects of obtaining the preferment to which I limited my wishes ; and, in fact, I obtained in 
no long period the reversion of a situation which comi>leteIy met them. 

Thus far all was well^ and the author had been guilty, perhaps, of no great imprudence, when 
he relinquished his forensic practice with the hope of making some figure in the field of literature. 
But an established character with the public, in my new capacity, still remained to be acquii«d. 
I have noticed that the translations from Burger had been unsuccessful, nor had the original 
poetry which appeared under the auspices of Mr. Lewis, in the " Tales of Wonder,'* in any 
great degree raised my reputation. It is true, I had private friends disposed to second me in 
my efforts to obtain popularity. But I was sportsman enough to know, that if the greyhound 
does not run well, the halloos of his patrons will obtain nothing for him. 

Neither was I ignorant that the practice of ballad-writing was for the present out of fashion, 
and that any attempt to revive it, or to found a poetical character upon it, would certainly fkil 
of success. The ballad measure itself, which was once listened to as to an enchanting melody, 
had become hackneyed and sickening^, from its being the accompaniment of every grinding 
hand-organ ; and besides, a long work m quatrains, whether those of the common ballad, or sura 
as are termed elegiac,^ has an effect upon the mind like that of the bed of Procrustes upon the 
human body ; for, as it must be both awkward and difficult to carry on a long sentence from one 
stanza to another, it follows that the meaning of each period must be comprehended within fonr 
lines, and eq^ually so that it must be extended so as to fill that space. The alternate dilation 
and contraction thus rendered necessary is singularly unfavourable to narrative composition ; and 
the *' Gondibert " of Sir William D'Avenant, though containing many striking passages, has 
never become popular, owing chiefly to its being told in this species of elegiac verse. 

In the dilemma occasioned by this objection, the idea occurred to the author of using the 
measured short line, which forms the structure of so much minstrel poetry, that it may be 
properly termed the Romantic stanza, by way of distinction ; and which appears so natural to 
our language, that the very best of our poets have not been able to protract it into the verse 
properly cadled Heroic, without the use of epithets which are, to say the least, unnecessary. 
But, on the other hand, the extreme facility of 'the short couplet, which seems congenial to our 
language, and was, doubtless for that reason, so popular with our old minstrels, is, for the same 
reason, apt to prove a snare to the composer who uses it in more modem days, by encouraging 
him in a habit of slovenly composition. The necessity of occasional pauses often forces the 
young poet to pay more attention to sense, as the boy's kite rises highest when the train is 
loaded by a due counterpoise. The author was therefore intimidated by what Byron calls the 
" fatal facility " of the octo-syllabic verse, which was otherwise better adapted to his purpose of 
imitating the more anciety poetry. 

I was not less at a loss for a subject which might admit of being treated with the simplicity 
and^ wildness of the ancient ballad. But accident dictated both a theme and measure, which 
decided the subject, as well as the structure of the poem. 

The lovely young Countess of Dalkeith, afterwards Harriet, Duchess of Buccleuch, had come 
to the land of her husband with the desire of making herself acquainted with its traditions and 
customs, as well as its manners and history. AH who remember this lady will agree, that the 
intellectual character of her extreme beauty, the amenity and courtesy of her manners, the 
soundness of her understanding, and her unbounded benevolence, gave more the idea of an 
angelic visitant, than of a being belonging to this nether world ; and such a thought was but 
too consistent with the short space she was permitted to tarry among us. Of course, where all 
made it a pride and pleasure to gratify her wishes, she soon heard enough of Border lore ; among 
others, an aged gentleman of property,! near Langholm, communicated to her ladyship the 

t This was Mr. Beattie of Mickledale, a man then considerably upAvards of eighty, of a shrewd and 

sarcastic temper, which he did not at all times suppress, as the following anecdote will show :— A worthy 

clergyman, now deceased, with better good-wiU than tact, was endeavouring to push the senior forward in 

his recollection of Border ballads and legends, by expressing reiterated surprise at his wonderful memory. 

"No, sir, "said old Mickledale ; "my memory is good for little, for it cannot retain what ought to be preserved. 

I can rememt>er all tliese stories about the auld riding days, which are of no eaithly importance ; but were you, 

/r.!''?*^*^*"' '° repeat your best sermon in this drawme-rootn, 1 couVd tiol X,e\\ -sou wa\V«R-\ia\ix afterwards what 

vou bad been SDeakiner about. " 



speaking about. 
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story of Gilpin Homer, a tradition in which the narrator, and many more of that country, were 
finn believers. The young Countess, much delighted with the legend, and the gravity and full 
confidence with which it was told, enjoined on me a task to compose a ballad on the subject. 
Of coiu'se, to hear was to obey ; and thus the goblin story, objected to by several critics as an 
excrescence upon the poem, was, in fact, the occasion of its being written. 

A chance similar to that which dictated the subject, gave me also the hint of a new mode 
of treating it. We had at that time the lease of a pleasant cottage, near Lasswade, on the 
romantic banks of the £sk, to which we escaped when the vacations of the Cotut permitted me 
so much leisure. Here I had the pleasure to receive a visit £rom^ Mr. Stoddart (now Sir John 
Stoddart, Judge>Advocate at Maltsl), who was at that time collecting the particulars which he 
afterwards embodied in his Remarks on Local Scenerjr in Scotland. I was of some use to him 
m procuring the information which he desired, and guiding him to the scenes which he wished 
to see. In return, he made me better acquainted than I had hitherto been with the poetic 
effusions which have since made the lakes of Westmoreland, and the authors by whom they have 
been sung, so famous wherever the English tongue is spoken. 

I was already acquainted with the "Joan of Arc," the " Thalaba," and the "Metrical 
Ballads " of Mr. Southey, which had found their way to Scotland, and were generally admired. 
But Mr. Stoddart, who had the advantage of personal friendship with the authors, and who 
possessed a strong memory, with an excellent taste, was able to repeat to me many long specimens 
of their poetry, v/hich had not yet appeared in print. Amongst others, was the striking fragment 
called Christabel, by Mr. Colendge, which, from the singularly irregular structure of the stanzas, 
aiid the liberty which it allowed the author to adapt the soimd to the sense, seemed to be exactly 
suited to such an extravaganza as I meditated on the subject of Gilpin Homer. As applied to 
comic and htunorous poetry, this mescolanza of measures had been already used by Anthony 
Hall, Anstey, Dr. Wolcott, and others ; but it was in Christabel that I m^t found it used in 
serious poetry, and it is to Mr. Coleridge that I am bound to make the acknowledgment due 
from the pupil to his master. I observe that Lord Byron, in noticing my obligations to Mr. 
Coleridge, which I have been always most ready to acknowledge, expressed, or was imderstood 
to express, a hope that I did not write an unfriendly review on Mr. Coleridge's productions. 
On tms suDJect I have only to say, that I do not even know the review which is alluded to ; and 
were I ever to take the unoecoming freedom of censuring a man of Mr. Coleridge's extraordinary 
talents, it would be on account of ue caprice and indolence with which he has thrown from him, 
as if in mere wantonness,^ those unfinished scraps of poetry, which, like the Torso of antiquity, 
d^ the skill of his poetical brethren to complete tnem. The charming fragments which the 
author abandons to their fate, are surely too valuable to be treated like the proofs of careless 
eiigrav«ars, the sweepings of whose studios often make the fortune of some painstaking^ collector. 

I did not immediately proceed upon my projected labour, though I was now furnished with 
a subject, and with a structure of verse which might have the effect of novelty to the public ear, 
and sUfford the author an opportunity of varying his measure with the variations of a romantic 
theme. On the contrary, it was, to the best of my recollection, more than a year after Mr. 
Stoddart's visit, that, by way of experiment, I composed the first two or three stanzas of " The 
Lay of the Last Minstrel." I was shortly ^erwards visited by two intimate friends, one of 
•tftaxvck. sdll survives. They were men whose talents mi^ht have raised them to the highest 
station in literature, had they not preferred exerting them m their own profession of the law, in 
which they attained equal preferment. I was in the habit of consulting them on my attempts at 
com|)osition, having equal confidence in their sound taste and friendly sincerity. t In this 
specimen I had, in the phrase of the Highland servant, packed all that was my own at leasts for 
1 had also included a Ime of invocation, a little softened, from Coleridge-^ 

" Mary, mother, shield us well.** 

As neither of my friends said much to me on the subject of the stanzas I showed them before 
their departure, I had no doubt that their disgust had been greater than their goodjnature chose 
to express. Looking upon them, therefore, as a frulure, I threw the manuscript into the fire, 
and thought as little more as I could of the matter. Some time afterwards I met one of my two 
counsellors, who enquired with considerable appearance of interest about the progress of the 
romance I had commenced, and was greatly surprised at learning its fate. He confessed that 
neither he nor our mutual friend had been at nrst able to give a precise opinion on a poem so 
mudi out of the common road ; but that as they walked home together to the city, they had 
talked much on the subject, and the result was an earnest desire that I would proceed with the 
composition. He also added, that some sort of prologue might be necessary, to place the mind 
of the hearers in the situation to understand and enjoy the poem, and recommended the adoption 
of such quaint mottoes as Spenser has used to announce the contents of the chapters of the 
Faery Queen, such as — 

" Babe's bloody hands may not be cleansed. 

The face of golden Mean : 
Her sisters two. Extremities. 

Strive her to Danish clean. ' 

t One of these, WUliam Erskine, Esq. (Lord Kinnedder), I have often had occasion to nvcnXXoTv, wv^^^ovx^ 
I may hardly be thanked for disdosjnc- the name of the other, yet I cannot but state tYuvt tYve ?ACOTvA\%Citwij,^ 
Craostoun. Esq.. now a Senator of the College of Justice, by the title of Lord Coxehouse. \aii\.-\>«^^ • V-rwexovwv 
ttaigaed tu* seat oa the beach la tSj^.] 
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I entirely agreed with my friendly critic in thenecessity of having some sort of pitch-pipe, which 
might make readers aware of the object, or rather the tone, of the publication. But I doubted 
whether, in assuming the oracular style of Spenser's mottoes^ the interpreter mieht not be 
censured as the harder to be understood of the two. I therefore mtroduced the Old Minstrel, as 
an appropriate prolocutor, by whom the Lay might be sung or spoken, and the introduction of 
whom betwixt the cantos might remind the reader, at intervals, of the time, place, and circum- 
stances of the recitation. This species ofcadnf. or frame, afterwards afforded the poem its name 
of " The Lay of the Last Minstrel." 

The work was subsequently shown to other friends during its progress, and received the 
imPrifHOtur of Mr. Francis Jeffrey, who had been already for some time distinguished by his 
critical talent. 

The poem, being once licensed by the critics as fit iot the market, was soon finished, pro- 
ceeding at about the rate of a canto per Week. There was, indeed, little occasion for pause or 
hesitation, when a troublesome rhyme might be accommodated by an alteration of the stanza, or 
where an incorrect measure might be remedied by a variation of the rhyme. It was finally 
published in 1805^ and ma^ be regarded as the first work in which the writer, who has been since 
so voluminous, laid his clsum to be considered as an original author. 

The book was published by Longman and Company, and Archibald Constable and Company. 
The principal of the latter firm was then commencing that course of bold and liberal industry 
which was of so much advantage to his countcv, and mis^t have been so to himself, but for 
causes which it is needless to enter into here. Tne work, brought out on the usual terms of 
division of profits between the author and publishers, was not long after purchased by them for 
>C5oo, to which Messrs. Longman and Company afterwards added ;^xoo, in their own unsolicited 
lundness, in consequence of the uncommon success of the work. It was handsomely given to 
supply the loss of a fine horse, which broke down suddenly while the author was riding with one 
of tne publishers. 

It would be great affectation not to own frankly, that the author expected some success from 
" The Lay of the Last Minstrel." The attempt to return to a more simple and^ natural style 
of poetry was likely to be welcomed, at a time when the public had become tired of heroic 
hexameters, with all the buckram and binding which belong to them of later days. But what- 
ever might nave been his expectations, whether moderate or unreasonable, the result left them 
far behind, for amon^ those who smiled on the adventurous Minstrel were numbered the great 
names of William Pitt and Charles Fox.t Neither was the extent of the sale infericM* to the 
character of the judges who received the poem with approbation. Upwards of thirty thousand 
copies of the Lay were din>osed of by the trade ; and the author had to perform a task difiicult 
to human vanity, when caUed upon to make the necessary deductions from his own merits, in a 
calm attempt to account for his popularity, t 

A few additional remarks on the authors literary attempts after this period, will be found in 
the introduction to the Poem of Marmion. 

Abbotsford, Aprils 1830. 

\ Through what channel or in what terms Fox made known his opinion of the Lay, I have failed to ascer- 
tain. Pitt's praise, as expressed to his niece. Lady Hester Stanhope, within a few weeks after the poem 
appeared, was repeated by her to Mr. William Stewart Rose, who, of course, communicated it forthwith to the 
author ; and not long after, the Minister, in conversation with Scott's early friend, the Right Honourable 
William Dundas, signified that it would give him pleasure to find some opportunity of advancing the fortunes of 
such a writer. " I remember," writes this gentleman, "at Mr. Pitt's table in 1805, the Chancellor asked me 
about you and jrour then situation, and after I had answered him, Mr. Pitt observed — ' He can't remain as he 
is,' and desired me to • look to it' "— LOCKHART. Life qf Scott. Vol IL p. 336. 

X " The poet has under-estimated even the patent and tangible evidence of his success. The first edition 
of the Lay was a magnificent quarto, 750 copies ; but this was soon exhausted, and there followed an octavo 
impression of 1,500 ; in 1806^ two more, one of a,ooo copies, another of 2,350 : in 1807, a fifth edition, of a,ooo, and 
a sixth, of 3,000 ; in z8o8, 3, $50 ; in 1809, Stooo— a small edition in quarto (the ballads and lyrical pieces being then 
annexed to it)— and another octavo edition of 3,350 ; in x8xx, 3,000 ; in xSia, 3,000 ; in 18x6. 3,000 : in iftn, x,ooa ' 
A fourteenth impression of 8,000 foolscap appeared in z8Krs; and besides all this, before the end of x83^ zx,ooo 
copies had gone forth.in the collected editioiis of his poeucal works. Thus, nearly forty-four thousand copies 
had been disposed of in this country, and by the legitnnate trade alone, before he superintended the edition of 
1830, to which his biographical introductions were prefixed. In the History of British Poetry nothing had ever 
equalled the demand for the Lay of the Last Minstrel."— Z.//<r, Vol II. p. u6. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

The way was long, the wind was cold, 
The Minstrel was infirm and old ; 
His wither'd cheek, and tresses grey, 
Seem'd to have known a better day ; 
The harp, his sole remaining joy, 
Was cairied by an orphan lx>y. 
The last of all the Bards was he, 
Who sung of Border chivalry ; 
For, well-a-day I their date was fled, 
His tuneful brethren all were dead ; 
And he, selected and oppress'd, 
Wish'd to be with them, and at rest. 
No more on prancing palfrey borne. 
He caroll'd, light as lark at mom ; 
No longer courted and caress'd. 
High placed in hall, a welcome guest, 
He pour'd, to lord and lady gay. 
The unpremeditated lay : 
Old times werechanged, old mannersgone; 
A stranger fiU'd the Stuarts' throne ; 
The bigots of the iron time 
Had call'd his harmless art a crime. 
A wandering Harper, scom'd and poor. 
He begg'd his bread from door to door. 
And tmoied, to please a peasant's ear. 
The harp a king had loved to hear. 

• 

He pass'd where Newark's stately tower 
Looks out frota Yarrow's birchen bower : 
The Minstrel gazed with wishftd eye — 
No humbler resting-place was nigh : 
With hesitating step at last. 
The embattled portal arch he pass'd, 
Whose ponderous grate and massy bar 
Had oft roll'd back the tide of war. 
But never closed the iron door 
Against the desolate and poor. 
The Duchessi* mark'd his weary pace. 
His timid mien, and reverend face, 
And bade her page the menials tell. 
That they should tend the old man well : 

t Anne, Duchess of Buccleuch and Mon- 
mouth, representative of the ancient Lords of 
Buccleuch, and widow of the unfortunate 
/ames, Duke of Monmouth, who was beheaded 
u» 1685. i 



For she had known adversity. 
Though bom in such a high degree ; 
In pride of power, in beauty's bloom, 
Had wept o'er Monmouth's bloody tomb ! 

When kindness had his wants supplied, 
And the old man was gratified, 
Began to rise his minstrel pride ; 
And he began to talk anon. 
Of good Earl Francis, f dead and gone. 
And of Eari Walter,:}: rest him, God I 
A braver ne'er to battle rode ; 
And how full many a tale he knew, 
Of the old warriors of Buccleuch : 
And, would the noble Duchess deign 
To listen to an old man's strain. Tweak, 
Though stiff his hand, his voice though 
He thought even yet, the sooth to speak, 
That, if she loved the harp to hear. 
He could make music to her ear. 

The humble boon was soon obtain'd ; 
The aged Minstrel audience gain'd. 
But, when he reach'd the room of state. 
Where she, with all her ladies, sate. 
Perchance he wish'd his boon denied : 
For, when to tune his harp he tried. 
His trembling hand had lost the ease, 
Which marks security to please ; 
And scenes, long past, of joy and pain, 
Came wildering o er his aged brain- 
He tried to time his harp in vain ! 
The pitying Duchess praised its chime. 
And gave him heart, and gave him time. 
Till every string's according glee 
Was blended into harmony. 
And then, he said, he would full fain 
He could recall an ancient strain. 
He never thought to sing again. 
It was not framed for viUage churls, 
But for high dames and mighty earis ; 
He had play'd it to King Charles the Good, 
When he kept court in Holyrood ; 



t Francis Scott, Earl of Buccleuch, father of 
the Duchess. 

t Walter, Earl of Buccleuch, gjcawdfatUet oC 
the Duchess, and a ceYebtaltd >Namox. 
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And much he wish'd, yet fear'd, to try 
The long-forgotten melody. 
Amid the strings his fingers stray'd, 
And an uncertain warbUng made, 
And oft he shook his hoary head. 
But when he caught the measure wild, 
The old man raised his face, and smiled ; 
And lighten'd up his faded eye, 
With all a poet's ecstasy 1 
In varying cadence, soft or strong. 
He swept the sounding chords along : 
The present scene, the future lot, 
His toils, his wants, were all forgot : 
Cold diffidence, and age's frost, 
In the full tide of song were lost ; 
Each blank in faithless memory void, 
The poet's glowing thought supplied ; 
And, while his harp responsive rung, 
'Twas thus the Latest Minstrel stmg. 



Pillow'd on buckler cold and hard ; 

They carved at the meal 

With gloves of steel. 
And they drank the red wine through the 
helmet barr'd. 



CANTO FIRST. 

I. 

The feast was over in Branksome tower,* 
And the Ladye had gone to her secret 
bower ; [by spell. 

Her bower that was guarded by word and 
Deadly to hear, and deadly to tell — 
Jesu Maria, shield us well I 
No living wight, s^ve the Ladye alone. 
Had dared to cross the threshold stone. 

II. 
The tables were drawn, it was idlesse all ; 
Knight, and page, and household squire, 
Loiter'd through the lofty hall, 

Or crowded round the ample fire : 
The staghounds, weary with the chase, 

Lay stretch'd upon the rushy floor. 
And urged, in dreams, the forest race. 
From Teviot-stone to Eskdale-moor. 
III. 
Nine-and-twenty knights of fame 

Hung their shields in Branksome-Hall ; * 
Nine-and-twenty squires of name [stall ; 
Brought them their steeds to bower from 
Nine-and-twenty yeomen tall 
Waited, duteous, on them all : 
They were all knights of mettle true. 
Kinsmen to the bold Buccleuch. 

IV. 

Ten of them were sheathed in steel. 
With belted sword, and spur on heel : 
They quitted not their harness bright. 
Neither by day, nor yet by night : 

They lay down to rest, 

With corslet laced, 

* An asterisk in these pages signifies that a 
note upon the passage is to be found at the end 
of the volume. 



V. 

Ten squires, ten yeomen, mail-clad men. 
Waited the beck of the warders ten ; 
Thirty steeds, both fleet and wight. 
Stood saddled in stable day and night, 
Barbed with frontlet of steel, I trow, 
And with Tedwood-axe at saddlebow ;* 
A himdrea more fed free in stall : — 
Such was the custom of Branksome-Hall. 

VI. 

Why do these steeds stand ready dight? 
Why watch these warriors, arm'd, by 

night ? — [baying : 

They watch, to hear the blood-hound 
They watch, to hear the war-horn braying; 
To see St. George's red cross streaming. 
To see the midnight beacon gleaming : 
They watch, against southern force and 

guile, [powers. 

Lest Scroop, or Howard, or Percy's 
Threaten Branksome's lordly towers. 
From Warkwork, or Naworth, or merry 

Carlisle.* 

VII. 

Such is the custom of Branksome->HaIl. — 

Many a valiant knight is here ; 
But he, the chieftain of them all, 
His sword hangs rusting on the wall, 
Beside his broken spear. 
Bards long shall tell 
How Lord Walter fell !* 
When startled burghers fled, afar. 
The furies of the ^rder war ; 
When the streets of high Dunedin+ 
Saw lances gleam, and falchions redden, 
And heard the slogan's^ deadly yell — 
Then the Chief of Branksome fell. 

VIII. 

Can piety the discord heal, 

Or stanch the death-feud's enmity? 
Can Christian lore, can patriot zeal, 

Can love of blessed charity? 
No 1 vainly to each holy shrine. 

In mutual pilgrimage, they drew ; 
Implored, in vain, the grace divine 

For chiefs their own red falchions slew : 
While Cessford owns the rule of Carr, 

While Ettrick boasts the line of Scott,* 
The slaughter' d chiefs, the mortal jar, 
The havoc of the feudal war, 

Shall never, never be forgot ! 

t Edinburgh. 

X llie war-cry, or gathering word, of a 
, Border clan. 
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IX. 

In sorrow o'er Lord Walter's bier 

The warlike foresters had bent ; 
And many a flower, and many a tear, 

Old Teviot's maids and matrons lent : 
But o'er her warrior's bloody bier 
The Ladye dropp'd nor flower nor tear ! 
Vengeance, deep-brooding o'er the slain, 

Had locJc'd the source of softer woe ; 
And burning pride, and high disdain, 

Forbade the rising tear to flow ; 
Until, amid his sorrowing clan. 

Her son lisp'd from the nurse's knee — 
" And if I live to be a man. 

My Other's death revenged shall be ! " 
Then fast the mother's tears did seek 
To dew the infant's kindling cheek. 

X. 

All loose her negligent attire, 

All loose her golden hair, 
Hung Margaret o'er her slaughter'd sire, 

And wept in wild despair : 
But not alone the bitter tear 

Had filial grief suppUed ; 
For hopeless love, and anxious fear, 

Had lent their mingled tide : 
Nor in her mother's ^ter'd eye 
Dared she to look for sympathy. 
Her lover, 'gainst her father's clan, 

With Carr in arms had stood, 
When Mathouse-bum to Melrose ran. 

All purple with their blood ; 
And well she knew, her mother dread. 
Before Lord Cranstoun she should wed, 
Would see her on her dying bed. 

XI. 

Of noble race the Ladye came, 
Her father was a clerk of fame. 

Of Bethune's line of Picardie : 
He learn'd the art that none may name, 

In Padua, far beyond the sea.* 
Men said, he changed his mortal frame. 

By feat of magic mystery ; 
For when, in studious mood, he paced 

St. Andrew's cloister'd hall. 
His form no darkening shadow traced 

Upon the simny wall 1* 

XII. 

And of his skill, as bards avow, 

He taught that Ladye fair. 
Till to her bidding she could bow 

The viewless forms of air. 
And now she sits in secret bower, 
In old Lord David's western tower, 
And listens to a heavy sound, 
That moans the mossy turrets round. 
Is it the roar of Teviot's tide, 
That chafes against the scaur's red side? 
Is it the wind that swings the oaks? 
Is it the echo from the rocks? 



What may it be, the heavy sound, [round ? 
That moans old Branksome's turrets 

XIII. 

At the sullen, moaning sound, 

The ban-dogs bay and howl ; 
And, from the turrets round, 

Loud whoops the startled owl. 
In the hall, both squire and knight 

Swore that a storm was near. 
And looked forth to view the night ; 

But the night was still and clear I 

XIV. 

From the sound of Teviot's tide. 
Chafing with the mountain's side, 
From the groan of the wind-swimg oak, 
From the sullen echo of the rock. 
From the voice of the coming storm. 

The Ladye knew it well I 
It was the Spirit of the Flood that spoke. 

And he call'd on the Spirit of the Fell. 

XV. 

RIVER SPIRIT. 

"Sleep'st thou, brother?"— 

MOUNTAIN SPIRIT. 

— " Brother, nay — 
On my hills the moonbeams play. 
From Craik-cross to Skelfhill-pen, 
By every rill, in every glen, 
Merry elves their morris pacing, 

To aerial minstrelsy, 
Emerald rings on brown heath tracing. 
Trip it deft and merrily. 
Up, and mark their nimble feet ! 
Up, and list their music sweet 1 " — 

XVI. 
RIVER SPIRIT. 

" Tears of an imprison'd maiden 
Mix with my polluted stream ; 

Margaret of Branksome, sorrow-laden, 
Mourns beneath the moon's pale beam. 

Tell me, thou, who view'st the stars. 

When shall cease these feudal jars ? 

What shall be the maiden's fate ? 

Who shall be the maiden's mate?" — 

XVII. 
MOUNTAIN SPIRIT. 

'• Arthur's slow wain his course doth roll. 
In utter darkness, round the pole ; 
The Northern Bear lowers black and grim; 
Orion's studded belt is dim ; 
Twinkling faint, and distant far. 
Shimmers through mist each planet star ; 

111 may I read their high decree ! 
But no kind influence deign they shower 
On Teviot's tide, and Branksome's tower, 

Till pride be quell'd, and love be free," 

XVIII. 

The unearthly voices ceasl* 
And the heavy soMad v?as ?»\a^\ 
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It died on the river's breast, 

It died on the side of the hill. 
But round Lord David's tower 

The sound still floated near ; 
For it rung in the Ladye's bower, 

And it rung in the Ladye's ear. 
She raised her stately head, [pride : — 

And her heart throbb'd high with 
" Your mountains shall bend, 
And your streams ascend, 

Ere Margaret be our foeman's bride 1 " 

XIX. 

The Ladye sought the lofty hall, 

Where many a bold retainer lay, 
And, with jocund din, among them all. 

Her son pursued his infant play. 
A fancied moss-trooper, the boy 

The truncheon of a spear bestrode, 
And round the hall right merrily, 

In mimic foray rode. 
Even bearded knights, in arms grown old. 

Share in his frolic gambols bore. 
Albeit their hearts, of rugged mould, 

Were stubborn as the steel they wore. 
For the grey warriors prophesied. 

How the brave boy, in future war. 
Should tame the Unicorn's pride. 

Exalt the Crescent and the Star. 

XX. 

The Ladye forgot her purpose high. 

One moment, and no more ,* 
One moment gazed with a mother's eye. 

As she paused at the arched door : 
Then, from amid the arm^d train, 
She call'd to her William of Deloraine. 

XXI. 

A stark moss-trooping Scott was he, 
As e'er couch'd Border lance by knee ; 
Through Solway sands, through Tarras 

moss. 
Blindfold, he knew the paths to cross; 
By wily turns, by desperate bounds. 
Had baffled Percy's best blood-hounds ; * 
In Eske or Liddel, fords were none. 
But he would ride them, one by one ; 
Alike to him was time or tide, 
December's snow, or July's pride ; 
Alike to him was tide or time. 
Moonless midnight, or matin prime : 
Steady of heart, and stout of hand. 
As ever drove prey from Cumberland ; 
Five times outlawed had he been. 
By England's King, and Scotland's Queen. 

XXII. 

*• Sir William of Deloraine, good at need. 
Mount thee on the wightest steed ; 
Spare not to spur, nor stint to ride, 
Vnt'il thou come to fair Tweedside ; 
And in Melrose's holy pile 
Seek thou the Monk of SU Mary's aisle. 



Greet the Father well from me ; 

Say that the fated hour is come, 
And to-night he shall watch with thee. 
To win the treasure of the tomb : 
For this will be St. Michael's night. 
And, though stars be dim, the moon is 
And the Cross, of bloody red, [bright ; 
Will point to the grave of the mighty dead. 

XXIII. 

'• What he gives thee, see thou keep ; 

Stay not thou for food or sleep : 

Be it scroll, or be it book, 

Into it. Knight, thou must not look ; 

If thou readest, thou art lorn i 

Better hadst thou ne'er been born 1 " — 

XXIV. 

' 'O swiftly can speed my dapple-grey steed. 

Which drinks of the Teviot clear ; 
Ere break of day," the warrior 'gan say, 

' ' Again will I be here : 
And safer by none may thy errand be done. 

Than, noble dame, by me ; 
Letter nor line know I never a one, 

Wer't my neck-verse at Hairibee." 

XXV. 

Soon in his saddle sate he fast, 
And soon the steep descent he past. 
Soon cross'd the sounding barbican, + 
And soon the Teviot side he won. 
Eastward the wooded path he rode. 
Green hazels o'er his basnet nod ; 
He pass'd the Peel^: of Goldiland, 
And cross'd old Borthwick's roaring 

strand ; 
Dimly he view'd the Moat-hill's mound, 
Where Druid shades still flitted round ; 
In Hawick twinkled many a light ; 
Behind him soon they set in night ; 
And soon he spurr'd his courser keen 
Beneath the tower of Hazeldean. 

XXVI. 

The clattering hoofs the watchmen 

mark; — 
•• Stand, ho I thou courier of the dark." — 
' ' For Branksome, hoi" the knight rejoin'd. 
And left the friendly tower behind. 
He tum'd him now from Teviotside, 

And, guided by the tinkling rill. 
Northward the dark ascent did ride, 

And gain'd the moor at HorsliehUl ; 
Broad on the left before him lay, 
For many a mile, the Roman way.§ 

XXVII. 

A moment now he slack'd his speed, 
A moment breathed his panting steed ; 



t BarbtcaHy the defence of an outer gate of 
a feudal castle. 

J Peely a Border tower. 

I An ancient Roman road, crossing through 
psort of RoxAiuxgVu^kuxe. 
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Drew saddle-girth and corslet-band, 
And loosen' d in the sheath his brand. 
On Minto-crags the moonbeams glint, 
Where BamhiU hew'd his bed of flint ; 
Who flung his outlaw' d limbs to rest. 
Where falcons hang their giddy nest, 
Mid clifls, from whence his eagle eye 
For many a league his prey could spy ; 
Clifis, doubling, on their echoes borne, 
The terrors of the robber's horn ; 
Cliff"s, which, for many a later year, 
The warbling Doric reed shall hear. 
When some sad swain shall teach the 
Ambition is no cure for love 1 [grove, 

XXVIII. 

Unchallenged, thence pass'd Deloraine, 
To ancient Riddel's fair domain, 

Where Aili, from moimtains freed, 
Down from the lakes did raving come ; 
Ekich wave was crested with tawny foam, 

Like the mane of a chestnut steed. 
In vain ! no torrent, deep or broad. 
Might bar the bold moss-trooper's road. 

XXIX. 

At the first plunge the horse sunk low. 
And the water broke o'er the saddlebow ; 
Above the foaming tide, I ween. 
Scarce half the charger's neck was seen ; 
For he was bardedi* from counter to tail, 
And the rider was arm'd complete in mail; 
Never heavier man and horse 
Stemm'd a midnight torrent's force. 
The warrior's very plume, I say, 
Was daggled by the dashing spray ; 
Yet, through good heart, and Our Ladye's 

grace. 
At length he gain'd the landing-place. 

XXX. 

Now Bowden Moor the march-man won. 

And sternly shook his plumed head. 
As glanced his eye o'er Halidon ; % 
For on his soul the slaughter red 
Of that unhallow'd morn arose. 
When first the Scott and Carr were foes ; 
When royal James beheld the fray. 
Prize to the victor of the day ; 
When Home and Douglas, in the van, 
Bore down Buccleuch's retiring dan. 
Till gallant Cessford's heart-blood dear 
Reek'd on dark Elliot's Border spear. 

XXXI. 

In bitter mood he spurred fast. 
And soon the hated heath was past ; 
And far beneath, in lustre wan. 
Old Melros' rose, and fair Tweed ran : 



t Barded, or barbed, — ^applied to a horse 
accoatred with defensive armour. 

X An ancient seat of the Kerrs of Ceasfordf 
now demolished. 



Like some tall rock vrith lichens grey, 

Seem'd dimly huge, the dark Abbaye. 

When Hawick he pass'd, had curfew rung. 

Now midnight laudsfwere in Melrosesung. 

The sound, upon the fitful gale. 

In solemn wise did rise and fail, 

Like that wild harp, whose magic tone 

Is waken'd by the winds alone. 

But when Melrose he reach'd, 'twas silence 

He meetly stabled his steed in stall, [all; 

And sought the convent's lonely wall.* 

Here paused the harp; and vrith its swell 
The Master's fire and courage fell ; 
Dejectedly, and low, he bow'd. 
And, gazing timid on the crowd, 
He seem'd to seek, in every eye. 
If they approved his ministrelsy ; 
And, diffident of present praise, 
Somewhat he spoke of former days. 
And how old age, and wand'ring long, 
Had done his hand and harp some wrong. 
The Duchess, and her daughters fair. 
And every gentle lady there. 
Each after each, in due degree. 
Gave praises to his melody ; 
His hand was true, his voice was clear. 
And much they long'd the rest to hear. 
Encouraged thus, the Aged Man, 
After meet rest, again began. 



CANTO SECOND. 
I. 
If thou would'st view fair Melrose aright. 
Go visit it by the pale moonlight ; 
For the gay beams of lightsome day 
Gild, but to flout, the ruins grey. 
When the broken arches are black in night. 
And each shafted oriel glimmers white ; 
When the cold light's uncertain shower 
Streams on the ruin'd central tower ; 
When buttress and buttress, alternately. 
Seem framed of ebon and ivory ; 
When silver edges the imagery, [die ; 
And the scrolls that teach thee to live and 
When distant Tweed is heard to rave. 
And the owlet to hoot o'er the dead man's 
Then go— but go alone the while — [grave. 
Then view St. David's ruin'd pile ; * 
And, home retmning, soothly swear, 
Was never scene so sad and fair 1 

II. 
Short halt did Deloraine make there ; 
Little reek'd he of the scene so fair ; 
With dagger's hilt, on the wicket strong. 
He struck full loud, and struck full long. 

t Lauds f the nudn.vg)il scnvcc ol\3aR Qa.^<Jaa 
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The porter hurried to the gate — [late?" 
' ' Who knocks so loud, and knocks so 
" From Branksome I," the warrior cried ; 
And straight the wicket open'd wide : 
For Branksome's Chiefs had in battle stood 

To fence the rights of fair Melrose ; 
And lands and livings, many a rood. 

Had gifted the shrine for their souls' 
repose. 

III. 
Bold Deloraine his errand said ; 
The porter bent his humble head ; 
With torch in hand, and feet unshod, 
And noiseless step, the path he trod ; 
The arched cloister, far and wide, 
Rang to the warrior's clanking stride. 
Till, stooping low his lofty crest, 
He enter' d the cell of the ancient priest. 
And lifted his barred aventayle,+ 
To hail the Monk of St. Mary's aisle. 

IV. 

' ' The Ladye of Branksome greets thee by 
me; 

Says, that the fated hour is come, 
And that to-night I shall watch with thee, 

To win the treasure of the tomb." 
From sackcloth couch the Monk arose. 

With toil his stifFen'd limbs he rear'd ; 
A hundred years had flung their snows 

On his thin locks and floating beard. 

V. 

And strangely on the Knight look'd he, 

And his blue eyes gleam 'd wild and wide; 
"And darest thou, Warrior ! seek to see 

What heaven and hell alike would hide? 
My breast, in belt of iron pent, 

With shirt of hair and scourge of thorn; 
For threescore years, in penance spent. 

My knees those flinty stones have worn; 
Yet all too little to atone 
For knowing what should ne'er be known, 

Would'st thou thy every future year 
In ceaseless prayer and penance drie. 

Yet wait thy latter end with fear — 
Then, daring Warrior, follow me ! " — 

VI, 

" Penance, father, will I none ; 

Prayer know I hardly one ; 

For mass or prayer can I rarely tarry, 

Save to patter an Ave Mary, 

When I ride on a Border foray. 

Other prayer can I none ; [gone." — 

So speed me my errand, and let me be 

VII. 
Again on the Knight look'd the Church- 

And again he sighed heavily; [man old. 
For he had himself been a warrior bold, 

And fought in Spain and Italy. 



i|^ / -^««sf/af^/5r, visor of the helmet. 



And he thought on the days that were 
long since by, [cotuage was high: — 
When his limbs were strong, and his 
Now, slow and faint, he led the way, 
Where, cloister'd round, the garden lay ; 
The pillar'd arches were over their head, 
And beneath their feet were the bones of 
the dead. 

VIII. 

Spreading herbs, and flowerets bright, 
Glisten'd with the dew of night ; 
Nor herb, nor floweret, glisten'd there, 
But was carved in the cloister-arches as 
fair. [moon. 

The Monk gazed long on the lovely 
Then into the night he looked forth ; 
And red and bright the streamers light 
Were dancing in the glowing north. 
So had he seen, in fair Castile, [start; 
The youth in glittering squadrons 
Sudden the flying jennet wheel. 
And hiurl the unexpected dart. 
He knew, by the streamers that shot so 

bright. 
That spirits were riding the northern light. 

IX. 

By a steel-clenched postern door. 

They enter'd now the chancel tall ; 
The darken'd roof rose high aloof 

On pillars lofty and light and small : 
The key-stone, that lock'd each ribbed 

aisle. 
Was a fleur-de-lys, or a quatre-feuille ; 
The corbells+ were carved grotesque and 

grim ; [trim, 

And the pillars, with cluster'd shafts so 
With base and with capital flourish'd 

around, [had bound. 

Seem'd bundles of lances which garlands 

X. 

Full many a scutcheon and banner riven, 
Shook to the cold night-wind of heaven, 

Around the screened altar's pale ; 
And there the dying lamps did bum. 
Before thy low and lonely urn, 
O gallant Chief of Otterbume I ♦ 

And thine, dark Knight of Liddesdalel* 
O fading honours of the dead I 
O high ambition, lowly laid i 

XI. 
The moon on the east oriel shone 
Through slender shafts of shapely stone, 

By foliaged tracery combined; [hand 
Thou would'st have thought some fairy's 
'Twixt poplars straight the ozier wand, 

In many a freakish knot, had twined ; 



t CorbellSf the projections from which the 
arches spring, usually cut in a fantastic facti at 

mask. 
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Then framed a spell, when the work was 

done, 
And changed the willow wreaths to stone. 
The silver light, so pale and faint, 
Show'd many a prophet, and many a saint. 

Whose image on the glass was dyed ; 
Full in the midst, his Cross of Red 
Triumphant Michael brandished, 

And trampled the Apostate's pride. 
The moonbeam kiss'd the holy pane, 
And threw on the pavement a bloody stain. 

XII. 

They sate them down on a marble stone 

(A Scottish monarch slept below) ; 
Thus spoke the Monk, in solemn tone: — 

' ' I was not always a man of woe ; 
For Paynim countries I have trod, 
And fought beneath the Cross of God : 
Now, strange to my eyes thine arms 

appear. 
And their iron clang sounds strange to my 

ear. 

XIII. 

" In these far climes it was my lot 
To meet the wondrous Michabl Scott;* 

A wizard, of such dreaded fame, 
That when, in Salamanca's cave. 
Him listed his magic wand to wave, 

The bells would ring in Notre Dame 1 
Some of his skill he taught to me ; 
And, Warrior, I could say to thee 
The words that cleft Eildon hills in three,* 

And bridled the Tweed with a curb of 
stone : 
But to speak them were a deadly sin ; 
And for having but thought them my heart 
within, 

A treble penance must be done. 

XIV. 

" When Michael lay on his dying bed, 
His conscience was awakened : 
He bethought him of his sinful deed, 
And he gave me a sign to come with speed. 
I was in Spain when the morning rose. 
But I stood by his bed ere evening close. 
The words may not again be said, 
That he spoke to me, on death-bed laid ; 
They would rend this Abbaye' s massy nave. 
And pile it in heaps above his grave. 

XV. 

" I swore to bury his Mighty Book, 
That never mortal might therein look ; 
And never to tell where it was hid. 
Save at his Chief of Branksome's need : 
And when that need was past and o'er, 
Again the volume to restore. 
I buried him on St. Michael's night, 
When the bell toU'd one, and the moon 
was bright, j 



And I dug his chamber among the dead, 
When the floor of the chancel was stained 

red, [wave. 

That his patron's cross might over him 
And scare the fiends from the Wizard's 

XVI. [grave. 

' ' It was a night of woe and dread, 
When Michael in the tomb I laid i 
Strange sounds along the chancel pass'd, 
The banners waved without a blast" — 
— Still spoke the Monk, when the bell 

toU'd one 1— 
I tell you, that a braver man 
Than William of Deloraine, good at need. 
Against a foe ne'er spurr'd a steed ; 
Yet somewhat was he chill'd with dread. 
And his hair did bristle upon his head. 

XVII. 

'• Lo, Warrior ! now the Cross of Red 
Points to the grave of the mighty dead ; 
Within it bums a wondrous light. 
To chase the spirits that love the night. 
That lamp shall bum unquenchably, 
Until the eternal doom shall be." — 
Slow moved the Monk to the broad flag- 
stone. 
Which the bloody Cross was traced upon: 
He pointed to a secret nook ; 
An iron bar the Warrior took ; 
And the Monk made a sign with his 

wither'd hand. 
The grave's huge portal to expand. 

XVIII. 

With beating heart to the task he went ; 
His sinewy frame o'er the grave-stone bent ; 
With bar of iron heaved amain, [rain. 
Till the toil-drops fell from his brows, like 
It was by dint of passing strength. 
That he moved the massy stone at length. 
I would you had been there, to see 
How the light broke forth so gloriously, 
Stream'd upward to the chancel roof. 
And through the galleries far aloof 1 
No earthly flame blazed e'er so bright : 
It shone like heaven's own blessed light. 

And, issuing from the tomb, [pale, 
Show'd the Monk's cowl, and visage 
Danced on the dark-brow'd Warriors 

And kiss'd his waving plume. [mail, 

XIX. 

Before their eyes the Wizard lay, 
As if he had not been dead a day. 
His hoary beard in silver roU'd, 
He seem'd some seventy winters old ; 
A palmer's amice wrapp'd him round, 
With a wrought Spanish baldric bound, 
Like a pilgrim from beyond the sea: 
His left hand held his Book of Might -, 
A silver cross "was m Y\\s i\^>a\.\ 
The lamp was p\aceA\»^\d?i>Kv^Vjv^^\ 
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High and majestic was his look, 
At which the fellest fiend had shook, 
And all unruffled was his face : 
They trusted his soul had gotten grace. 

XX. 

Often had William of Deloraine 
Rode through the battle's bloody plain, 
And trampled down the warriors slain, 

And neither known remorse nor awe ; 
Yet now remorse and awe he own'd ; 
His breath came thick, his head swam 
round, 

When this strange sceneof death he saw, 
Bewilder'd and unnerved he stood. 
And the priest pray'd fervently and loud: 
With eyes averted prayed he ; 
He might not endure the sight to see, 
Of the man he had loved so brotherly. 

xxr. 

And when the priest his death-prayer had 
Thus unto Deloraine he said: — [pray'd, 
' • Now, speed thee what thou hast to do, 
Or, Warrior, we may dearly rue ; 
For those, thou may'st not look upon. 
Are gathering fast round the yawning 
Then Deloraine, in terror, took [stone! " 
From the cold hand the Mighty Book, 
With iron claspM, and with iron bound: 
He thought, as he took it, the dead man 

frown' d ; 
But the glare of the sepulchral light. 
Perchance, had dazzled the warrior's sight. 

XXII. 

When the huge stone sunk o'er the tomb, 
The night retum'd in double gloom ; 
For the moon had gone down, and the 

stars were few ; 
And, as the Knight and Priest withdrew, 
With wavering steps and dizzy brain, 
They hardly might the postern gain. 
'Tis said, as through the aisles they pass'd. 
They heard strange noises on the blast ; 
And through the cloister-galleries small. 
Which at mid-height thread the chancel 

wall, 
Loud sobs, and laughter louder, ran. 
And voices unhke the voice of man ; 
As if the fiends kept holiday. 
Because these spells were brought to day. 
I cannot tell how the truth may be ; 
I say the tale as 'twas said to me. 

XXIII. 

" Now, hie thee hence," the Father said, 

" And when we are on death-bed laid, 

O may our dear Ladye, and sweet St. 

John, [done ! " 

Forjrive our souls for the deed we have 

Tbe Monk retum'd him to his cell, 

And many a prayer and penance sped ; 



When the convent met at the noontide 

bell— [dead 1 

The Monk of St. Mary's ai^e was 

Before the cross was the body laid, 

With hands clasp'd fast, as if still he 

XXIV. [pray'd. 

The Knight breathed free in the morning 
And strove his hardihood to find : [vrind. 
He was glad when he pass'd the tomb- 
stones grey, 
Which girdle round the fair Abbajre ; 
For the mystic Book, to his bosom prest. 
Felt like a load upon his breast ; 
And his joints, with nerves of iron twined, 
Shook, like the aspen leaves in wind. 
Full fain was he when the dawn of day 
Began to brighten Cheviot grey ; 
He joy'd to see the cheerful Ught, [might. 
And he said Ave Mary, as welT as he 

XXV. 

The sun had brighten'd Cheviot grey, 

The sun had brighten'd the Carter'sf 
And soon beneath the rising day [side; 

Smiled Branksome towers and Teviot's 
tide. 
The wild birds told their warbling tale, 

And waken' d every flower that blows; 
And peeped forth the violet pale. 

And spread her breast the mountain rose. 
And lovelier than the rose so red, 

Yet paler than the violet pale, 
She early left her sleepless b^. 

The fairest maid of Teviotdale. 

XXVI. 

Why does fair Margaret so early awake, 

And don her kirtle so hastilie ; 
And the silken knots, which in hurry she 
would make. 

Why tremble her slender fingers to tie; 
Why does she stop, and look often around, 

As she glides down the secret stair ; 
And why does she pat the shaggy blood- 
hound, 

As she rouses him up from his lair ; 
And, though she passes the postern alone, 
Why is not the watchman's bugle blown? 

XXVII. 

The Ladye steps in doubt and dread. 
Lest her watchful mother hear her tread; 
The Ladye caresses the rough blood- 
hound, [round; 
Lest his voice should waken the castle 
The watchman's bugle is not blown. 
For he was her foster-father's son ; 
And she glides through the greenwood at 

dawn of light 
To meet Baron Henry, herowntrueknight. 



t A mountain on the Border of England, 
above Jedburgh 
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XXVIII. 

ind Ladye fair are met, 
le hawthorn's boughs are set. 
nrere never seen 
iath the hawthorn green, 
[y, and young, and tall ; 
sittle, and loved in hall : 
en love, scarce told, scarce 
leek a livelier red ; [hid, 

If sigh her swelling breast 
^en ribbon prest ; 
le eyes their secret told, 
ed by her locks of gold — 
you find the peerless fair, 
et of Branksome might com- 

XXIX. 

* dames, methinks I see 
my minstrelsy ; 
locks ye backward throw, 
bend your necks of snow : 
iar a melting tale, 
>vers in a dale ; 
le Knight, with tender fire, 
his faithful passion strove; 
ight at her feet expire, 
:, never cease to love ; 
blush'd and how she sigh'd, 
senting, half denied, 
she would die a maid ; — 
e bloody feud be stay'd, 
istoun, and only he, 
ranksome's choiceshould be. 

XXX. 

nes, your hopes are vain I 
lost the enchanting strain ; 
3 would my age reprove : 
§^y, my limbs are old, 
ead, my veins are cold : 
must not, sing of love. 

XXXI. 

ik, moss'd o'er by eld, 
Dwarf his courser held,* 
s crested helm and spear : 
as scarce an earthly man, 
;re true that of him ran 
I the Border, far and near, 
when the Baron a-hunting 

[trode, 
dsdale's glens, but rarely 
1 voice cry, " Lost I lost I 

lis-ball by racket toss'd, 
hirty feet and three, 
e gorse this elfin shape, 
some dwarfish ape, 
I at Lord Cranstoun's knee, 
an was some whit dismay'd; 
five good miles he rade, 
of his company ; | 



But where he rode one mile, the Dwarf 

ran four. 
And the Dwarf was first at the castle door. 

XXXII. 

Use lessens marvel, it is said : 
This elvish Dwarf with the Beutoq staid ; 
Little he ate, and less he spoke, 
Nor mingled with the menial flock : 
And oft apart his arms he toss'd, 
And often mutter'd " Lost 1 lost 1 lost 1 " 
He was waspish, arch, and litherlie. 
But well Lord Cranstoun servM he : 
And he of his service was full fain ; 
For once he had been ta'en or slain, 

An it had not been for his ministry. 
All between Home and Hermitage, 
Talk'd of Lord Cranstoun's Goblin-Page. 

XXXIII. 
For the Baron went on Pilgrimage, 
And took with him this elvish Page, 
To Mary's Chapel of the Lowes : 
For there, beside our Ladye's lake. 
An offering he had sworn to make. 

And he would pay his vows. 
But the Ladye of Branksome gathered a 
band [mand : 

Of the best that would ride at her com- 

The trysting-place was Newark Lee. 
Wat of Harden came thither amain. 
And thither came John of Thirlestane, 
And thither came William of Deloraine ; 
They were three hundred spears and 
three. [stream, 

Through Douglas-bum, up Yarrow 
Their horses prance, their lances gleam. 
They came to St. Mary's lake ere day ; 
But the chapel was void, and the Baron 

away. 
They bum'd the chapel for very rage. 
And cursed Lord Cranstoim's Goblin- 
Page. 

XXXIV. 

And now, in Branksome's good green- 

wood. 
As under the aged oak he stood. 
The Baron's courser pricks his ears, 
As if a distant noise he hears. 
The Dwarf waves his long lean arm on 

high, 
And signs to the lovers to part and fly : 
No time was then to vow or sigh. 
Fair Margaret through the hazel grove, 
Flew like the startled cushat-dove :+ 
The Dwarf the stirrup held and rein ; 
Vaulted the Knight on his steed amain, 
And, pondering deep that morning's 

scene, [green. 

Rode eastward through the hawthorns 



\ "Wood-^Vg^oft. 
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While thus hepour'd the lengthen'd tale, 
The Minstrel's voice began to fail : 
Full slyly smiled the observant page, 
And gave the wither'd hand of age 
A goblet, crown'd with mighty wine, 
The blood of Velez' scorchM vine. 
He raised the silver cup on high, 
And, while the big drop fill'd his eye, 
Pray'd God to bless the Duchess long, 
And all who cheer'd a son of song. 
The attending maidens smiled to see 
How long, how deep, how zealously. 
The precious juice the Minstrel quaff *d; 
And he, embolden'd by the draught, 
Look'd gaily back to them, and laugh'd. 
The cordial nectar of the bowl 
Swell'd his old veins, and cheer'd his soul; 
A lighter, hvelier prelude ran. 
Ere thus his tale again began. 



CANTO THIRD. 

I. 
And said I that my limbs were old, 
And said I that my blood was cold, 
And that my kindly fire was fled, 
And my poor wither'd heart was dead, 

And that I might not sing of love ? — 
How could I, to the dearest theme 
That ever warm'd a minstrel's dream. 

So foul, so false a recreant prove 1 
How could I name love's very name. 
Nor wake my heart to notes of flame I 

II. 
In peace. Love tunes the shepherd's reed ; 
In war, he mounts the warrior's steed; 
In halls, in gay attire is seen ; 
In hamlets, dances on the green. 
Love rules the court, the camp, the grove. 
And men below, and saints above ; 
For love is heaven, and heaven is love. 

III. 
So thought Lord Cranstoun, as I ween. 
While, pondering deep the tender scene. 
Ha rode through Branksome's hawthorn 
green. 

But the Page shouted wild and shrill. 
And scarce his helmet could he don. 

When downward from the shady hill 
A stately knight came pricking on. 
That warrior's steed, so dapple-grey. 
Was dark with sweat, and splash' d with 
clay ; 

His armour red with many a stain : 
He seem'd in such a weary plight. 
As if he had ridden the live-long night ; 

For it was William of Deloraine. 

IV. 

But no wbit weary did he seem, 
When^ dancing in the sunpy beam, 



He mark'd the crane on the Baron's crest ;+ 
For his ready spear was in his rest. 

Few were the words, and stem and high. 
That mark'd thefoemen's feudal hate; 

For question fierce, and proud reply, 
Gave signal soon of dire debate. 
Their very coursers seem'd to know 
That each was other's mortal foe. 
And snorted fire, when wheel'd around, 
To give each knight his vantage-ground. 

V. 

In rapid round the Baron bent ; 

He sigh'd a sigh, and pray'd a prayer; 
The prayer was to his patron saint. 

The sigh was to his ladye fair. 
Stout Deloraine nor sigh'd nor pray'd, 
Nor saint, nor ladye, call'd to aid ; 
But he stoop'd his head, and couch'd his 

spear, 
And spurr'd his steed to full career. 
The meeting of these champions proud 
Seem'd like the bursting thunder-cloud. 

VI. 

Stem was the dint the Borderer lent 1 
The stately Baron backwards bent ; 
Bent backwards to his horse's tail. 
And his plumes went scattering on the gale: 
The tough ash spear, so stout and tme, 
Into a thousand flinders flew. 
But Cranstoun's lance, of more avail. 
Pierced through, like silk, the Borderer's 

mail; 
Through shield, and jack, and acton, past, 
Deep in his bosom broke at last. — 
Still sate the warrior, saddle-fast. 
Till, stumbling in the mortal shock, 
Down went the steed, the girthing broke, 
Hurl'd on a heap lay man and horse. 
The Baron onward pass'd his course ; 
Nor knew — so giddy roU'd his brain — 
His foe lay stretch' d upon the plain. 

VII. 

But when he rein'd his courser round, 
And saw his foeman on the ground 

Lie senseless as the bloody clay. 
He bade his page to stanch the wound. 

And there beside the warrior stay, 
And tend him in his doubtful state, 
And lead him to Branksome castle-gate : 
His noble mind was inly moved 
For the kinsman of the maid he loved. 
" This Shalt thou do without delay : 
No longer here myself may stay ; 
Unless the swifter I speed away. 
Short shrift will be at my dying day." 



t^ The crest of the Cranstouns, in allusion to 
their name, is a crane dormant, holding a stone 
in his foot, with an emphatic Border motto, 
Thou shali vtani ere I vtanU 
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VIII. 

Away in speed Lord Cranstoun rode ; 

The Goblin-Page behind abode ; 

His lord's command he ne'er withstood, 

Though small his pleasure to do good. 

As the corslet off he took, 

The Dwarf espied the Mighty Book ! 

Much he marvell'd a knight of pride, 

Like a book-bosom'd priest should ride : 

He thought not to search or stanch the 

Until the secret he had foimd. [wound, 

IX. 
The iron band, the iron clasp, 
Resisted long the elfin grasp : 
For when the first he had undone, 
It closed as he the next begun. 
Those iron clasps, that iron band, 
Would not yield to unchristen'd hand. 
Tin he smear' d the cover o'er 
With the Borderer's curdled gore ; 
A moment then the volume spread. 
And one short spell therein he read. 
It had much of glamouri* might, 
Could make a ladye seem a knight ; 
The cobwebs on a dungeon wall 
Seem tapestry in lordly hall ; 
A nut-shell seem a gilded barge^ 
A sheelingj: seem a palace large, 
And youth seem age, and age seem youth — 
All was delusion, nought was truth.* 

X. 

He had not read another spell. 
When on his cheek a buffet fell. 
So fierce, it stretch'd him on the plain. 
Beside the wounded Deloraine. 
From the groimd he rose dismay'd. 
And shook his huge and matted head ; 
One word he mutter' d, and no more, 
" Man of age, thou smitest sore ! " — 
No more the Elfin Page durst try 
Into the wondrous Book to pry; [gore. 
The clasps, though smear'd with Christian 
Shut faster than they were before. 
He hid it underneath his cloak. — 
Now, if you ask who gave the stroke, 
I cannot tell, so mot I thrive ; 
It was not given by man alive. 

XI. 

Unwillingly himself he address'd 
To do his master's high behest : 
He lifted up the living corse, 
And laid it on the weary horse ; 
He led him into Branksome Hall, 
Before the beards of the warders all ; 
And each did after swear and say, 
There only pass'd a wain of hay. 
He took him to Lord David's tower. 
Even to the Ladye's secret bower ; 

t Magical deiuaon, / A shepherd's btit. 



And, but that stronger spells were spread. 
And the door might not be opened, 
He had laid him on her very bed. 
Whate'er he did of gramarye,*i* 
Was always done maliciously ; 
He flimg the warrior on the ground, 
And the blood well'd freshly from the 
wound. 

XII. 

As he repass'd the outer court, 
He spied the fair yoimg child at sport : 
He thought to train him to the wood ; 
For, at a word, be it understood, [good. 
He was always for ill, and never for 
Seem'd to the boy, some comrade gay 
Led him forth to the woods to play ; 
On the drawbridge the warders stout 
Saw a terrier and lurcher passing out. 

XIII. 

He led the boy o'er bank and fell, 

Until they came to a woodland brook; 
The running stream dissolved the spell,* 

And his own elvish shape he took. 
Could he have had his pleasure vilde. 
He had crippled the joints of the noble 

child ; 
Or, with his fingers long and lean, 
Had strangled him in fiendish spleen : 
But his awful mother he had in dread, 
And also his power was limited ; 
So he but scowl'd on the startled child. 
And darted through the forest wild ; 
The woodland brook he bounding cross'd, 
And laugh'd, and shouted, " Lost ! lost ! 
lost!"— 

xrv. 
Full sore amazed at the wondrous change. 

And frighten' d as a child might be, 
At the wild yell and visage strange, 

And the dark words of gramarye, 
The child, amidst the forest bower, 
Stood rooted like a lily flower ; [pace. 

And when at length, with trembling 
He sought to find where Branksome 

He fear'd to see that grisly face [lay, 
Glare from some thicket on his way. 
Thus, starting oft, he joumey'd on. 
And deeper in the wood is gone, — 
For aye the more he sought his way, 
The farther still he went astray, — 
Until he heard the mountains round 
Ring to the baying of a hound. 

XV. 

And hark I and hark I the deep-mouth'd 
Comes nigher still, and nigher : [bark 
Bursts on the path a dark blood-hound, 
His tawny muzzle track' d the ground, 
And his red eye shot fire. 
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Soon as the wilder' d child saw he, 

He flew at him right fiiriouslie. 

I ween you would have seen with joy 

The bearing of the gallant boy, 

When, worthy of his noble sire. 

His wet cheek glow'd 'twixt fear and ire I 

He faced the blood-hound manfully, 

And held his little bat on high ; 

So fierce he struck, the dog, afhiid, 

At cautious distance hoarsely bay'd, 

But still in act to spring ; 
When dash'd an archer through the glade, 
And when he saw the hound was stay'd, 

He drew his tough bow-string ; 
But a rough voice cried, ' ' Shoot not, hoy! 
Ho I shoot not, Edward— 'Tis a boy !" 

XVI. 
The speaker issued from the wood. 
And check'd his fellow's siu*ly mood. 

And quell'd the ban-dog's ire : 
He was an English yeoman good, 

And bom in Lancashire. 
Well could he hit a fallow-deer 

Five hundred feet him fro ; 
With hand more true, and eye more clear, 

No archer bended bow. 
His coal-black hair, shorn round and close, 

Set off his sun-bum'd face : 
Old England's sign, St. George's cross. 

His barret-cap did grace ; 
His bugle-horn hung by his side. 

All in a wolf-skin baldric tied ; 
And his short falchion, sharp and clear. 
Had pierced the throat of many a deer. 

XVII. 

His kirtle, made of forest green, 

Reach'd scantly to his knee ; 
And. at his belt, of arrows keen 

A furbish'd sheaf bore he ; 
His buckler, scarce in breadth a span. 

No larger fence had he ; 
He never counted him a man. 

Would strike below the knee :• 
His slacken'd bow was in his hand, [band. 
And the leash, that was his blood-hound's 

XVIII. 
He would not do the fair child harm. 
But held him with his powerful arm, 
That he might neither fight nor flee ; 
For when the Red Cross spi^d he. 
The boy strove long and violently. 
" Now, by St. George," the archer cries, 
*• Edward, methinks we have a prize I 
This boy's fair face, and courage free. 
Show he is come of high degree." 

XIX. 

" Yes I I am come of high degree. 
For I am the heir of Iwld Buccleuch ; 
And, if thou dost not set me free, 
J^a/se Southron, thou shalt dearly rue ! 



For Walter of Harden shall come with 

speed. 
And William of Deloraine, good at need. 
And every Scott, from Esk to Tweed ; 
And, if thou dost not let me go. 
Despite thy arrows, and thy bow, 
I'll have thee hang'd to feed the crow I " 

XX. 
*' Gramercy, for thy good-will, fair boy I 
My mind was never set so high ; 
But if thou art chief of such a clan. 
And art the son of such a man. 
And ever comest to thy command. 

Our wardens had need to keep good 
My bow of yew to a hazel wand, [order; 

Thou'lt make them work upon the 
Border. 
Meantime, be pleased to come with me. 
For good Lord Dacre shalt thou see ; 
I think our work is well begun. 
When we have taken thy father's son." 

XXI. 

Although the child was led away. 
In Branksome still he seem'd to stay. 
For so the Dwarf his part did play ; 
And, in the shape of that yoimg boy. 
He wrought the castle much annoy. 
The comrades of the young Buccleuch 
He pinch' d, and beat, and overthrew ; 
Nay, some of them he well-nigh slew. 
He tore Dame Maudlin's silken tire. 
And, as Sym Hall stood by the fire. 
He lighted the match of his bandelier,i* 
And wofuUy scorch' d the hackbuteer.:^ 
It may be hardly thought or said. 
The mischief that the urchin made. 
Till many of the castle guess'd 
That the young Baron was possess'd I 

XXII. 
Well I ween the charm he held 
The noble Ladye had soon dispell'd ; 
But she was deeply busied then 
To tend the wounded Deloraine. 

Much she wonder'd to find him lie. 
On the stone thresholdstretch'd along; 

She thought some spirit of the sky 
Had done the bold moss-trooper 
wrong ; 
Because, despite her precept dread. 
Perchance he in the Book had read ; 
But the broken lance in his bosom stood, 
And it was earthly steel and wood. 

XXIII. 

She drew the splinter from the wound. 
And with a charm she stanch'd the 
blood ; 

She bade the gash be cleansed and bound: 
No longer by his couch she stood ; 

t BandelUr^ belt for carrying ammunition. 
\ Hachhut**ryXBca:SiixX»Kt^ 
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But she has ta'en the broken lance, 
And wash'd it from the clotted g^re, 
And salved the splinter o'er and o'er. 

William of Deloraine, in trance, 
Whene'er she tum'd it round and round, 
Twists as if she gall'd his wound. 
Then to her maidens she did say. 
That he should be whole man and sound, 
Within the course of a night and day. 

Full long she toil'd ; for she did rue 

Mishap to friend so stout and true. 

XXIV. 

So pass'd the day — the evening fell, 
'Twas near the time of curfew bell ; 
The air was mild, the wind was calm, 
The stream was smooth, the dew was balm ; 
E'en the rude watchman, on the tower, 
Enjoy'd and bless'd the lovely hour. 
Far more feir Margaret loved and bless'd 
The hour of silence and of rest. 
On the high turret sitting lone, 
She waked at times the lute's soft tone ; 
Touch'd a wild note, and all between 
Thought of the bower of hawthorns green. 
Her golden hair stream'd free from band, 
Her fair cheek rested on her hand. 
Her blue eyes sought the west afar, 
For lovers love the western star, 

XXV. 

Is yon the star, o'er Penchryst Pen, 
That rises slowly to her ken. 
And, spreading broad its wavering light, 
Shakes its loose tresses on the night ? 
Is yon red glare the western star ? — 
Oh ! 'tis the beacon-blaze of war! [breath. 
Scarce could she draw her tighten'd 
For well she knew the fire of death I 

XXVI. 

The Warder view'd it blaring strong. 
And blew his war-note loud and long. 
Till, at the high and haughty sound, 
Rock, wood, and river rung around. 
Ilie blast alarm'd the festal hall. 
And startled forth the warriors all ; 
Far downward, in the castle-yard, 
Full many a torch and cresset glared ; 
And helms and plumes, confusedly toss'd. 
Were in the blaze half-seen, half-lost ; 
And spears in wild disorder shook. 
Like reeds beside a frozen brook. 

XXVII. 

The Seneschal, whose silver hair 
Was redden'd by the torches' glare. 
Stood in the midst, with gesture proud, 
And issued forth his mandates loud : — 
•• On Penchryst glows a bale* of fire. 
And three are kindling on Priesthaugh- 

Ride out, ride out, [swire ; 

The ioe to scout I I 



Mount, mount for Branksome, every man! 
Thou, Todrig, warn the Johnstone clan, 

That ever are true and stout — 
Ye need not send to Liddesdale ; 
For when they see the blaring bale, 
Elliots and Armstrongs never fail. — 
Ride, Alton, ride, for death and life I 
And warn the Warder of the strife. 
Young Gilbert, let our beacon blaze. 
Our kin, and clan, and friends to raise." 

XXVIII. 

Fair Margaret, from the turret head, 
Heard, far below, the coursers' tread, 

While loud the harness rung, 
As to their seats, with clamour dread. 

The ready horsemen sprung : 
And trampling hoofs, and iron coats. 
And leaders' voices, mingled notes, 
And out ! and out 1 
In hasty route. 

The horsemen gallop'd forth ; 
Dispersing to the south to scout, 

And east, and west, and north. 
To view their coming enemies. 
And warn their vassals and allies. ' 

XXIX. 

The ready page, with hurried hand, 
Awakedtheneed-fire's'f*slumberingbrand, 

And ruddy blush'd the heaven : 
For a sheet of flame, from the turret high, 
Waved like a blood-flag on the sky. 

All flaring and uneven ; 
And soon a score of fires, I ween, 
From height, and hill, and cliff, were seen; 
Each with warlike tidings fraught ; 
Each from each the signal caught ; 
Each after each they glanced to sight. 
As stars arise upon the night. 
They gleam'd on many a dusky tam,^: 
Haunted by the lonely earn ;§ 
On many a cairn's* grey pyramid, 
Where urns of mighty chiefs lie hid ; 
Till high Dunedin the blazes saw. 
From Soltra and Dumpender Law ; 
And Lothian heard the Regent's order. 
That all should bowne|| them for the 
Border. 

XXX. 
The livelong night in Branksome rang 

The ceaseless sound of steel ; 
The castle-bell, with backward clang. 

Sent forth the larum peal ; 
Was frequent heard the heavy jar, 
Where massy stone and iron bar 



t Need-fire t beacon. 

X Tarn, a mountain lake. 

$ Earrif a ScoUvs^ e^^i^X^ 
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Were piled on echoing keep and tower, 
To whelm the foe with deadly shower ; 
Was frequent heard the changing guard, 
And watch-word from the sleepless ward; 
While, wearied by the endless din, 
Blood-hound and ban-dog yell'd within. 

XXXI. 

The noble Dame, amid the broil. 
Shared the grey Seneschal's high toil, 
And spoke of danger with a smile ; [sage 

Cheer'd the young knights, and couucil 
Held with the chiefs of riper age. 
No tidings of the foe were brought. 
Nor of his numbers knew they aught, 
Nor what in time of truce he sought. 

Some said that there were thousands ten; 
And others ween'd that it was nought 

But LeVen Clans, or Tynedale men. 
Who came to gather in black-mail ; f 
And Liddesdale, with small avail, 

Might drive them lightly back agen. 
So pass'd the anxious night away. 
And welcome was the peep of day. 



Ceased the high sound — ^the listening 

throng 
Applaud the Master of the Song ; 
And marvel much, in helpless age. 
So hard should be his pilgrimage. 
Had he no friend — ^no daughter dear, 
His wandering toil to share and cheer ; 
No son to be his father's stay. 
And guide him on the rugged way? 
"Ay, once he had — ^but he was dead ! " 
Upon the harp he stoop'd his head. 
And busied himself the strings withal, 
To hide the tear that fain would fall. 
In solemn measure, soft and slow, 
Arose a father's notes of woe. 



CANTO FOURTH. 

I. 
Sweet Teviot ! on thy silver tide 

The glaring bale-fires blaze no more ; 
No longer steel-clad warriors ride 

Along thy wild and willow' d shore ; 
Where'er thou wind'st, by dale or hill. 
All, all is peaceful, all is still, 

As if thy waves, since Time was born, 
Since first they roU'd upon the Tweed, 
Had only heard the shepherd's reed, 

Nor started at the bugle-horn. 

II. 
Unlike the tide of human time, [flow, 

Which, though it change in ceaseless 
Retains each grief, retains each crime 

Its earliest course was doom'd to know; 

/ Protection money exacted by freebooters, 



And, darker as it downward bears. 
Is stain' d with past and present tears. 

Low as that tide has ebb'd with me, 
It still reflects to Memory's eye 
The hour my brave, my only boy, 

Fell by the side of great Dundee.* 
Why, when the volleying musket play'd 
Against the bloody Highland blade, 
Why was I not beside him laid ? — 
Enough — he died the death of fame ; 
Enough — he died with conquering Graeme. 

III. 
Now over Border, dale and fell, 

Full wide and far was terror spread ; 
For pathless marsh, and mountain cell, 

The peasant left his lowly shed.* 
The frighten'd flocks and herds were pent 
Beneath the peel's rude battlement ; 
And maids and matrons dropp'd the tear, 
While ready warriors seized the spear. 
From Branksome's towers, the watch- 
man's eye 
Dun wreaths of distant smoke can spy. 
Which, curling in the rising sun, 
Show'd southern ravage was begun. 

IV. 

Now loud the heedful gate-ward cried — 
" Prepare ye all for blows and blood ! 
Watt Tinlinn,* from the Liddel-side, 
Comes wading through the flood. 
Full oft the Tynedale snatchers knock 
At his long gate, and prove the lock ; 
It was but last St. Bamabright 
They sieged him a whole summer night. 
But fled at morning ; well they knew, 
In vain he never twang'd the jrew. 
Right sharp has been the evening shower. 
That drove him from his Liddel tower ; 
And, by my faith," the gate-ward said, 
•• 1 think 'twill prove a Warden-Raid." f 

V. 

While thus he spoke, the bold yeoman 
Enter'd the echoing barbican. 
He led a small and shaggy nag, 
That through a bog, from hag to hag,:): 
Could bound like any Billhope stag. 
It bore his wife and children twain ; 
A half-clothed serf § was all their train ; 
His wife, stout, ruddy, and dark-brow' d, 
Of silver brooch and bracelet proud,* 
Laugh'd to her friends among the crowd. 
He was of stature passing tall. 
But sparely form'd, and lean withal ; 
A batter'd morion on his brow ; 
A leather jack, as fence enow, 

t An inroad commanded by the Warden ^n 
person. 

X The broken ground in a bo^. 
^ I BondsQK9.xv. 
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On his broad shoulders loosely hung ; 
A border axe behind was slung ; 
His spear, six Scottish ells in length, 

Se^'d newly dyed with gore ; 
His shafts and bow, of wondrous 
His hardy partner bore, [strength, 

VI. 

Thus to the Ladye did Tinlinn show 
The tidings of the English foe : — 
" Belted Will Howard* is marching here, 
And hot Lord Dacre,* with many a spear. 
And all the German hackbut-men,* 
Who have long lain at Askerten ; 
They cross'd the Liddel at curfew hour, 
And bum'd my little lonely tower : 
The fiend receive their soids therefor ! 
It had not been burnt this year and more. 
Barn-yard and dwelling, blazing bright, 
Served to guide me on my flight ; 
But I was chased the livelong night. 
Black John of Akeshaw, and Fergus 
Fast upon my traces came, [Graeme, 

Until I tum'd at Priesthaugh Scrogg, 
And shot their horses in the bog, 
Slew Fergus with my lance outright — 
I had him long at high despite : 
He drove my cows last Fastern's night." 

VII. 

Now weary scouts from Liddesdale, 
Fast hurrying in, confirm'd the tale ; 
As far as they could judge by ken. 
Three hours would bring to Teviot's 
strand 
Three thousand armM Englishmen — 
Meanwhile, full many a warlike band. 
From Teviot, Aill, and Ettrick shade. 
Came in, their Chiefs defence to aid. 
There was saddling and mounting in 
haste. 
There was pricking o'er moor and lea; 
He that was last at the trysting-place 
Was but lightly held of his gaye ladye. 

VIII. 

From fair St, Mary's silver wave. 

From dreary Gamesdeugh's dusky 
height. 
His ready lances Thirlestane brave 

Array'd beneath a banner bright. 
The treasured fleur-de-luce he claims. 
To wreathe his shield, since royal James. 
Encamp'd by Fala's mossy wave. 
The proud distinction grateful gave. 

For faith 'mid feudal jars ; 
What time, save Thirlestane alone, 
Of Scotland's stubborn barons none 

Would march to southern wars ; 
And hence, in fair remembrance worn, 
Yon sheaf of spears his crest has borne ; 
Hence his high motto shines reveal'd— 
" Ready, aye ready " for the Seld, 



IX. 

An aged Knight, to danger steel'd. 

With many a moss-trooper came on ; 
And azure in a golden field, 
The stars and crescent graced his shield. 

Without the bend of Murdieston. 
Wide lay his lands round Oakwood tower. 
And wide round haunted Castle-Ower ; 
High over Borthwick's moimtain flood. 
His wood-embosom'd mansion stood; 
In the dark glen, so deep below, 
The herds of plunder'd England low ; 
His bold retainers' daily food, [blood. 
And bought with danger, blows, and 
Marauding chief ! his sole delight 
The moonlight raid, the morning fight ; 
Not even the Flower of Yarrow's charms. 
In youth, might tame his rage for arms ; 
And still, in age, he spurn' d at rest, 
And still his brows the helmet press' d. 
Albeit the blanched locks below 
Were white as Dinlay's spotless snow : 

Five stately warriors drew the sword 
Before their father's band ; 

A braver knight than Harden's lord 
Ne'er belted on a brand. 

X. 

Scotts of Eskdale, a stalwart band, 

Came trooping down the Todshawhill ; 
By the sword they won their land, 

And by the sword they hold it still. 
Hearken, Ladye, to the tale, 
How thy sires won fair Eskdale. — 
Earl Morton was lord of that valley fair. 
The Beattisons were his vassals there. 
The Earl was gentle, and mild of mood. 
The vassals were warlike, and fierce, and 

rude ; 
High of heart, and haughty of word, 
Little they reck'd of a tame liege Lord. 
The Earl into fair Eskdale came. 
Homage and seignory to claim : 
Of Gilbert the Galhardaheriot+ he sought, 
Sajring, " Give thy best steed, as a vassal 

ought." 
— " Dear to me is my bonny white steed. 
Oft has he help'd me at pinch of need ; 
Lord and Earl though thou be, I trow, 
I can rein Bucksfoot better than thou." 
Word on word gave fuel to fire. 
Till so highly blazed the Beattisons' ire. 
But that the Earl the flight had ta'en, 
The vassals there their lord had slain. 
Sore he plied both whip and spur. 
As he urged his steed through Eskdale 

muir; 

t The feudal superior, in certain cases, was 
entitled to the best horse o^ Oie Nassa\,va.\v*sBkfe 
of Heriot* or HerezeVd. 
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And it fell down a weaiy weight, 

Just on the threshold of Branksome gate. 

XI. 

The Earl was a wrathful man to see, 
Full fain avengM would he be. 
In haste to Branksome's Lord he spoke, 
Saying, ' ' Take these traitors to thy yoke ; 
For a cast of hawks, and a purse of gold, 
All Eskdale I'll sell thee, to have and hold: 
Beshrew thy heart, of the Beattisons' clan 
If thou leavest on £ske a landed man ; 
But spare Woodkerrick's lands alone. 
For he lent me his horse to escape upon." 
A glad man then was Branksome bold, 
Down he flung him the purse of gold ; 
To Eskdale soon he spurr'd amain. 
And with him five hundred riders has 

ta'en. [hill, 

He left his merrymen in the midst of the 
And bade them hold them close and still; 
And alone he wended to the plain. 
To meet with the Galliard and all his train. 
To Gilbert the Galliard thus he said : 
' ' Know thou me for thy liege-lord and 

head; 
Deal not with me as with Morton tame. 
For Scotts play best at the roughest game. 
Give me in peace my heriot due, 
Thy bonny white steed, or thou shalt rue. 
If my horn I three times wind, [mind." 
Eskdale shall long have the sound in 

XII. 

Loudly the Beattison laugh'd in scorn ; 
" Little care we for thy winded horn. 
Ne'er shall it be the Gralliard's lot, 
To yield his steed to a haughty Scott. 
Wend thou to Branksome back on foot, 
With rusty spur and miry boot." — 
He blew his bugle so loud and hoarse. 
That the dun deer started at fair Craik- 

cross; 
He blew again so loud and clear. 
Through the grey mountain-mist there did 

lances appear ; 
And the third blast rang with such a din, 
That the echoes answer'd from Pentoun- 
And all his riders came lightly in. [linn, 
Then had you seen a gallant shock. 
When saddles were emptied, and lances 

broke ! [said. 

For each scornful word the Galliard had 
A Beattison on the field was laid. 
His own good sword the Chieftain drew. 
And he bore the Galliard through and 

through ; [the rill, 

Where the Beattisons' blood mix'd with 

The Galliard's-Haugh men call it stilL 

The Scotts have scatter'd the Beattison 

clan. 

In Eskdale they left hut one landed man. 



The valley of Eske, from the mouth to the 

source, [horse. 

Was lost and won for that bonny white 

XIII. 

Whitslade the Hawk, and Headshaw came, 
And warriors more than I may name. 
From Yarrow-cleugh to Hindhaugh-swair, 

From Woodhousehe to Chester-glen, 
Troop' d man and horse, and bow and 
spear; 
Their gathering word was Bellenden.* 
And better hearts o'er Border sod 
To siege or rescue never rode. 
The Ladye mark'd the aids come in, 
And high her heart of pride arose : 
She bade her youthful son attend. 
That he might know his Other's friend, 

And learn to face his foes. 
' • The boy is ripe to look on war ; 
I saw him draw a cross-bow stiflF, 
And his true arrow struck afar 
The raven's nest upon the cliff ; 
The red cross, on a southern breast, 
Is broader than the raven's nest : 
Thou, Whitslade, shalt teach him his 

weapon to wield, 
And o'er him hold his father's shield." 

XIV. 

Well may you think, the wily page 
Cared not to face the Ladye sage. 
He counterfeited childish fear. 
And shriek'd, and shed full many a tear. 

And moan'dand plain'd in manner wild. 
The attendants to the Ladye told. 

Some fairy, sure, had changed the child. 
That wont to be so free and bold. 
Then wrathful was the noble dame ; 
She blush'd blood-red for very shame ; — 
" Hence I ere the clan.his faintness view'; 
Hence with the weakling to Buccleuch I — 
Watt Tinlinn, thou shalt be his guide 
To Ranglebum's lonely side. — 
Sure some fell fiend has cursed our line. 
That coward should e'er be son of mine I " 

XV. 

A heavy task Watt Tinlinn had, 
To guide the counterfeited lad. 
Soon as the palfrey felt the weight 
Of that ill-omen'd elfish freight. 
He bolted, sprung, and rear'd amain, 
Nor heeded bit, nor curb, nor rein. 
It cost Watt Tinlinn mickle toil 
To drive him but a Scottish mile ; 

But as a shallow brook they cross'd, 
The elf, amid the runniz^g stream. 
His figure changed, like form in dream, 
And fled, and shouted, *' Lost 1 lost 1 
lost!" 
Full fast the urchin ran and laugh'd, 
, But faster stVYL %. dotYkr^j^d shaft 
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Whistled firom startled Tinlinn's yew, 
And pierced his shoulder through and 

through. 
Although the imp might not be slain, 
And though the wound soon heal'd again. 
Yet, as he ran, he yell'd for pain ; 
And Watt of Tinlinn, much aghast, 
Rode back to Branksome fiery fast. 

XVI. 
Soon on the hill's steep verge he stood. 
That looks o'er Branksome's towers and 

wood ; 
And martial murmurs, from below, 
Proclaim'd the approaching southern foe. 
Through the dark wood, in mingled tone, 
Were Border pipes and bugles blovm ; 
The coursers' nefghing he could ken, 
A measured tread of marching men ; 
While broke at times the solemn hum. 
The Almayn's sullen kettle-drum ; 
And banners tall, of crimson sheen. 

Above the copse appear ; • [green. 
And. glistening through the hawthorns 
Shine helm, and shield, and spearir 

XVII. 

Light forayers, first, to view the ground, 
Spurr'd their fleet coursers loosely round ; 
Behind, in close array, and fast. 

The Kendal archers, all in green. 
Obedient to the bugle blast. 

Advancing from the wood were seen. 
To back and guard the archer band. 
Lord Dacre's bill-men were at hand : 
A hardy race, on Irthing bred. 
With lurtles white, and crosses red, 
Anay'd beneath the banner tall. 
That stream'd o'er Acre's conquer'd wall ; 
And minstrels, as they march'd in order, 
Play'd " Noble Lord Dacre, he dwells on 

the Border." 

XVIII. 
Behind the English bill and bow. 
The mercenaries, firm and slow. 

Moved on to fight, in dark array. 
By Conrad led of Wolfenstein, 
Who brought the band from distant Rhine, 

And sold their blood for foreign pay. 
The camp their home, their law the sword. 
They knew no country, own'd no lord : 
They were not arm'd like England's sons. 
But bore the levin-darting guns ; 
Bu£f coats, all frounced and broider'd o'er. 
And morsing-homsi* and scarfs they wore ; 
Each better knee was bared, to aid 
The warriors in the escalade ; 
All. as they march'd, in rugged tongue, 
Songs of Teutonic feuds they sung. 
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XIX. 

But louder still the clamour grew. 
And louder still the minstrels blew. 
When, from beneath the greenwood tree, 
Rode forth Lord Howard's chivalry ; 
His men-at-arms, with glaive and spear. 
Brought up the battle's glittering rear. 
There many a youthful knight, fiill keen 
To gain his spurs, in arms was seen ; 
With favour in his crest, or glove, 
Memorial of his ladye-love. 
So rode they forth in fair array, 
Till full their lengthen'd lines display ; 
Then call'd a halt, and made a stand, 
And cried, "St. George, for merry Eng- 
land I" 

XX. 
Now every English eye, intent 
On Branksome's arm6d towers was bent; 
So near they were, that they might know 
The straining harsh of each cross-bow ; 
On battlement and bartizan 
Gleam' d axe, and spear, and partizan ; 
Falcon and culver, + on each tower. 
Stood prompt their deadly hail to shower; 
And flashing armour frequent broke 
From eddying whirls of sable smoke. 
Where upon tower and tiuret head. 
The seething pitch and molten lead 
Reek'd, like a witch's cauldron red. 
While yet they gaze, the bridges fall. 
The wicket opes, and from the wall 
Rides forth the hoary Seneschal. 

XXI. 

ArmM he rode, all save the head. 

His white beard o'er his breast-plate 

spread ; 
Unbroke by age, erect his seat. 
He ruled his eager courser's gait ; 
Forced him, with chasten'd fire, to prance, 
And, high curvetting, slow advance : 
In sign of truce, his better hand 
Display'd a peeled willow wand ; 
His squire, attending in the rear. 
Bore high a gaimtlet on a spear.;}: 
When they espied him riding out, 
Lord Howard and Lord Dacre stout 
Sped to the front of their array, 
To hear what this old knight should say. 

XXII. 
" Ye English warden lords, of you 
Demands the Ladye of Buccleuch, 



1 



t Ancient pieces of artillery. 

i A glove upon a lance was the emblem of 
faith among the ancient Borderers, who were 
wont, when any one broke his word, to expose 
this emblem, and proclaim him a fsuthless 
villain at the first BotAct xattVovsL, Ttca w»r 
mony was muchdxtAded* 
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Why, 'gainst the truce of Border tide, 
In hostile guise ye dare to ride. 
With Kendal bow, and Gilsland brand, 
And all yon mercenary band, 
Upon the bounds of fair Scotland? 
My Ladye redes you swith return ; 
And, if but one poor straw you bum, 
Or do our towers so much molest 
As scare one swallow from her nest, 
St. Mary ! but we'll light a brand 
Shall warm your hearths in Cumberland. " 

XXIII. 
A wrathful man was Dacre's lord. 
But calmer Howard look the word : 
" May't please thy Dame, Sir Seneschal, 
To seek the castle's outward wall. 
Our pursuivant-at-arms shall show 
Both why we came, and when we go." — 
The message sped, the noble Dame 
To the wall's outward circle came ; 
Each chief around lean'd on his spear. 
To see the pursuivant appear. 
All in Lord Howard's livery dress'd, 
The lion argent deck'd his breast ; 
He led a boy of blooming hue — 
O sight to meet a mother's view 1 
It was the heir of great Buccleuch. 
Obeisance meet the herald made, 
And thus his master's will he said : — 

XXIV. 

"It irks, high Dame, my noble Lords, 
'Gainst ladye fair to draw their swords ; 
But yet they may not tamely see, 
All through the Western Wardenry, 
Your law-contemning kinsmen ride, 
And burn and spoil the Border-side ; 
And ill beseems your rank and birth 
To make your towers a flemens-firth.f 
We claim from thee William of Deloraine, 
That he may suffer march-treason* pain. 
It was but last St. Cuthbert's even 
He prick'd to Stapleton on Leven, 
Harried:}: the lands of Richard Musgrave, 
And slew his brother by dint of glaive. 
Then, since a lone and widow'd Dame 
These restless riders may not tame. 
Either receive within thy towers 
Two hundred of my master's powers. 
Or straight they sound their warrison,§ 
And storm and spoil thy garrison : 
And this fair boy, to London led. 
Shall good King Edward's page be bred." 

XXV. 

He ceased — and loud the boy did cry, 
And stretch' d his little arms on high ; 
Implored for aid each well-known face. 
And strove to seek the Dame's embrace. 



/ An asylum for outlaws. 



/ Plundered. 
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A moment changed that Ladye's cheer, 
Gush'd to her eye the imbidden tear; 
She gazed upon the leaders round. 
And dark and sad each warrior frown'd; 
Then, deep within her sobbing breast 
She lock'd the struggling sigh to rest ; 
Unalter'd and collected stood. 
And thus replied, in dauntless mood : — 

XXVI. 

"Say to your Lords of high emprize, 
Who war on women and on boys. 
That either William of Deloraine 
Will cleanse him, by oath, of march-trea- 
son stain, 
Or else he will the combat take 
'Gainst Musgrave. for his honoiu-'s sake. 
No knight in Cumberland so good, 
But William may coimt with Wm kin and 

blood. 
Knighthood he took of Douglas' sword,* 
When English blood swell'd Ancram's 

ford ; * 
And, but Lord Dacre's steed was wight. 
And bare him ably in the flight. 
Himself had seen him dubb'd a knight. 
For the young heir of Branksome's line, 
God be his aid, and God be mine ; 
Through me no friend shall meet his doom; 
Here, while I live, no foe finds room. 
Then, if thy lords their purpose urge. 

Take our defiance loud and high ; 
Our slogan is their lyke-wakef dirge. 
Our moat, the grave where they shall 
he." 

XXVII. 

Proud she look'd round, applause to 

claim — 
Then lighten'd Thirlestane's eye of flame ; 

His bugle Wat of Harden blew ; 
Pensils and pennons wide were flung. 
To heaven the Border slogan rung, 

" St. Mary for the young Buccleuch ! " 
The English war-cry answer'd wide. 

And forward bent each southern spear ; 
Each Kendal archer made a stride. 

And drew the bowstring to his ear ; 
Each minstrel's war-note loud was 

blown ; — 
But, ere a grey-goose shaft had flown, 

A horseman gallop' d from the rear. 

XXVIII. 

" Ah ! noble Lords I " he breathless said, 
" What treason has your march betray'd? 
What make you here, from aid so far. 
Before you walls, around you war? 
Your foemen triumph in the thought. 
That in the toils the lion's caught. 

t Lyknuake^ the watching a corpse previous 
to interment. 
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Already on dark Ruberslaw 
The Douglas holds his weapon-schaw ;t 
The lances, waving in his train, 
Qothe the dun heath like autumn grain ; 
And on the Liddel's northern strand, 
To bar retreat to Cumberland, 
Lord Maxwell ranks his merry men good. 
Beneath the eagle and the rood ; 
And Jedwood, Eske, aad Teviotdale, 

Have to proud Angus come ; 
And all the Merse and Lauderdale 
Have risen with haughty Home. 
An exile from Northumberland, 

In Liddesdale I've wander'd long ; 
But still my heart was with merry Eng- 
land, [wrong ; 
And cannot brook my country's 
And hard I've spurr'd all night to show 
The mustering of the coming foe." 

XXIX. 

' ' And let them come I " fierce Dacre cried ; 
" For soon yon crest, my father's pride, 
That swept the shores of Judah's sea. 
And waved in gales of Galilee, [play'd. 
From Branksome's highest towers dis- 
Shall mock the rescue's lingering aid 1 — 
Level each harquebuss on row ; 
Draw, merry archers, draw the bow; 
Up, bill-men, to the walls, and cry, 
Dacre for England, win or die !" — 

XXX. 

*'Yethear," quoth Howard, "calmly hear, 
Nor deem my words the words of fear : 
For who, in field or foray slack, 
Saw the blanche lion e'er fall back?* 
But thus to risk our Border flower 
In strife against a kingdom's power, 
Ten thousand Scots 'gainst thousands 
Certes, were desperate policy; [three, 
Nay, take the terms the Ladye made. 
Ere conscious of the advancing aid : 
Let Musgrave meet fierce Deloraine 
In single fight; and, if he gain. 
He gains for us ; but if he's cross'd, 
'Tis but a single warrior lost : 
The rest, retreating as they came. 
Avoid defeat, and death, and shame." 

XXXI. 

Ill could the haughty Dacre brook 
His brother Warden's sage rebuke ; 
And yet his forward step he staid. 
And slow and sullenly obey'd. 
But ne'er again the Border side 
Did these two lords in friendship ride ; 
And this slight discontent, men say, 
Cost blood upon another day. 

t Weapon>-9chaiWt the military array of a 
county. / 

c 



XXXIL 

The pursuivant-at-arms a^n 

Before the castle took his stand ; 
His trumpet call'd, with parle^ng strain. 

The leaders of the Scottish band ; 
And he defied, in Musgrave's right, 
Stout Deloraine to single fight ; 
A gauntlet at their feet he laid. 
And thus the terms of fight he said : — 
" If in the lists good Musgrave's sword 

Vanquish the Knight of Deloraine, 
Your youthful chieftain, Branksome's Lord, 

Shall hostage for his clan remain : 
If Deloraine foil good Musgrave, 
The boy his liberty shall have. 

Howe'er it falls, the English band, 
Unharming Scots, by Scots unharm'd, 
In peaceful march, like men unarm'd, 

Shall straight retreat to Ciunberland." 

XXXIII. 

Unconscious of the near relief. 

The proffer pleased each Scottish chief. 

Though much the Ladye sage gainsay'd; 
For though their hearts were brave and 

irue. 
From Jedwood's recent sack they knew. 

How tardy was the R^ent's aid ; 
And you may guess the noble Dame 

Dust not the secret prescience own. 
Sprung from the art she might not name. 

By which the coming help was known. 
Qosed was the compact, and agreed 
That lists should be enclosed with speed. 

Beneath the castle, on a lawn : 
They fix'd the morrow for the strife, 
On foot, with Scottish axe and knife. 

At the fourth hour from peep of dawn ; 
When Deloraine, from sickness freed. 
Or else a champion in his stead. 
Should for himself and chieftain stand. 
Against stout Musgrave, hand to hand. 

XXXIV, 

I know right well, that, in their lay, 
Full many minstrels sing and say, 

Such combat should be made on horse. 
On foaming steed, in full career, 
With brand to aid, when as the spear 

Should shiver in the course : 
But he, the jovi^d Harper, taught 
Me, yet a youth, how it was fought. 

In guise which now I say ; 
He knew each ordinance and clause 
Of Black Lord Archibald's battle-laws, 

In the old Douglas' day. 
He brook' d not, he, that scoffing tongue 
Should tax his minstrelsy with wrong. 

Or call his song untrue : 
For this, when they the goblet plied. 
And such rude taunt had chafed his pride. 

The Bard oi Re\]iW Yi^ sX^i). 
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On Teviot's side, in fight they stood, 
And tuneful hands were stain'd with 
blood ; [wave, 

Where still the thorn's white branches 
Memorial o'er his rival's grave. 

XXXV. 

Why should I tell the rigid doom, 
Tha't dragg'd my master to his tomb ; 

How Ousenam's maidens tore their hair. 
Wept till their eyes were dead and dim, 
.^d wrung their hands for love of him, 

Who died at Jedwood Air? 
He died ! — his scholars, one by one. 
To the cold silent grave are gone ; 
And I, alas ! survive alone, 
To muse o'er rivalries of yore, 
And grieve that I shall hear no more 
The strains, with envy heard before ; 
For, with my minstrel brethren fled. 
My jealousy of song is dead. 



He paused : the listening dames again 
Applaud the hoary Minstrel's strain. 
With many a word of kindly cheer, — 
In pity half, and half sincere, — 
Marvell'd the Duchess how so well 
His legendary song could tell — 
Of ancient deeds, so long forgot ; 
Of feuds, whose memory was not ; 
Of forests, now laid waste and bare ; 
Of towers, which harbour now the hare ; 
Of manners, long since changed and gone; 
Of chiefs, who under their grey stone 
So long had slept, that fickle Fame 
Had blotted from her rolls their name. 
And twined round some new minion's head 
The fading wreath for which they bled ; 
In sooth, 'twas strange, this old man's verse 
CoiUd call them fi-om their marble hearse. 

The Harper smiled, well pleased; for 
Was flattery lost on poet's ear: [ne'er 
A simple race I they waste their toil 
For the vain tribute of a smile ; 
E'en when in age their flame expires, 
Her dulcet breath can fan its fires : 
Their drooping fancy wakes at praise, 
And strives to trim the short-lived blajze. 

Smiled then, well-pleased, the Aged Man, 
And thus his tale continued ran. 



CANTO FIFTH. 

I. 
Call it not vain : — they do not err. 
Who say, that when the Poet dies, 
Mute Nature mourns her worshipper, 
And celebrates bis obsequies : 



Who say, tall cliff, and cavern lone, 
For the departed Bard make moan ; 
That mountains weep in crystal rill ; 
That flowers in tears of balm distil ; 
Through his loved groves that breezes sigh, 
And oaks, in deeper groan, reply ; 
And rivers teach their rushing wave 
To murmur dirges round his grave. 

n. 
Not that, in sooth, o'er mortal urn 
Those things inanimate can mourn ; 
But that the stream, the wood, the gaJe, 
Is vocal with the plaintive wail 
Of those, who, else forgotten long, 
Lived in the poet's faithful song, 
And, with the poet's parting breath, 
Whose memory feels a second death. 
The Maid's pale shade, who wails her lot, 
That love, true love, should be forgot, 
From rose and hawthorn shakes the tear 
Upon the gentle Minstrel's bier : 
The phantom Knight, his glory fled. 
Mourns o'er the field he heap'd with dead ; 
Mounts the wild blast that sweeps amain, 
And shrieks along the battle-plain. 
The Chief, whose antique crownlet long 
Still sparkled in the feudal song, 
Now, from the mountain's misty throne. 
Sees, in the thanedom once his own, 
His ashes undistinguish'd he. 
His place, his power, his memory die : 
His groans the lonely caverns fill, 
His tears of rage impel the rill ; 
All moiun the Minstrel's harp unstrung. 
Their name unknown, their praise imsung. 

in. 
Scarcely the hot assault was staid, 
The terms of truce were scarcely made. 
When they could spy, from Branksome's 

towers. 
The advancing march of martial powers. 
Thick clouds of dust afar appear'd. 
And trampUng steeds were faintly heard ; 
Bright spears above the columns dun. 
Glanced momentary to the sun ; 
And feudal banners fair display'd 
The bands that moved to Branksome's aid. 

IV. 

Vails not to tell each hardy clan, 

From the fair Middle Marches came ; 
The Bloody Heart blazed in the van, 

Annoimcing Douglas, dreaded name I* 
Vails not to tell what steeds did spurn. 
Where the Seven Spears of Wedderburne* 

Their men in battle-order set ; 
And Swinton laid the lance in rest. 
That tamed of yore the sparkling crest 

Of Clarence's Plantagenet.* 
Nor list I say what hundreds more, 
^ From the rich Merse and Lammermorob 
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And Tweed's fair borders, to the war, 
Beneath the crest of Old Dunbar, 

And Hepburn's mingled banners come, 
Down the steep mountain glittering far. 
And shouting still, "A Homel a 
Home!"* 

V. [sent. 

Now squire and knight, from Branksome 
On many a courteous message went ; 
To every chief and lord they paid 
Meet thanks for prompt and powerful aid ; 
And told them,— how a truce was made. 
And how a day of fight was ta'en 
'Twixt Musgrave and stout Deloraine ; 
And how the Ladye pray'd them dear, 
That all would stay the fight to see. 
And deign, in love and courtesy. 
To taste of Branksome cheer. 
Nor, while they bade to feast each Scot, 
Were England's noble Lords forgot. 
Himself, the hoary Seneschal, 
Rode forth, in seemly terms to call 
Those gallant foes to Branksome Hall. 
Accepted Howard, than whom knight 
Was never dubb'd, more bold in fight ; 
Nor, when from war and armour free. 
More famed for stately courtesy : 
But angry Dacre rather chose 
In his pavilion to repose. 

VI. 

Now, noble Dame, perchance you ask. 

How these two hostile armies met? 
Deeming it were no easy task 

To keep the truce which here was set ; 
Where martial spirits, all on fire. 
Breathed only blood and mortal ire. — 
By mutual inroads, mutual blows. 
Inhabit, and by nation, foes. 

They met on Teviot's strand ; 
They met and sate them mingled down. 
Without a threat, without a frovm. 

As brothers meet in foreign land: 
The hands, the spear that lately grasp'd, 
Still in the mailM gauntlet clasp'd. 

Were interchanged in greeting dear ; 
Visors were raised, and faces shown, 
And many a firiend, to friend made known. 

Partook of social cheer. 
Some drove the jolly bowl about ; 

With dice and draughts some chased 
the day. 
And some, with mcuiy a merry shout, 
In riot, revelry, and rout. 

Pursued the foot-ball play. 
VII. 
Yet, be it known, had bugles blown. 

Or sign of war been seen. 
Those bands, so fair together ranged. 
Those hands, so firankly interchaii^ed. 

Had dyed with gore tbe green : j 



The merry shout by Teviot-side 
Had sunk in war-cries wild and wide. 

And in the groan of death ; 
And whingersT now in friendship bare. 
The social meal to part and share. 

Had found a bloody sheath. 
'Twixt truce and war, such sudden change 
Was not infrequent, nor held strange. 

In the old Border-day: ♦ 
But yet on Branksome's towers and town, 
In peaceful merriment, sunk down 

The sun's declining ray. 

vni. 
The blithesome signs of wassel gay 
Decay' d not with the dying day ; 
Soon through the latticed windows tall 
Of lofty Branksome's lordly hall. 
Divided square by shafts of stone. 
Huge flakes of ruddy lustre shone ; 
Nor less the gilded lafters rang 
With merry harp and beakers' clang : 
And frequent, on the darkening plain. 
Loud hollo, whoop, or whistle ran. 
As bands, their stragglers to regain, 
Give the shrill watchword of their 
clan; 
And revellers, o'er their bowls, proclaim 
Douglas' or Dacre's conquering name. 

IX. 
Less frequent heard, and fainter still, 

At length the various clamours died : 
And you might hear, from Branksome hill, 

No sound but Teviot's rushing tide ; 
Save when the changing sentinel 
The challenge of his watch could tell ; 
And save where, through the dark pro- 
found, 
The clanging axe and hammer's sound 

Rung from the nether lawn ; 
For many a busy hand toil'd there. 
Strong pales to shape, and beams to square, 
The lists' dread barriers to prepare 

Against the morrow's dawn. 

X. 

Maigaret from hall did soon retreat. 

Despite the Dame's reproving eye ; 
Nor mark'd she, as she left her seat. 

Full many a stifled sigh ; 
For many a noble warrior strove 
To win the Flower of Teviot's love, 

And many a bold ally. — 
With throbbing head and anxious heart, 
All in her lonely bower apart, 

In broken sleep she lay : 
By times, from silken couch she rose; 
While yet the banner'd hosts repose. 

She view'd the dawning day: 
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Of all the hundreds sunk to rest, 
First woke the loveliest and the best. 

XI. 
She gazed upon the inner court, 

Which in the tower's tall shadow lay ; 
Where coursers' clang, and stamp, and 
snort, 

Had rung the livelong yesterday ; 
Now, still as death ; till stalking slow, — 

The jingling spurs announced his 
A stately warrior pass'd below ; [tread, — 

But when he raised his plum^a head — 
Bless' d Mary ! can it be? — 
Secure, as if in Ousenam bowers. 
He walks through Branksome's hostile 

With fearless step and free. [towers. 
She dared not sign, she dared not speak — 
Oh 1 if one page's slumbers break. 

His blood the price must pay ! 
Not all the pearls Queen Mary wears. 
Not Margaret's yet more precious tears, 

Shall buy his Ufe a day. 

XII. 
Yet was his hazard small ; for well 
You may bethink you of the spell 

Of that sly urchin page ; 
This to his lord he did impart. 
And made him seem, by glamour art, 

A knight from Hermitage. 
Unchallenged thus, the warder's post. 
The court, unchallenged, thus he cross'd, 

For 2iM the vassalage : 
But 1 what magic's quaint disguise 
Could blind fair Margaret's azure eyes 1 

She started from her seat ; 
While with surprise and fear she strove, 
And both could scarcely master love — 

Lord Henry's at her feet. 

XIII. 
Oft have I mused, what purpose bad 
That foul malicious urchin had 

To bring the meeting round ; 
For happy love's a heavenly sight. 
And by a vile malignant sprite 

In such no joy is found ; 
And oft I'vedeem'd, perchance he thought 
Their erring passion might have wrought 

Sorrow, and sin, and shame ; 
And death to Cranstoun's gallant Knight, 
And to the gentle Ladye bright. 

Disgrace, and loss of fame. 
But earthly spirit could not tell 
The heart of them that loved so well. 
True love's the gift which God has given 
To man alone beneath the heaven : 

It is not fantasy's hot fire, 

Whose wishes, soon as granted, fly ; 
It liveth not in Berce desire, 
W/th dead desire it doth not die ; 



It is the secret sympathy, 

The silver link, the silken tie. 

Which heart to heart, and mind to mind. 

In body and in soul can bind. — 

Now leave we Margaret and her Knight, 

To tell you of the approaching fight. 

XIV. 

Their warning blasts the bugles blew. 

The pipe's shrill portf aroused each clan ; 
In haste, the deadly strife to view. 

The trooping warriors eager ran : 
Thick round the hsts their kinces stood. 
Like blasted pines in Ettrick wood ; 
To Branksome many a look they threw. 
The combatants' approach to view, 
And banded many a word of boast. 
About the knight each favour'd most. 

XV. 

Meantime full anxious was the Dame ; 
For now arose disputed claim, 
Of who should fight for Deloraine, 
'Twixt Harden and 'twixt Thirlestane : 
They 'gan to reckon kin and rent. 
And frowning brow on brow was bent ; 

But yet not long the strife — for, lo I 
Himself, the Knight of Deloraine, 
Strong, as it seem'd, and free from pain. 

In armour sheath'd from top to toe. 
Appear' d, and craved the combat due. 
The Dame her charm successful knew, 
And the fierce chiefs their claims withdrew. 

XVI. 

When for the lists they sought the plain. 
The stately Ladye's silken rein 

Did noble Howard hold ; 
Unarmed by her side he walk'd. 
And much, in courteous phrase, they talk'd 

Of feats of arms of old. 
Costly his garb — his Flemish rufif 
Fell o'er his doublet, shaped of bufif. 

With satin slash' d and lined ; 
Tawny his boot, and gold his spur. 
His cloak was all of Poland fur. 

His hose with silver twined ; 
His Bilboa blade, by Marchmen felt, 
Himg in a broad and studded belt ; 
Hence, in rude phrase, the Borderers still 
CaU'd noble Howard, Belted Will. 

XVII. 

Behind Lord Howard and the Dame, 
Fair Margaret on her palfrey came. 

Whose foot-cloth swept the ground : 
White was her wimple, and her veil. 
And her loose locks a chaplet pale 

Of whitest roses bound ; 
The lordly Angus, by her side. 
In courtesy to cheer her tried ; 

t A martial piece of music, adapted to the 
^ bagpipes. 
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V^thout his aid, her hand in vain 
Had strove to guide her broider'd rein. 
He deem'd she shudder'd at the sight 
Of warriors met for mortal fight ; 
But cause of terror, all unguess'd, 
Was fluttering in her gentle breast, 
When, in their chairs of crimson placed. 
The Dame and she the barriers graced. 

XVIII. 

Prize of the field, the young Buccleuch, 
An English knight led forth to view ; 
Scarce rued the boy his present plight. 
So much he longed to see the fight. 
Within the lists, in knightly pride. 
High Home and haughty Dacre ride ; 
Their leading staf£s of steel they wield, 
As marshals of the mortal field ; 
While to each knight their care assign'd 
Like vantage of the sun and wind. 
Then heralds hoarse did loud proclaim. 
In King and Queen, and Warden's name. 

That none, while lasts the strife. 
Should dare, by look, or sign, or word, 
Aid to a chaonpion to afford. 

On peril of his life ; 
And not a breath the silence broke, 
Till thus the alternate Herald spoke : — 

XIX. 
ENGLISH HERALD. 

" Here standeth Richard of Musgrave, 

Good knight and true, and freely bom, 
Amends from Deloraine to crave. 

For foul despiteous scathe and scorn. 
He sayeth, that William of Deloraine 

Is traitor false by Border laws ; 
This with his sword he will maintain. 

So help him God, and his good cause ! " 

XX. 

SCOTTISH HERALD. 
" Here standeth William of Deloraine, 
Good knight and true, of noble strain, 
Who sayeth, that foul treason's stain. 
Since he bore arms, ne'er soil'd his coat; 
And that, so help him God above ! 
He will on Musgrave's body prove, 
He lies most foully in his throat." 
LORD DACRE. 

" Forward, brave champions, to the fight! 
Soimd trumpets I " 

LORD HOME. 

" God defend the right I" 

Then, Teviot I how thine echoes rang. 
When bugle-sound and trumpet-clang 

Let loose the martial foes. 
And in mid list, with shield poised high, 
And measured step and wary eye, 

The combatants did close. 

XXI. 

Ill would it suit your gentle ear. 
Ye lovely listeners to hear 



I 



How to the axe the helms did sound. 
And blood pour'd down from many a 

wound ; 
For desperate was the strife, and long. 
And either warrior fierce and strong. 
But, were each dame a listening knight, 
I well could tell how warriors fight 1 
For I have seen war's lightning flashing, 
Seen the claymore with bayonet clashing. 
Seen through red blood the war-horse 

dashing. 
And scorn' d, amid the reeling strife. 
To yield a step for death or life. — 

XXII. 

'Tis done, 'tis done ! that fatal blow 

Has stretch'd him on the bloody plain ; 
He strives to rise — Brave Musgrave, nol 

Thence never shalt thou rise again ! 
He chokes in blood — some friendly hand 
Undo the visor's barred band. 
Unfix the gorget's iron clasp, 
And give him room for life to gasp ! 
O, bootless aid ! — haste, holy Friar, 
Haste, ere the sinner shall expire ! 
Of all his guilt let him be shriven, 
And smooth his path from earth to heaven i 

xxin. 
In haste the holy Friar sped ; — 
His naked foot was dyed with red, 

As through the lists he ran : 
Unmindful of the shouts on high. 
That hail'd the conqueror's victory. 

He raised the djring man : 
Loose waved his silver beard and hair, 
As o'er him he kneel'd down in prayer ; 
And still the crucifix on high 
He holds before his darkening eye ; 
And still he bends an anxious ear. 
His faltering penitence to hear ; 

Still props him from the bloody sod. 
Still, even when soul and body part, 
Pom« ghostly comfort on his heart. 

And bids him trust in God 1 
Unheard he prays ; — ^the death-pang's 

o'er! 
Richard of Musgrave breathes no more. 

xxnr. 
As if exhausted in the fight. 
Or musing o'er the piteous sight. 

The silent victor stands ; 
His beaver did he not unclasp, 
Mark'd not the shouts, felt not the grasp 

Of gratulating hands. 
When lo ! strange cries of wild surprise, 
Mingled with seeming terror, rise 

Among the Scottish bands ; 
And all, amid the throng' d array. 
In panic haste gave open way 
To a half-naked gVvasW^ irw:i» 
Who doNwnwatd itom X\ift cas'O^^ x^^\ 
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He cross'd the barriers at a bound. 
And wild and haggard look'd around, 

As dizzy, and in pain ; 
And all, upon the armed ground, 

Knew William of Deloraine 1 
Each lady sprung from seat with speed ; 
Vaulted each marshal from his steed ; 

•' And who art thou," they cried, 
' * Who hast this battle fought and won? " 
His plumed helm was soon undone — 

•' Cranstoun of Teviot-side! 
For this fair prize I've fought and won," — 
And to the Ladye led her son. 

XXV. 
Full oft the rescued boy she kiss'd, 
And often press'd him to her breast ; 
For, under all her dauntless show. 
Her heart had throbb'd at every blow ; 
Yet not Lord Cranstoun deign'd she greet. 
Though low he kneeled at her feet. 
Me lists not tell what words were made. 
What Douglas, Home, and Howard said — 

— For Howard was a generous foe — 
And how the clan united pray'd 

The Ladye would the feud forego. 
And deign to bless the nuptial hour 
Of Cranstoun's Lord and Teviot's Flower, 

XXYI. 

She look'd to river, look'd to bill. 

Thought on the Spirit's prophecy, 
Then broke her silence stem and still, — 

*• Not you, but Fate, has vanquished me ; 
Their influence kindly stars may shower 
On Teviot's tide and Branksome's tower, 

For pride is quell'd, and love is free." — 
She took fair Margaret by the hand. 
Who, breathless, trembling, scarce might 
stand ; [she : — 

That hand to Cranstoun's loixl gave 
" As I am true to thee and thine. 
Do thou be true to me and mine 1 

This clasp of love our bond shall be ; 
For this is your betrothing day. 
And all these noble lords shall stay, 

To grace it with their company." 
XXVII. 
All as they left the listed plain, 
Much of the story she did gain ; 
How Cranstoun fought with Deloraine, 
And of his page, and of the Book 
Which from the wounded knight he took; 
And how he sought her castle high. 
That mom, by help of gramarye ; 
How, in Sir William's armour dight, 
Stolen by his page, while slept the knight, 
He took on him the single fight. 
But half his tale he left unsaid. 
And linger'd till he join'd the maid. — 
Cared not the Ladye to betray 
Her mystic arts in view of day ; 



But well she thought, ere midnight came, 
Of that strange page the pride to tame, 
From his foul hands the Book to save. 
And send it back to Michael's grave. — 
Needs not to tell each tender word 
'Twixt Margaret and 'twixt Cranstoun's 

lord; 
Nor how she told of former woes. 
And how her bosom fell and rose. 
While he and Musgrave bandied blows. — 
Needs not these lovers' joys to tell : 
One day, fair maids, you'll know them well. 

XXVIII. 

William of Deloraine, some chance 
Had waJcen'd from his death-Uke trance ; 

And taught that, in the listed plain. 
Another, in his arms and shield. 
Against fierce Musgrave axe did wield. 

Under the name of Deloraine. 
Hence, to the field, unarm' d, he ran. 
And hence his presence scared the clan. 
Who held him for some fleeting wraith, f 
And not a man of blood and breath. 

Not much this new ally he loved, 

Yet, when he saw what hap had proved, 
He greeted him right heartilie : 
He would not waken old debate, 
For he was void of rancorous hate. 

Though rude, and scant of courtesy ; 
In raids he spilt but seldom blood. 
Unless when men-at-arms withstood, 
Or, as was meet, for deadly feud. 
He ne'er bore grudge for stalwart blow, 
Ta'en in fair fight from gallant foe : 

And so 'twas seen of him, e'en now, 
When on dead Musgrave he look'd 
down; 

Grief darken' d on his rugged brow. 
Though half disguisM with a frown ; 
And thus, while sorrow bent his head, 
His foeman's epitaph he made : — 

XXIX. 

' ' Now, Richard Musgrave, liest thou here! 

I ween, my deadly enemy ; 
For, if I slew thy brother dear, 

Thou slew'st a sister's son to me ; 
And when I lay in dungeon dark. 

Of Naworth Castle, long months three. 
Till ransom'd for a thousand mark. 

Dark Musgrave, it was 'long of thee. 
And, Musgrave, could our fight be tried. 

And thou wert now alive, as I, 
No mortal man should us divide. 

Till one, or both of us, did die : 
Yet rest thee God I for well I know 
I ne'er shall find a nobler foe. 
In all the northern counties here. 
Whose word is snaffle, spur, and spear, 



\ The specttal ac^^unxxQu of a living perKni. 
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Thou wert the best to follow gear 1 
Twas pleasure, as we look'd behind, 
To see how thou the chase could'st windi 
Cheer the dark blood-hound on his way, 
And with the bugle rouse the fray 1* 
I'd give the lands of Deloraine, 
Dark Musgrave were alive aga|n." 

XXX. 

So moum'd he, till Lord Dacre's band 
Were bowning back to Cumberland. 
They raised brave Musgrave from the field. 
And laid him on his bloody shield ; 
On levell'd lances, four and four. 
By turns, the noble burden bore. 
Before, at times, upon the gale. 
Was heard the Minstrel's plaintive wail ; 
Behind, four priests, in sable stole. 
Sung requiem for the warrior's soul : 
Around, the horsemen slowly rode ; 
With trailing pikes the spearmen trode ; 
And thus the gallant knight they bore. 
Through Liddesdale to Leven's shore ; 
Thence to Holme Coltrame's lofty nave. 
And l2ud him in his father's grave. 

[song. 

The harp's wild notes, though hush d the 
The mimic march of death prolong ; 
Now seems it far, and now a-near, 
Now meets, and now eludes the ear ; 
Now seems some mountain-side to sweep. 
Now fiEuntly dies in valley deep ; 
S^ms now as if the Minstrel's wail, 
Now the sad requiem, loads the g^ale ; 
Last, o'er the warrior's closing grave, 
Rung the fiill choir in choral stave. 

After due pause, they bade him tell. 
Why he, who touch'd the harp so well, 
Should thus, with ill-rewarded toil. 
Wander a poor and thankless soil, 
When the more generous Southern Land 
Would well requite his skilful hand. 

The aged Harper, howsoe'er 
His only friend, his harp, was dear, 
Uked not to hear it rank'd so high 
Above his flowing poesy : 
Less hked he still, that scornful jeer 
Misprised the land he loved so dear ; 
High was the sound, as thus again 
The Bard resumed his minstrel strain. 



CANTO SIXTH. 

I. 

Breathes there the man, with soul so 

Who never to himself hath said, [dead, 

This is my own, my native land I 
Whose heart hath ne'er within him bum'd, 
As home his footsteps he hath tum'd, 
From wandering on a foreign strand I I 



If such there breathe, go, mark him well ; 
For him no Minstrel raptures swell ; 
High though his titles, proud his name. 
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim ; 
Despite those titles, power, and pelf. 
The wretch, concentred all in self. 
Living, shall forfeit fair renown. 
And, doubly dying, shall go down 
To the vile dust, from whence he sprung, 
Unwept, unhonour'd, and unsung. 

II. 
O Caledonia 1 stem and wild. 
Meet nurse for a poetic child 1 
Land of brown heath and shaggy wood, 
Land of the mountain and the flood, 
Land of my sires 1 what mortal hand 
Can e'er untie the filial band. 
That knits me to thy rugged strand? 
Still, as I view each weU-known scene. 
Think what is now, and what hath been. 
Seems as, to me, of all bereft, [left; 

Sole friends thy woods and streams were 
And thus I love them better still. 
Even in extremity of ill. 
By Yarrow's streams still let me stray. 
Though none should guide my feeble way; 
Still feel the breeze down Ettrick break, 
Although it chill my wither'd cheek ; + 
Still lay my head by Teviot Stone, 
Though there, forgotten and alone. 
The Bard may draw his parting groan. 

III. 
Not scom'd like me 1 to Branksome Hall 
The Minstrels came, at festive call ; 
Trooping they came, from near and far, 
The jovial priests of mirth and war; 
Alike for feast and fight prepared. 
Battle and banquet both they shared. 
Of late, before each martial clan. 
They blew their death-note in the van. 
But now, for every merry mate. 
Rose the portcullis' iron grate ; 
They sound the pipe, they strike the string. 
They dance, they revel, and they sing. 
Till the rude turrets shake and ring. 

IV. 

Me lists not at this tide declare 
The splendour of the spousal lite, 

How muster'd in the chapel fair 
Both maid and matron, squire and 
knight ; 

Me lists not tell of owches rare. 

Of mantles green, and braided hair. 

And kirtles furr'd with miniver ; 

What plumage waved the altar round. 

How spurs and ringing chainlets sound ; 

t The preceding four lines now form the in- 
scription on the MonMOvttitto ?>vc"^9\\Kt'$js»\X 
in the Market-p\ace ol StVis^'V^ 
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And hard it were for bard to speak 
The changeful hue of Margaret's cheek ; 
That lovely hue which comes and flies, 
As awe and shame alternate rise 1 

V. 

Some bards have sung, the Ladye high 
Chapel or altar came not nigh ; 
Nor durst the rights of spousal grace, 
So much she fear'd each holy place. 
False slanders these : — I trust right well 
She wrought not by forbidden spell ; * 
For mighty words and signs have power 
O'er sprites in planetary hour: 
Yet scarce I praise their venturous part, 
Who tamper with such dangerous art. 
But this for faithful truth I say, 

The Ladye by the altar stood. 
Of sable velvet her array, 

And oh her head a crimson hood. 
With pearls embroider' d and entwined, 
Guarded with gold, with ermine lined ; 
A merlin sat upon her wrist,* 
Held by a leash of silken twist. 

VI. 
The spousal rites were ended soon : 
'Twas now the merry hour of noon. 
And in the lofty arched hall 
Was spread the gorgeous festiva)* 
Steward and squire, with heedful baste, 
Marshall' d the rank of every guest ; 
Pages, with ready blade, were there. 
The mighty meal to carve and share : 
O'er capon, heron-shew, and crane. 
And princely peacock's gilded train,* 
And o'er the boar-head, gamish'd brave. 
And cygnet from St. Mary's wave ; 
O'er ptarmigan and venison. 
The priest had spoke his benison. 
Then rose the riot and the din. 
Above, beneath, without, within; 
For, from the lofty balcony. 
Rung trumpet, shalm, and psaltery : 
Their clanging bowls old warriors quaflTd, 
Loudly they spoke, and loudly laugh'd ; 
Whisper'd young knights, in tone more 
To ladies fair, and ladies smiled, [mild, 
The hooded hawks, high perch'd on beam, 
The clamour join'd with whistling scream, 
And flapp'd their wings, and shook their 

bells, 
In concert with the stag-hound's yells. 
Round go the flasks of ruddy wine. 
From Bourdeaux, Orleans, or the Rhine; 
Their tasks the busy sewers ply. 
And all is mirth and revelry. 

VII. 

The Goblin Page, omitting still 

No oppoTtxxDSXy of ill. 
Strove now, while blood ran hot and high, 
To rouse debate and jealousy ; 



Till Conrad, Lord of Wolfenstein, 
By nature fierce, and warm with wine. 
And now in humour highly cross' d. 
About some steeds his band had lost, 
High words to words succeeding still. 
Smote, with his gauntlet, stout Hunthill;* 
A hot and hardy Rutherford, [sword. 
Whom men called Dickon Draw-the- 
He took it on the page's saye, 
Hunthill had driven these steeds away. 
Then Howard, Home, and Douglas rose. 
The kindling discord to compose: 
Stem Rutherford right little said. 
But bit his glove,* and shook his head. — 
A fortnight thence, in Inglewood, 
Stout Conrad, cold, anddxench'd in blood. 
His bosom gored with many a wound, 
Was by a woodman's fymendog found ; 
Unknown the manner of his death, 
Gone was his brand, both sword and 

sheath ; 
But ever from that time, 'twas said. 
That Dickon wore a Cologne blade. 

VIII. 

The dwarf, who fear'd his master's eye 
Might his foul treachery espie, 
Now sought the castle buttery. 
Where many a yeoman, bold and free, 
Revell'd as merrily and well 
As those that sat in lordly selle. 
Watt Tinlinn, there, did frankly raise 
The pledge to Arthur Fire-the-Braes ; 
And he, as by his breeding bound. 
To Howard's merry-men sent it round. 
To quit them, on the English side, 
Red Roland Forster loudly cried, 
" A deep carouse to yon fair bride 1" — 
At every pledge, from vat and pail, 
Foam'd forth in floods the nut-brown ale; 
While shout the riders every one : 
Such day of mirth ne'er cheer'd their clan, 
Since old Buccleuch the name did gain, 
When in the cleuch the buck was ta'en. 

IX. 

The wily page, with vengeful thought, 

Remember'd him of Tinlinn's yew. 
And swore, it should be dearly bought 

That ever he the arrow drew. 
First, he the yeoman did molest, 
With bitter gibe and taunting jest ; 
Told, how he fled at Solway strife. 
And how Hob Armstrong cheer'd his wife; 
Then, shimning still his powerful arm. 
At unawares he wrought him harm ; 
From trencher stole his choicest cheer, 
Dash'd from his lips his can of beer; 
Then, to his knee sly creeping on. 
With bodkin pierced him to the bone: 
The venom'd wound, and festering joint, 
\ Long aftex i\ied \Y^\ Vjodkm's point. 
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The startled yeoman swore and spum'd, 
And board and flagons overturn' d. 
Riot and clamour wild began ; 
Back to the hall the Urchin ran ; 
Took in a darkling nook his post, [lost ! " 
And grinn'd, and mutter'd, " Lost! lostl 

X. 

By this, the Dame, lest farther fray 
Should mar the concord of the day. 
Had bid the Minstrels tune their lay. 
And first stept forth old Albert Graeme, 
The Minstrel of that ancient name : * 
Was none who struck the harp so well, 
Within the Land Debateable; 
Well friended, too, his hardy kin. 
Whoever lost, were sure to win; [broth, 
They sought the beeves that made their 
In Scotland and in England both. 
In homely guise, as nature bade, 
His simple song the Borderer said. 

XI. 

ALBERT GRAMB. 

It was an English ladye bright 
(The sun shines fair on Csurlisle wall). 

And she would marry a Scottish knight. 
For Love will still be lord of all. 

Blithely they saw the rising sun. 
When he shone fair on Carlisle waU; 

But they were sad ere day was done, 
Thot4:h Love was still the lord of all. 

Her sire gave brooch and jewel fine. 
Where the sun shines fair on Carlisle 
wall; 

Her brother gave but a flask of wine. 
For ire that Love was lord of all. 

For she had lands, both meadow and lea. 
Where the sun shines fair on Carlisle 
wall. 

And he swore her death, ere he would see 
A Scottish knight the lord of all 1 

XII. 

That wine she had not tasted well 
(The sun shines fair on Carlisle wall). 

When dead, in her true love's arms, she 
For Love was still the lord of alll [fell. 

He pierced her brother to the heart. 
Where the sun shines fair on Carlisle 
Df^dl: — 

So perish all would true love part. 
That Love may still be lord of all 1 

And then he took the cross divine [wall), 
(Where the sun shines fair on Carlisle 

And died for her sake in Palestine, 
So Love was still the lord of all. 

Now all ye lovers, that faithful prove 
(The sun shines fair on Carlisle wall). 

Pray for their souls who died for love, 
For Love shall still be lord of alll i 



XIII. 

As ended Albert's simple lay. 

Arose a bard of loftier port ; 
For sonnet, rhyme, and roundelay, 

Renown'd iu haughty Henry's court : 
There rung thy harp, unrivall d long, 
Fitztraver of the silver song 1 

The gentle Surrey loved his lyre — 
Who has not heard of Surrey's fame ? * 

His was the hero's soul of fire, 
And his the bard's immortal name, 
And his was love, exalted high 
By all the glow of chivalry. 

XIV. 

They sought, together, climes afar. 

And oft, within some olive grove, 
When even came with twinkling star, 

They sung of Surrey's absent love. 
His step the Italian peasant stay'd. 

And deem'd that spirits from on high, 
Hound where some hermit saint was laic]. 

Were breathing heavenly melody ; 
So sweet did harp and voice combine. 
To praise the name of Geraldine. 

XV. 

Fitztraver! O what tongue may say 
The pangs thy faithful bosom knew. 

When Surrey, of the deathless lay. 
Ungrateful Tudor's sentence slew? 

Regardless of the tyrant's frown, 

His harp call'd wrath and vengeance down. 

He left, for Naworth's iron towers, 

Windsor's green glades, and courtly 
bowers. 

And faithful to his patron's name, 

With Howard still Fitztraver came ; 

Lord William's foremost favourite he, 

And Chief of ail his minstrelsy. 

XVI. 
FITZTRAVER. 

'Twas All-soul's eve, and Surrey's heart 
beat high ; [start, 

He heard the midnight bell with anxious 
Which told the mystic hour, approaching 
nigh, [art, 

When wise Cornelius promised, by his 
To show to him the ladye of his heart. 
Albeit betwixt them roar'd the ocean 
grim; 
Yet so the sage had hight to play his part. 
That he should see her form in life and 
limb, [thought of him. 

And mark, if still she loved, and still she 

XVII. 

Dark was the vaulted room of gramarye, 
To which the wizard led the gallant 
Knight, 

Save that l^forearo\TTOT»\vMS.^ «jadL\i\^^ 
A hallow'd taper sheda^VvTRmecY^^Xx^x. 
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On mystic implements of magic might ; 

On cross, and character, and talisman, 
And almagest, and altar, nothing bright : 
For fitiiil was the lustre, pale and wan, 
As watchlight by the bed of some depart- 
ing man. 

xvni. 

But soon, within that mirror huge and high, 

Was seen a self-emitted light to gleam ; 

And forms upon its breast the Earl'gan spy, 

Cloudy and indistinct, as feverish dream; 

Till, slow arranging, and defined, they seem 

To form a lordly and a lofty room. 
Part lighted by a lamp with silver beam, 
Placed by a couch of Agra's silken loom. 
And part by moonshine pale, and part was 
hid in gloom. 

XIX. 
Fair all the pageant— but how passing fair 
The slender form, which lay on couch 
oflndl 
0*er her white bosom stray'd her hazel hair, 
Pale her dear cheek, as if for love she 
pined ; [clined. 

All in her night-robe loose she lay re- 
And, pensive, read from tablet ebumine. 
Some strain that seem'd her inmost soul 
to find : — 
That favour'd strain was Surrey's rap- 
tured line, [aldine! 
That fair and lovely form, the Lady Ger- 

XX. 
Slow roll' d the clouds upon the lovely form, 
And swept the goodly vision all away— 
So royal envy roll'd the murky storm 

O'er my beloved Master's glorious day. 
Thou jealous, ruthless tyrant I Heaven 
repay 
On thee, and on thy children's latest line. 
The wild caprice of thy despotic sway. 
The gory bridal bed, the plimder'd 
shrine, [Geraldine! 

The murder'd Surrey's blood, the tears of 

XXI. 

Both Scots and Southern chiefs prolong 
Applauses of Fitztraver's song ; 
These hated Henry's name as death. 
And those still held the ancient faith. — 
Then, from his seat, with lofty air, 
Rose Harold, bard of brave St. Clair : 
St. Clair, who, feasting high at Home, 
Had with that lord to battle come. 
Harold was bom where restless seas 
Howl round the storm-swept Orcades ; 
Where erst St. Clairs held princely sway 
O'er isle and islet, strait and bay ; — 
Still nods their palace to its fall, 
ThypndQ and sorrow, fair Kirkwall I— 
Thence oft he tnark'd fierce Pentland rave, 
As jfgriin Odin rode her wave ; 



And watch'd, the whilst, with visage pale. 
And throbbing heart, the struggling sail ; 
For all of wonderful and wild 
Had rapture for the lonely child. 

XXII. 

And much of wild and wonderful 
In these rude isles might fancy cull; 
For thither came, in times afar. 
Stem Lochlin's sons of roving war. 
The Norsemen, train'd to spoil and blood, 
Skill'd to prepare the raven's food ; 
Kings of the main their leaders brave. 
Their barks the dragons of the wave. 
And there, in many a stormy vale. 
The Scald had told his wondrous tale; 
And many a Runic column high 
Had witness'd grim idolatry. 
And thus had Harold, in his youth, 
Leam'd many a Saga's rhyme uncouth,— 
Of that Sea-Snake,* tremendous curl'd. 
Whose monstrous circle girds the world ; 
Of those dread Maids,* whose hideous yell 
Maddens the battle's bloody swell ; 
Of Chiefs, who, guided through the gloom 
By the pale death-lights of the tomb, 
Ransack'd the graves of warriors old. 
Their falchions wrench'd from corpses' 

hold,* 
Waked the deaf tomb with war's alarms, 
And bade the dead arise to arms 1 
With war and wonder all on flame. 
To Roslin's bowers young Harold came. 
Where, by sweet glen and greenwood tree. 
He leam'd a milder minstrelsy; 
Yet something of the Northern spell 
Mix'd with the softer numbers well 

XXIII. 
HAROLD. 

O listen, listen, ladies gay 1 
No haughty feat of arms I tell ; 

Soft is the note, and sad the lay. 
That mourns the lovely Rosabelle. 

• • Moor, moor the barge, ye gallant crew! 

And, gentle ladye, deign to stayl 
Rest thee in Castle Ravensheuch, 

Nor tempt the stormy firth to-day. 

"The blackening wave is edged with 
white : 
To inchf and rock the sea-mews fly ; 
The fishers have heard the Water-Sprite, 
Whose screams forbode that wreck is 
nigh. 

" Last night the gifted Seer did view 
A wet shroud swathed round ladye gay; 

Then stay thee. Fair, in Ravensheuch ; 
Why cross the gloomy firth to-day?" — 
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" 'Tis not because Lord Lindesaj's heir 
To-night at Roslin leads the ball. 

But that my ladye-mother there 
Sits lonely in her castle-hall. 

** *Tis not because the ring they ride, 
And Lindesay at the ring rides well, 

But that my sire the wine will chide, 
If 'tis not fill'd by RosabeUe."— 

O'er Roslin all that dreary night, 
A wondrous blaze was seen to gleam ; 

'Twas broader than the watch-fire's light, 
And redder than the bright moon-b^m. 

It glared on Roslin's castled rock, 
It ruddied all the copse-wood glen; 

'Twas seen from Diyden's groves of oak, 
And seen from cavern'd Hawthomden. 

Seem'd all on fire that chapel proud, 
Where Roslin's chiefs uncoffin'd lie, 

Each Baron, for a sable shroud. 
Sheathed in his iron panoply. 

Seem'd all on fire within, around, 
Deep sacristy and altar's pale; 

Shone every pillar foliage-bound. 
And glimmer' d all the dead men's mail. 

Blazed battlement and pinnet high. 
Blazed every rose-carved buttress fair — 

So still they blaze, when fate is nigh 
The lordly line of high St. Clair. 

There are twenty of Roslin's barons bold 
Lie buried within that proud chapelle ; 

Each one the holy vault doth hold — 
But the sea holds lovely RosabeUe. 

And each St. Clair was buried there. 
With candle, with book, and with knell; 

But the sea-caves rung, and the wild winds 
The dirge of lovely RosabeUe. [sung, 

XXIV. 

So sweet was Harold's piteous lay, 

Scarce mark'd the guests the darken'd 
haU, 
Though, long before the sinking day, 

A wondrous shade involved them aU: 
It was not eddying mist or fog, 
Drain'd by the sun from fen or bog ; 

Of no eclipse had sages told ; 
And yet, as it came on apace. 
Each one could scarce his neighboiur's face, 

Could scarce his own stretch'd hand be- 
hold. 
A secret horror check'd the feast. 
And chiU'd the soul of every guest ; 
Even the high Dame stood half aghast, 
She knew some evil on the blast; 
The elfish page feU to the ground. 
And, shuddering, mutter d, " Found 1 1 
found 1 found i" / 



XXV. 

Then sudden, through the darken'd air 

A flash of lightning came ; 
So broad, so bright, so red the glare, 

The castle seem'd on flame. 
Glanced every rafter of the haU, 
Glanced every shield upon the waU ; 
Each trophied beam, each sculptured 

stone. 
Were instant seen, and instant gone ; 
FuU through the guests' bedazzled band 
Resistless flash'd the levin-brand. 
And fiU'd the haU with smouldering smoke. 
As on the elvish page it broke. 

It broke, with thunder long and loud, 

Dismay'd the brave, appaU'd the 
proud, — 
From sea to sea the larum rung ; 

On Berwick waU, and at Carlisle withal, 
To arms the startled warders sprung. 
When ended was the dreadful roar. 
The elvish dwarf was seen no more! 

XXVI. 

Some heard a voice in Branksome Hall, 
Some saw a sight not seen by aU ; 
That dreadful voice was heard- by some, 
Cry, with loud summons, "Gylbin, 
COMB I " 

And on the spot where burst the brand. 
Just where the page had flung him 
down. 

Some saw an arm, and some a hand, 
And some the waving of a gown. 
The guests in silence pray'd and shook. 
And terror dimm'd each lofty look. 
But none of all the astonish'd train 
Was so dismay'd as Deloraine: 
His blood did freeze, his brain did biun, 
*Twas fear'd his mind would ne'er return ; 

For he was speechless, ghastly, wan. 

Like him of whom the story ran. 

Who spoke the spectre-hound in Man. 
At length, by fits, he darkly told. 
With broken hint, and shuddering cold — 

That he had seen right certainly, 
A shape with amice wrapp'd around^ 
With a wrought Spanish baldric bound. 

Like pilgrim from beyond the sea; 
And knew — but how it matter'd not — 
It was the wizard, Michael Scott. 

XXVII. 

The anxious crowd, with horror pale, 
All trembling heard the wondrous tsde ; 
No sound was made, no word was spoke, 
TiU noble Angus silence broke ; 
And he a solemn sacred plight 
Did to St. Bride of Douglas make,* 
That he a pilgrimage would take 
To Melrose Abbey, for the sake 
Of Michael's restless spnl^. 
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Then each, to ease his troubled breast, 
To some bless'd saint his prayers address'd: 
Some to St. Modan made their vows, 
Some to St. Mary of the Lowes, 
Some to the Holy Rood of Lisle, 
Some to our Ladye of the Isle ; 
Each did his patron witness make. 
That he such pilgrimage would take. 
And monks should sing, and bells should 
All for the weal of Michael's soul, [toll, 
While vows were ta'en, and prayers were 

pray'd, 
'Tis said the noble Dame, dismay'd, 
Renoimced, for aye, dark magic's aid. 

XXVIII. 

Nought of the bridal will I tell. 
Which after in short space befell ; 
Nor how brave sons and daughters fair 
Bless'd Teviot's Flower, and Cranstoun's 

heir: 
After such dreadful scene, 'twere vain 
To wake the note of mirth again. 

More meet it were to mark the day 
Of penitence, and prayer divine. 

When pilgrim chiefs, in sad array, 
Sought Melrose' holy shrine. 
XXIX. 
With naked foot, and sackcloth vest. 
And arms enfolded on hi« breast, 

Did every pilgrim go ; 
The standers-by might hear uneath. 
Footstep, or voice, or high-drawn breath, 

Through all the lengthen' d row : 
No lordly look, nor martial stride; 
Gone was their glory, simk their pride. 

Forgotten their renown ; 
Silent and slow, like ghosts they glide 
To the high altar's hallow'd side. 

And there they knelt them down : 
Above the suppliant chieftains wave 
The banners of departed brave ; 
Beneath the letter' d stones were laid 
The ashes of their fathers dead ; 
From many a gamish'd niche around, 
Stem saints and tortured martyrs frown'd. 

XXX. 

And slow up the dim aisle afar, 
With sable cowl and scapular, 
And snow-white stoles, in order due. 
The holy Fathers, two and two. 

In long procession came ; 
Taper, and host, and book they bare, 
And holy banner, flourish'd fair 

With the Redeemer's name. 
Above the prostrate pilgrim band 
The mitred Abbot stretch'd his hand. 

And bless'd them as they kneel'd ; 
With holy cross he sign'd them all, 
And pray'd they might be sage in hall, 
And fortunate in 6eld, 



Then mass was sung, and prayers were 
And solemn requiem for the dead ; [said. 
And bells toll'd out their mighty peal. 
For the departed spirit's weal ; 
And ever in the office close 
The hymn of intercession rose ; 
And far the echoing aisles prolong 
The awful burthen of the song, — 
Dies ir^, dies illa. 

SOLVET S-ffiCLUM IN FAVILLA ; 

While the pealing organ rung. 
Were it meet with sacred strain 
To close my lay, so light and vain, 

Thus the holy Fathers sung : — 

XXXI. 

HYMN FOR THE DEAD. 

That day of wrath, that dreadful day. 
When heaven and earth shall pass awayl 
What power shall be the sinner's stay? 
How shall he meet that dreadful day? 

When, shrivelling like a parched scroll, 
The flaming heavens together roll ; 
When louder yet, and yet more dread, 
Swells the high trump that wakes the deadi 

Oh ! on that day, that wrathful day, 
When man to judgment wakes from day, 
Be Thou the trembling sinner's stay. 
Though heaven and earth shall pass away. 



Hush'd is the harp— the Minstrel gone. 
And did he wander forth alone 1 
Alone, in indigence and age. 
To linger out his pilgrimage? 
No ! — close beneath proud Newark's tower. 
Arose the Minstrel's lowly bower ; 
A simple hut ; but there was seen 
The little garden hedged with green, 
The cheerful hearth, and lattice clean. 
There shelter' d wanderers, by the blaze, 
Oft heard the tale of other days ; 
For much he loved to ope his door, 
And give the aid he begg'd before. 
So pass'd the winter's day ; but still, 
When summer smiled on sweet Bowhill, 
And July's eve, with balmy breath. 
Waved the blue-bells on Newark heath ; 
When throstles sung in Harehead-shaw, 
And com was green on Carterhaugh, 
And flourish'd, broad, Blackandro s oak, 
The aged Harper's soul awoke ! 
Then would he sing achievements high. 
And circumstance of chivalry. 
Till the rapt traveller would stay. 
Forgetful of the closing day ; 
And noble youths, the strain to hear, 
Forsook the hunting of the deer ; 
And Yarrow, as he roU'd along, 
\ Bore bvxcden Xo Wie M.m&tTel's song. 
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Alas 1 that Scottish maid should sing 
The combat where her lover fell 1 

That Scottish Bard should wake the string, 
The triumph of our foes to tell 1 

Leyden. 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

HENRY LORD MONTAGU, ETC., ETC., ETC. 

THIS ROMANCE IS INSCRIBED BY 

THE AUTHOR. 



ADVERTISEMENT TO THE FIRST EDITION. 

// is hardly to be expected^ that an Author whom the Public have honoured with 
some degree of applause^ should not be again a trespasser on their kindness. Yet the 
yluthor of MAKMiOlf must be supposea to feel some anxiety concerning its success, 
since he is sensible that he hazards, by this second intrusion, any reputation which his 
first Poem may have procured him. The present story turns upon the private 
adventures of a fictitious character; but is called a Tale of Flodden Field, because 
the hero's fate is connected with that memorable defeat, and the causes which led 
to it. The design of the Author was, if possible, to apprize his readers, at the outset, 
of the date of his Story, and to prepare them for the manners of the Age in which it 
is laid. Any Historical Narrative, far more an attempt at Epic composition, 
exceeded his plan of a Romantic Tale; yet he may be permitted to hope, from the 
popularity of T^E LAY OF the Last Minstrel, that an attempt to paint the 
manners of the feudal times, upon a broader scale, and in the course of a more 
interesting story ^ will not be unacceptable to the Public, 

The Poem opens about the commencement of August, and concludes with the defeat 
ofPlodden, gtA September, 1513. 

ASHBSTIKL, zSolL 
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INTRODUCTION TO EDITION 1830. 

What I have to say respecting this Poem may be briefly told. In the Introduction to the 
" Lay of Uie Last Minstrel," I have mentioned the circumstances, so far as my literary life is 
concerned, which induced me to resign the active pursuit of an honourable profession for the 
more precarious resources of literature. My appointment to the Sheriffdom of Selkirk called 
for a change of residence. I left, therefore, the pleasant cottage I had upon the side of the £sk 
for the " pleasanter banks of the Tweed," in order to comply -with the law, which requires that 
the Sheriff shall be resident, at least during a certain number of months^ within his jurisdiction. 
We found a delightful retirement, by my becoming the tenant of my intunate friend and cousin- 
german, Colonel Russell, in his mansion of Ashestiel, which was unoccupied, during his absence 
on military service in India. The house was adequate to our accommodation, and the exercise 
of a limited hospitality. The situation is uncommonly beautiful, by the side of a fine river, whose 
streams are there very favourable for angling, surrounded by the remains of natural woods, and 
by hills abounding in game. In point of society, according to the heartfelt phrase of Scripture, 
we-dwelt " amongst our own people ; " and as the distance from the metropolis was only thirty 
miles, we were not out of reacn of our Edinburg^h friends, in which city we spent the terms of tlie 
summer and winter Sessions of the Court, that is, five or six months in the year. 

An important circumstance had, about the same time, taken place in my life. Hopes had 
been held out to me from an influential quarter, of a nature to relieve me from the anxiety which 
I must have otherwise felt, as one upon the precarious tenure of whose own life rested the prin- 
cipal prospects of his family, and especially as one who had necessarily some dependence upon the 
favour of the public, whicn is proverbially capricious ; though it is but justice to add, that, in 
my own case, I have not found it so. Mr. Pitt had express^ed a wish to my personal fnend, the 
Right Honourable William Dundas, now Lord Clerk Register of Scotland, that some fitting 
opportunity should be taken to be of service to me ; and as my views and wishfes pointed to a 
future rather than an immediate provision, an opportunity of accomjslishing this was soon found. 
One of the Principal Clerks of Session, as they are called (official persons who occupy an 
important and responsible situation, and enjoy a considerable income), who had served upwards 
of thirty years, felt himself, from age, and the mfirmity of deafness with which it was accompanied, 
desirous of retiring from his official situation. As the law then stood, such official persons were 
entitled to bargain with their successors, either for a sum of money, which was usually a 
considerable one, or for an interest in the emoluments of the office during their life. My prede- 
cessor, whose services had been unusually meritorious, stipulated for the emoluments of his 
office during his life, while I should enjoy the survivorship, on the^ condition that I^ discharged 
the duties of the office in the meantime. Mr. Pitt, however, having died in the interval, his 
administration was dissolved, and was succeeded by that known by the name of the Fox and 
Grenville Ministry. My affair was so far completed, that my commission lay in the office 
subscribed by his Majesty ; but, from hurry or mistake, the interest of my predecessor was not 
expressed in it, as had been usual in such cases. Although, therefore, it only required payment 
of the fees, I could not in honour take out the commission in the present state, since in the event 
of my dying before him, the gentleman whom I succeeded must have lost the vested interest 
which he had stipulated to retam. I had the honour of an interview with Earl Spencer on the 
subject, and he, m the most handsome manner, gave directions that the commission should issue 
as originally intended ; adding, that the matter having received the royal assent, he regarded 
only as a claim of justice what he would have willingly done as an act of favour.^ I never saw 
Mr. Fox on this, or on any other occasion, and never made any application to him, conceiving 
that in doing so I might have been supposed to express political opinions contrary to those which 
I had alw^s professed. In his private capacity^ there^ is no man to whom I would have been 
more proud to owe an obligation, had I been so distinguished. 

By this arrangement I obtained the survivorshii> of an office, the emoluments of which were 
fully adequate to my wishes ; and as the law respecting the mode of providing for superannuated 
officers was, about five or six years after, altered from that which admitted the arrangement of 
assistant and successor, my colleague very hsmdsomely took the opportunity of the alteration to 
accept of the retiring annuity provided in such cases, and admitted me to the full benefit of the 
office. 

But although the certainty of succeeding to a considerable uicome, at the time I obtained it, 
seemed to assure me of a quiet harbour in my old age, I did not escape my share of incon- 
venience from the contrary tides and currents by which we are so often encountered in our 
journey through life. Indeed the publication of my next poetical attempt was prematurely 
accelerated, from one of those unpleasant accidents which can neither be foreseen nor avoided. 
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Whether the work was worth the labour or not, I am no competent judge ; but I may be per- 
mitted to say, that the period of its composition was a very happy one in my life ; so much so, 
that I remember with pleasure, at this moment^ some of the spots in which particular passages 
were composed. It is probably owing to this, that the Introductions to the several Cantos 
assumed the form of familiar epistles to my intimate friends, in which I alluded, perhaps more 
than was necessary or grateful, to my domestic occupations and amusements— a loquacity which 
may be excused by those who remember that I was still young, light-headed, and happy, and 
that " out of the abundance of the heart the mouth speaketh." 

The misfortunes of a near relation and friend, which happened at this time^ led me to alter 
my prudent determination, which had been, to use great precaution in sending this poem into the 
world ; and made it convenient at least, if not absolutely necessary, to hasten its publication. 
The publishers of "The Lay of the Last Minstrel," emboldened by the success of that poem, 
willingly offered a thousand pounds for " Marmion.". The transaction being no secret, afforded 
LordByron, who was then at general war with kll who blacked paper, an apology for including 
me in his satire, entitled " English Bards and Scotch Reviewers." I never could conceive how 
an arrangement between an author and his publishers, if satisfactory to the persons concerned, 
could afford matter of censure to any third party. I had taken no unusual or ungenerous means 
of enhancing the value of my merchandise — I had never higgled a moment about the bargain, 
but accepted at once what I considered the handsome offer of my publishers. These gentlemen, 
at least, were not of opinion that they had been taken advantage of in the transaction, which, 
indeed, was one of their own framing ; on the contrary, the sale of the Poem was so far beyond 
their expectation, as to induce them to supply the Author's cellars with what is always an 
acceptable present to a young Scottish housekeeper, namely, a hogshead of excellent claret. 

The Poem was finished in too much baste to allow me an opportunity of softening down, 
if not removing, some of its most prominent defects. The nature of^* Marmion's " guilt, ^though 
similar instances were found, and mi^ht be quoted, as existing in feudal times, was nevertheless 
not sufficiently peculiar to be indicative of the character of the period, forgery being the crime 
of a commerciaL rather than of a proud and warlike age. This gross defect ought to have been 
remedied or palliated. Yet I suffered the tree to lie as it had fallen. I remember my friend. 
Dr. Leyden, then in the East, wrote me a furious remonstrance on the subject. I have, never- 
theless, always been of opinion, that corrections, however in themselves judicious, have a bad 
effect—after publication. ^ An author is never so decidedly condemned as on his own confession, 
and may long find apologists and partisans, until he gives irp his own cause. I was not, there- 
fore, inclined to afford matter for censure out of my own acunissions ; and, by good fortune, the 
novelty of the subject, and, if I may so say, some force and vivacity of description, were allowed 
to atone for many imperfections. ^ Thus the second experiment on the public patience^ generally 
the most perilous — fdt the public are then most apt to judge with rigour, what in the first 
instance they had received, perhaps, with imprudent generosity — was in my case decidedly suc- 
cessful. I had the good fortune to pass this ordeal favourably, and the return of sales before me 
inakes the copies amount to thirty-six thousand printed between 1808 and 1825, besides a con- 
sulerable sale since that period. I shall here pause upon the subject of "Marmion," and, in a 
few i»efatory words to "The Lady of the Lake," the last poem of mine which obtained eminent 
success, I will continue the task which I have imposed on myself respecting the origin of my 
IModactidis. 

AbbotsporDi Aprilt 183a 
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INTRODUCTION TO CANTO FIRST. 



TO 

WILLIAM STEWART ROSE, ESQ. 
AshesHel, Etirick Forest, 

November's sky is chill and drear, 
November's leaf is red and sear : 
Late, gazing down the steepy linn, 
That hems our little garden in. 
Low in its dark and narrow glen. 
You scarce the rivulet might ken, 
So thick the tangled greenwood grew. 
So feeble trill'd the streamlet through : 
Now,murmuringhoarse,andfrequentseen, 
Through bush and brier, no longer green, 
An angry brook, it sweeps the glade, 
Brawls over rock and wild cascade, 
And, foaming brown with double speed. 
Hurries its waters to the Tweed. 

No longer Autumn's glowing red 
Upon oiu- forest hills is shed ; 
No more, beneath the evening beam, 
Fair Tweed reflects their purple gleam ; 
Away hath pass'd the heather-bell 
That bloom'd so rich on Needpath Fell ; 
Sallow his brow, and russet bare 
Are now the sister-heights of Yair. 
The sheep, before the pinching heaven, 
To shelter'd dale and down are driven. 
Where yet some faded herbage pines, 
And yet a watery simbeam shines : 
In meek despondency they eye 
The wither'd sward and wintry sky. 
And far beneath their summer hill. 
Stray sadly by Glenkinnon's rill : 
The shepherd shifts his mantle's fold, 
And wraps him closer from the cold ; 
His dogs no merry circles wheel, 
But, shivering, foUow at his heel ; 
A cowering glance they often cast, 
As deeper moans the gathering blast. 

My imps, though hardy, bold, and wild. 
As best befits the mountain child, 
Feel the sad influence of the hour. 
And wail the daisy's vanish 'd flower ; 



Their summer gambols tell, and mourn. 
And anxious ask — Will spring return. 
And birds and lambs again be gay. 
And blossoms clothe the hawthorn spray? 

Yes, prattlers, yes. The daisy's flower 
Again shall paint your summer bower ; 
Again the hawthorn shall supply 
The garlands you delight to tie ; 
The lambs upon the lea shall bound. 
The wild birds carol to the round. 
And while you frolic light as they, 
Too short shall seem the summer day. 

To mute and to material things 
New life revolving summer brings ; 
The genial call dead Nature hears, 
And in her glory reappears. 
But oh I my country's wintry state 
What second spring shall renovate? 
What powerful call shall bid arise 
The buried warlike and the wise ; 
The mind that thought for Britain's weal, 
The hand that grasp'd the victor steel? 
The vernal sim new life bestows 
Even on the meanest flower that blows ; 
But vainly, vainly may he shine, 
Where glory weeps o'er Nelson's shrine ; 
And vauily pierce the solemn gloom. 
That shrouds, O Pitt, thy hallow'dtombi 

Deep graved in every British heart, 
O never let those names depart 1 
Say to your sons — Lo, here his grave. 
Who victor died on Gadite wave ; + 
To him, as to the burning levin. 
Short, bright, resistless course was given. 
Where'er his country's foes were found. 
Was heard the fated thunder's sound. 
Till burst the bolt on yonder shore, [more. 
Roll'd, blazed, destroy'd, — ^and was no 

Nor mourn ye less his perish'd worth. 
Who bade the conqueror go forth, 
And launch'd that thunderbolt of war 
On Egypt, Hafnia,:): Trafalgar ; 
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Who, bom to guide such high emprize, 
For Britain's weal was early wise ; 
Alas 1 to whom the Almighty gave, 
For Britain's sins, an early grave 1 
His worth, who, in his mightiest hour, 
A bauble held the pride of power. 
Spurn' d at the sordid lust of pelf. 
And served his Albion for herself ; 
Who, when the frantic crowd amain 
Strain'd at subjection's bursting^ rein, 
O'er their wild mood full conquest gain'd. 
The pride, he would not crush, restrain'd, 
Show'd their fierce zeal a worthier cause. 
And brought the freeman's arm, to aid the 
freeman's laws. 

Had'st thou but lived, though stripp'd 
of power, 
A watchman on the lonely tower. 
Thy thrilling tnunp had roused the land, 
When fraud or danger were at hand ; 
By thee, as by the beacon-light, 
Our pilots haid kept course aright ; 
As some proud colunm, though alone. 
Thy strength had propp'd the tottering 

throne: 
Now is the stately column broke, 
The beacon-light is quench' d in smoke, 
The trumpet's silver sound is still, 
The warder silent on the hill 1 

Oh think, how to his latest day, 
When I>eath, just hovering, claim'd his 
With Pajinure's unalter'd mood, [prey. 
Firm at his dangerous post be stood^ 
Each call for needful rest repell'd. 
With dying hand the rudder held. 
Till, in his fall, with fateful sway. 
The steerage of the realm gave way 1 
Then, while on Britain's thousand plains 
One unpolluted church remains. 
Whose peaceful bells ne'er sent around 
The bloody tocsin's maddening sound. 
But still, upon the hallow'd day. 
Convoke the swains to praise and pray ; 
While faith and civil peace are dear, 
Grace this cold niarble with a tear, — 
He, who preserved them, Pitt, lies here ! 

Nor yet suppress the generous sigh. 
Because his rival slumbers nigh ; 
Nor be thy requiescat dumb. 
Lest it be said o'er Fox's tomb. 
For talents mourn, untimely lost. 
When best employ' d, and wanted most ; 
Mourn genius high, and lore profound. 
And wit that loved to play, not wound ; 
And all the reasoning powers divine. 
To penetrate, resolve, combine ; 
And feelings keen, and fancy's glow, — 
They sleep with him who sleeps below : j 



And, if thou moum'st they could not save 
From error him who owns this grave. 
Be every harsher thought suppress' d. 
And sacred be the last long rest. 
Here, where the end of earthly things 
Lays heroes, patriots, bards, and kings; 
Where stifif the hand, and still the tongue. 
Of those who fought, and spoke, and sung; 
fferet where the fretted aisles prolong 
The distant notes of holy song. 
As if some angel spoke agen, 
• ' All peace on earth, good-will to men ; " 
If ever from an English heart, 
O, Aere let prejudice depart, 
And, partial feeling cast aside. 
Record, that Fox a Briton died 1 
When Europe crouch'd to France's yoke. 
And Austria bent, and Prussia broke. 
And the firm Russian's purpose brave. 
Was barter'd by a timorous slave. 
Even then dishonour's peace he spum'd, 
The sullied olive branch retum'd, 
Stood for his country's glory fast. 
And nail'd her colours to the mast 1 
Heaven, to reward his firmness, gave 
A portion in this honour' d grave. 
And ne'er held marble in its trust 
Of two such wondrous men the dust. 

With more than mortal powers endow'd, 
How high they soar'd above the crowd 1 
Theirs was no common party race. 
Jostling by dark intrigue for place ; 
Like fabled Gods, their mighty war 
Shook realms and nations in its jar ; 
Beneath each banner proud to stand, 
Look'd up the noblest of the land. 
Till through the British world were known 
The names of Pitt and Fox alone. 
Spells of such force no wizard grave 
E'er framed in dark Thessalian cave, 
Though his could drain the ocean dry. 
And force the planets from the sky. 
These spells are spent, and, spent with 
The wine of life is on the lees. [these. 
Genius, and taste, and talent gone, 
For ever tomb'd beneath the stone, 
Where — taming thought to human 

pride I — 
The mighty chiefs sleep side by side. 
Drop upon Fox's grave the tear, 
'Twill trickle to his rival's bier ; 
O'er Pitt's the mournful requiem sound. 
And Fox's shall the notes reboimd. 
The solemn echo seems to cry, — 
'* Here let their discord with them die. 
Speak not for those a separate doom. 
Whom Fate made brothers in the tomb ; 
But search the land of IWing wvwa.» 
Where wilt thou find theit \\VLft a.^eiil" 
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Rest, ardent Spirits 1 till the cries 
Of dying Nature bid you rise ; 
Not even your Britain's groans can pierce 
The leaden silence of your hearse ; 
Then, O, how impotent and vain 
This grateful tributary strain 1 
Though not unmark'd from northern cUme, 
Ye heard the Border Minstrel's rhyme: 
His Gothic harp has o'er you rung ; 
The Bard you deign'd to praise, your 
deathless names has sung. 

Stay yet, illusion, stay a while, 
My wilder'd fancy still beguile 1 
From this high theme how can I part, 
Ere half unloaded is my heart 1 
For all the tears e'er sorrow drew, 
And all the raptures fancy knew. 
And all the keener rush of blood, [mood, 
That throbs through bard in bard-like 
Were here a tribute mean and low. 
Though all their mingled streams could 

flow- 
Woe, wonder, and sensation high, 
In one spring-tide of ecstasy ! — 
It will not be — ^it may not last — 
The vision of enchantment 's past : 
Like frostwork in the morning ray, 
The fancied fabric melts away ; 
Each Gothic arch, memorial-stone. 
And long, dim, lofty aisle, are gone ; 
And, lingering last, deception dear. 
The choir's high sounds die on my ear. 
Now slow return the lonely down. 
The silent pastures bleak and brown. 
The farm begirt with copsewood wild, 
The gambols of each frolic child, 
Mixing their shrill cries with the tone 
Of Tweed's dark waters rushing on. 

Prompt on unequal tasks to run, 
Thus Nature disciplines her son : 
Meeter, she says, for me to stray, 
And waste the soUtary day. 
In pludcing from yon fen the reed, 
And watch it floating down the Tweed ; 
Or idly Ust the shrilling lay. 
With which the milkmaid cheers her way, 
Marking its cadence rise and fail. 
As from the field, beneath her pail. 
She trips it down the uneven dale : 
Meeter for me, by yonder cairn. 
The ancient shepherd's tale to learn ; 
Though oft he stop in rustic fear, 
Lest bds old legends tire the ear 
Of one who, in his simple mind. 
May boast of book-learn'd taste refined. 

But thou, my friend, canst fitly tell 
(For few have read romance so well) 
IIoiv still the legendary lay 
O'er poet's bosom holds its sway; 



How on the ancient minstrel strain 
Time lays his palsied hand in vain ; 
And how our hearts at doughty deeds, 
By warriors wrought in steely weeds. 
Still throb for fear and pity's sake ; 
As when the champion of the Lake 
Enters Morgana's fated house. 
Or in the Chapel Perilous, 
Despising spells and demons' force, 
Holds converse with the unburied corse;* 
Or when. Dame Ganore's grace to move, 
(Alas, that lawless was their love!) 
He sought proud Tarquin in his den, 
And freed full sixty knights ; or when, 
A sinful man, and unconfess'd. 
He took the Sangreal's holy quest. 
And, slumbering, saw the vision high. 
He might not view with waking eye.* 

The mightiest chiefs of British song 
Scorn'd not such legends to prolong : 
They gleam through Spenser's elfin dream, 
And mix in Milton's heavenly theme; 
And Dryden, in immortal strain. 
Had raised the Table Round again,* 
But that a ribald King and Court 
Bade him toil on, to make them sport ; . 
Demanded for their niggard pay. 
Fit for their souls, a looser lay. 
Licentious satire, song, and play ; 
The world defrauded of the high design. 
Profaned the God-given strength, and 
marr'd the lofty line. 

Warm'd by such names, well may we 
then. 
Though dwindled sons of little men. 
Essay to break a feeble lance 
In the fair fields of old romance ; 
Or seek the moated castle's cell, 
Where long through talisman and spell, 
While tjrrants ruled, and damsels wept. 
Thy Genius, Chivalry, hath slept : 
There sound the harpings of the North, 
Till he awake and sally forth. 
On venturous quest to prick again. 
In all his arms, with all his train. 
Shield, lance, and brand, and plume, and 

scarf. 
Fay, giant, dragon, squire, and dwarf, 
And wizard with his wand of might, 
And errant maid on palfrey white. 
Around the Genius weave their spells, 
Pure Love, who scarce his passion tdls; 
Mystery, half veil'd and half reveal'd ; 
And Honour, with his spotless shield; 
Attention, with fix'd eye ; and Fear, 
That loves the tale she shrinks to hear ; 



* An asterisk in these pages signifies that a 
note upon the passage is to m found at the end 
of the voVosDA, 
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And gentle Courtesy ; and Faith, 
Unchanged by sufferings, time, or death; 
And Valour, hon-mettled lord. 
Leaning upon his own good sword. 

Well has thy fair achievement shown, 
A worthy meed may thus be won ; 
Ytene'sf oaks— beneath whose shade 
Their theme the meny min§trels made 
Of Aspacart, and Bevis bold,* 
And that Red King,:}: who, while of old, 
Through Boldrewood the chase he led, 
By his loved huntsman's arrow bled — 
Ytene's oaks have heard again 
Renewed such l^endary strain ; 
For thou hast sung how He of Gaul, 
That Amadis so famed in hall. 
For Oriana, foil'd in fight 
The Necromancer's felon might ; 
And well in modem verse hast wove 
Partenopex's mystic love : 
Hear, then, attentive to my lay, 
A knightly tale of Albion's elder day. 



CANTO FIRST. 

THE CASTLE. 
I. 

DAT set on Norham's castled steep,* 
And Tweed's faja river, broad and deep, 

/aid Cheviot's moimtains lone : 
The battled towers, the donjon keep,* 
The loophole grates, where captives weep, 
The flanking vralls that round it sweep, 

In yellow lustre shone. 
The warriors on the turrets high, 
Moving athwart the evening sky, 

Seon'd forms of giant height : 
Tbdr armour, as it caught the rays, 
Flash'd back again the western blaze. 

In lines of dazzling light. 

II. 
Saint Geoige's banner, broad and gay. 
Now faded, as the fading ray 

Less bright, and less, was flung ; 
The evening gale had scarce the power 
To wave it on the Donjon Tower, 

So heavily it hung. 
The scouts had parted on their search. 

The Castle gates were barr'd ; 
Above the gloomy portal arch, 
Timing his footsteps to a march, 

The Warder kept his guard ; 
Low humming, as he paced along. 
Some ancient Border gathering song. 

t The new forest in Hampshire, anciently so 
called. 
I William Httfiis. 
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III. 
A distant trampling sound he hears ; 
He looks abroad, and soon appears. 
O'er Homclifl'-hill a plump of spears, f 

Beneath a pennon gay ; 
A horseman, darting from the crowd. 
Like lightning from a summer cloud. 
Spurs on his mettled courser proud, 

Before the dark array. 
Beneath the sable palisade. 
That closed the Castle barricade. 

His bugle-horn he blew ; 
The warder hasted from the wall. 
And wam'd the Captain in the hall, 

For well the blast he knew ; 
And joyfully that knight did call. 
To sewer, squire, and seneschal. 

IV. 

" Now broach ye a pipe of Malvoisie, 

Bring pasties of the doe. 
And quickly make the entrance free, 
And bid my heralds ready be. 
And every minstrel sound his glee, 

And all our trumpets blow ; 
And, from the platform, spare ye not 
To fire a noble salvo-shot ; 

Lord Marmion waits below!" 
Then to the Castle's lower ward 

Sped forty yeomen tall. 
The iron-studded gates imbarr'd, 
Raised the portcullis' ponderous guard, 
The lofty palisade unsparr'd, 

And let the drawbridge fieill. 

V. 

Along the bridge Lord Marmion rode, 
Proudly his red-roan charger trode. 
His helm hung at the saddlebow ; 
Well by his visage you might know 
He was a stalworth knight, and keen. 
And had in many a battle been : 
The scar on his brown cheek reveal'd 
A token true of Bosworth field ; 
His eyebrow dark, and eye of fire. 
Show d spirit proud, and prompt to ire ; 
Yet lines of thought upon his cheek 
Did deep design and counsel speak. 
His forehead, by his casque worn bare. 
His thick moustache, and curly hair, 
Coal-black, and grizzled here and there. 

But more through toil than age ; [limb, 
His square-tum'd joints, and strength of 
Show'd him no carpet knight so trim. 
But in dose fight a champion grim, 

In camps a leader sage. 

t This word properly applies to a flight of 
water-fowl : but is applied, by analogy, to a 
body of horse :^ 
** There is a knight of the North Co>3tn.tr^^ 

Which leads a lusty plum^ oi s^^eaxs.'' 

Flodden, 
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VI. 

Well was he arm'd from head to heel, 
In mail and plate of Milan steel ;* 
But his strong helm, of mighty cost, 
Was all with bumish'd gold emboss'd: 
AJmid the plumage of the crest, 
A falcon hover'd on her nest, 
With wings outspread, andforward breast: 
E'en such a falcon, on his shield, 
Soar'd sable in an azure field : 
The golden legend bore aright, 
8!Ei)0 djrcks at me» to Deatij is Utgf^t/ 
Blue was the charger's broider'd rein ; 
Blue ribbons deck'd his arching mane ; 
The knightly housing's ample fold 
Was velvet blue, and trapp'd with gold. 

VII. 

Behind him rode two gallant squires, 
Of noble name, and knightly sires ; 
They bum'd the gilded spurs to claim ; 
For well could each a war-horse tame. 
Could draw the bow, the sword coiildsway, 
And lightly bear the ring away ; 
Nor less with courteous precepts stored. 
Could dance in hall, and carve at board. 
And frame love-ditties passing rare, 
And sing them to a lady fair. 

VIII. 

Four men-at-arms came at their backs. 
With halbert, bill, and battle-axe: 
They bore Lord Marmion's lance so strong, 
And led his sumpter-mules along. 
And ambling palfrey, when at need 
Him listed ease his bkattle-steed. 
The last and trustiest of the four, 
On high his forky pennorf bore ; 
Like swallow's tail, in shape and hue, 
Flutter'd the streamer glossy blue. 
Where, blazon'd sable, as before, 
The towering falcon seem'd to soar. 
Last, twenty yeomen, two and two, 
' In hosen black, and jerkins blue, 
With falcons broider'd on each breast. 
Attended on their lord's behest: 
Each, chosen for an archer good. 
Knew hunting-craft by lake or wood ; 
Each one a six-foot bow could bend. 
And far a cloth-yard shaft could send ; 
Each held a boar-spear tough and strong. 
And at their belts their quivers rung. 
Their dusty palfreys, and array, 
Show'd they had march'd a weary way. 

IX. 
'Tis meet that I should tell you now. 
How fairly arm'd, and ordear'd how. 

The soldiers of the guard. 
With musket, pike, and morioD, 
To welcome noble Marmion, 
Stood In the Castle-yard ; 



Minstrels and trumpeters were thert, 
The gunner held his linstock yare, 

For welcome-shot prepared : 
Enter'd the train, and such a clang, 
As then through all his turrets rang, 

Old Norham never heard. 

X. 

The guards their morrice-pikes advanced. 

The trumpets flourish' d brave. 
The cannon from the ramparts glanced. 

And thimdering welcome gave. 
A blithe salute, in martial sort. 

The minstrels well might sound. 
For, as Lord Marmion cross'd the court, 

He scatter' d angels round. 
" Welcome to Norham, Marmion I 

Stout heart, and open hand 1 
Well dost thou brook thy gallant roan, 

Thou flower of English land 1 " 
XI. 

Two pursuivants, whom tabarts deck. 
With silver scutcheon round their nedc. 

Stood on the steps of stone. 
By which you reach the donjon gate, 
And there, with herald pomp and state. 

They hail'd Lord Marmion : 
They hail'd him Lord of Fontenaye, 
Of Lutterward, and Scrivelbaye, 

Of Tamworth tower and town ; ♦ 
And he,, their courtesy lb requite. 
Gave them a chain of twelve marks' weight, 

All as he hghted down. 
' ' Now, largesse, largesse, f Lord Marmion, 

Knight of the* crest of gold 1 
A blazon'd shield, in battle won. 

Ne'er guarded heart so bold." 

XII. 

They marshall'd him to the Castle-hall, 

where the guests stood all aside. 
And loudly flourish'd the trumpet-<kll. 

And the heralds loudly cried, — [mion, 
"Room, lordings, room for Lord Mar- 

With the crest and helm of gold 1 
Full well we know the trophies won 

In the lists at Cottiswold: 
There, vainly Ralph de Wilton -strove 

'Gainst Marmion's force to stand ; 
To him he lost his lady-love. 

And to the King his land. 
Ourselves beheld the listed field, 

A sight both sad and fair ; 
We saw Lord Marmion pierce his shield, 

And saw his saddle bare ; 
We saw the victor win the crest 

He wears with worthy pride ; 
And on the gibbet-tree, reversed, 

His foeman's sc utcheon tied. 

t The cry with which heralds and pursuivants 
. were wont to acknowledge the bounty received 
\ from t]a.eVxv\g)i\s. 
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Place, nobles, for the Falcon-Knight ! 

Room, room, ye gentles gay. 
For him who conquered in the right, 

Nf armion of Fontenaye ! " 

XIII. 

Then stepp'd to meet that noble Lord, 

Sir Hugh the Heron bold, 
Baron of Twisell, and of Ford, 

And Captain of the Hold.* 
He led Lord Marmion to the deas. 

Raised o'er the pavement high, 
And placed him in the upper place — 

They feasted full and high : 
The whiles a Northern harper rude 
Chanted a rhyme of deadly feud, 
' • • How the fierce Thirwalls, and Ridleys 
Stout Willimondswick^ [alt. 

And Hardriding Dick, 

And Hughie of Hawdon, and Will o* 
the Wall, 
Haveseton Sir Albany Featherstonhaugh, 
And taken hislifeattheDeadman s-shaw. " 
Scantly Lord Marmion's ear could brook 

The harper's barbarous lay ; 
Yet much he praised the pains he took. 

And well those pains did pay : 
For lady's suit, and minstrel's strain. 
By knight should ne'er be heard in vain* 

XIV. 

" Now, good Lord Marmion, " Heron says, 

•• Of your fair courtesy, 
I pray you bide some little space 

In tms poor tower with me. 
Here may you keep your arms from rust, 

May breathe your war-horse well ; 
Seldom hath pass'd a week but giust 

Or feat of arms befell : 
The Scots can rein a mettled steed. 

And love to couch a spear ; — 
Saint George 1 a stirring life they lead, 

That have such neighbours near. 
Then stay with us a little space. 

Our northern wars to learn; 
I pray you, for your lady's grace I " — 

Lord Marmion's brow grew stem. 

XV. 

The Captain mark'd his alter'd look, 

And gave a squire the sign; 
A mighty wassail-bowl he took, 

And crown'd it high in wine. 
"Now pledge me here. Lord Marmion: 

But first I pray thee fair. 
Where hast thou left that page of thine. 
That used to serve thy cup of wine. 

Whose beauty was so rare? 
When last in Raby towers we met. 

The boy I closely eyed. 
And often mark'd his cheeks were wet, 

With tears he fain would hide: 



His was no rugged horse-boy's hand. 
To burnish shield or sharpen brand. 

Or saddle battle-steed; 
But meeter seem'd for lady fiair, 
To fan her cheek or curl her hair. 
Or through embroidery rich and rare. 

The slender silk to lead: 
His skin was fair, his ringlets gold, 

His bosom — when he sigh'd, 
The nisset doublet's rugged fold 

Could scarce repel its pride 1 
Say, hast thou given that lovely youth 

To serve in lady's bower? 
Or was the gentle page, in sooth, 

A gentle paramour?" 

XVI. 

Lord Marmion ill could brook such jest; 

He roll'd his kindling eye, 
WitB pain his rising wrath suppress' d. 

Yet made a calm reply : 
•• That boy thou thought'st so goodly fair, 
He might not brook the northern air. 
More of his fate if thou wouldst learn, 
I left him sick in Lindisfam : f 
Enough of him. — But, Heron, say, 
Why does thy lovely lady gay 
Disdain to grace the hall to-day? 
Or has that dame, so fair and sage, 
Gone on some pious pilgrimage?" — 
He spoke in covert scorn, for fame 
Whisper'd light tales of Heron's dame. 

XVII. 

Unmark'd, at least unreck'd, the taunt, 

Careless the Knight replied, 
" No bird, whose feathers gaily flaunt, 

Delights in cage to bide : 
Norham is grim and grated close, 
Hemm'd in by battlement and fosse. 

And many a darksome tower ; 
And better loves my lady bright 
To sit in liberty and light. 

In fair Queen Margaret's bower. 
We hold our greyhound in our hand, 

Our falcon on our glove ; 
But where shall we And leash or band. 

For dame that loves to rove? 
Let the wild falcon soar her swing. 
She'll stoop when she has tired her vring." 

XVIII. 

'* Nay, if with royal James's bride 
The lovely Lady Heron bide, 
Behold me here a messenger. 
Your tender greetings prompt to bear ; 
For, to the Scottish court address'd, 
I joiuney at our King's behest, 
And pray you, of your grace, provide 
For me and mine a trusty guide. 

t SeeNotetopases^' 
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I have not ridden in Scotland since 
James back'd the cause of that mock prince 
Warbeck, that Flemish counterfeiti 
Who on the gibbet paid the cheat. 
Then did I march with Surrey's power. 
What time we razed old Ayton Tower. " * 

XIX. 

•' For such-like need, my lord, I trow, 
Norbam can find you guides enow ; 
For here be some have prick'd as far, 
On Scottish ground, as to Dunbar ; 
Have drunk the monks of St. Bothan's ale. 
And driven the beeves of Lauderdale ; 
Harried the wives of Greenlaw's goods, 
And given them light to set their hoods .' ' * 

XX. 

"Now, in good sooth," Lord Marmion 
*• Were I in warlike wise to ride, [cried, 
A better guard I would not lack. 
Than your stout forayers at my back ; 
But, as in form of peace I go, 
A friendly messenger, to know 
Why through all Scotland, near and fat, 
Their King is mustering troops for war. 
The sight of plundering Border spears 
Might justify suspicious fears. 
And deadly feud, or thirst of spoil. 
Break out in some unseemly broil : 
A herald were my fitting guide ; 
Or friar, sworn in peace to bide ; 
Or pardoner, or travelling priest. 
Or strolHng pilgrim, at the least." 

XXI. 

The Captain mused a little space. 
And pass'd his hand across his face. — 
• • Fain would I find the guide you want. 
But ill may spare a pursuivant. 
The only men that safe can ride 
Mine errands on the Scottish side : 
And though a bishop built this fort. 
Few holy brethren here resort ; 
Even our good chaplain, as I ween, 
Since our last siege we have not seen : 
The mass he might not sing or say. 
Upon one stinted meal a-day; 
So, safe he sat in Durham aisle, 
And pray'd for our success the while. 
Our Norham vicar, woe betide, 
Is all too well in case to ride. 
The priest of Shoreswood* — ^he could rein 
The wildest war-horse in your train ; 
But then, no spearman in the hall 
Will sooner swear, or stab, or brawl. 
Friar John of Tillmouth were the man : 
A blithesome brother at the can, 
A welcome guest in hall and bower, 
He knows each castle, town, and tower, 
In which the wine and ale is good, 
'Twixt Newcastle and Holy-Kood, 



But that good man, as ill befalls, 
Hath seldom left our castle walls, 
Since, on the vigil of Saint Bede, 
In evil hour, he cross'd the Tweed, 
To teach Dame Alison her creed. 
Old Bughtrig found him with his wife; 
And John, an enemy to strife. 
Sans frock and hood, fled for his life. 
The jealous churl hath deeply swore, 
That, if again he venture o'er, 
He shall shrieve penitent no more. 
Little he loves such risks, I know; 
Yet, in your guard, perchance will go." 

XXII. 

Young Selby, at the fair hall-board. 
Carved to his uncle and that lord, 
And reverently took up the word. 
*' Kind uncle, woe were we each one. 
If harm should hap to brother John. 
He is a man of mirthful speech, 
Can many a game and gaonbol teach; 
Full well at tables can he play. 
And sweep at bowls the stake away. 
None can a lustier carol bawl, 
The needfuUest among us all, 
When time hangs heavy in the hall. 
And snow comes thick at Christmas tide, 
And we can neither hunt, nor ride 
A foray on the Scottish side. 
The vow'd revenge of Bughtrig rude. 
May end in worse than loss of hood. 
Let Friar John, in safety, still 
In chimney-comer snore his fill. 
Roast hissing crabs, or flagons swill : 
Last night, to Norham there came one, 
Will better guide Lord Marmion." 
" Nephew," quoth Heron, " by my fey. 
Well hast thou spoke; say forth thy 
say." 

XXIII. 

*' Here is a holy Palmer come. 

From Salem first, and last from Rome ; 

One that hath kiss'd the blessed tomb. 

And visited each hol^ shrine 

In Araby and Palestme ; 

On hills of Armenie hath been, 

Where Noah's ark may yet be seen ; 

By that Red Sea, too, hath he trod. 

Which parted at the prophet's rod ; 

In Sinai's wilderness he saw 

The Mount, where Israel heard the law, 

'Mid thunder-dint and flashing levin, '^ 

And shadows, mists, and darkness, given. 

He shows Saint James's cockle-shell; 

Of fair Montserrat, too, can tell ; 

And of that Grot where Olives nod. 
Where, darling of each heart and eye^ 
From all the youth of Sicily, 

Saint B.osa^« ttlVred to God.* 
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XXIV. 

* ' To stout Saint George of Norwich merry, 
Saint Thomas, too, of Canterbury, 
Cuthbert of Durham and Saint Bede, 
For hi^ sins' pardon hath he pray'd. 
He knows the passes of the North, 
And seeks far shrines beyond the Forth; 
Little he eats, and long will wake, 
And drinks but of the stream or lake. 
This were a guide o'er moor and dale; 
But, when our John hath quaff d his ale, 
As little as the wind that blows, 
And warms itself against his nose. 
Kens he, or cares, which way he goes." 

XXV. 

" Gramercy I " quoth Lord Marmion, 
" Full loth were I that Friar John, 
That venerable man, for m« 
Were placed in fear or jeopardy. 
If this same Palmer will me lead 

From hence to Holy-Rood, 
Like his good saint, I'll pay his meed. 
Instead of cockle-shell, or bead. 

With angels fair and good. 
I love such holy ramblers ; still 
They know to charm a weary hill, 

With song, romance, or lay : 
Some jovial tale, or glee, or jest. 
Some lying legend, at the least, 

They bring to cheer the way." 

XXVI. 

'• Ah ! noble sir," young Selby said, 

And finger on his lip he laid, 

" This man knows much — ^perchance e'en 

more 
Than he could learn by holy lore. 
Still to himself he 's muttering, 
And shrinks as at some unseen thing. 
Last night we listen'd at his cell ; [tell. 
Strange sounds we heard, and, sooth to 
He murmur' d on till mom, howe'er 
No living mortal could be near. 
Sometimes I thought I heard it plain, 
As other voices spoke again. 
I cannot tell— I like it not— 
Friar John hath told us it is wrote. 
No conscience clear, and void of wrong, 
Can rest awake, and pray so long. 
Himself still sleeps before his beads 
Have mark'd ten aves, and two creeds."* 

XXVII. 
' ' Let pass, " quoth Marmion ; * * by my fay. 
This man shall guide me on my way. 
Although the great arch-fiend and he 
Had sworn themselves of company. 
So please you, gentle youth, to call 
This Palmer* to the Cfastle-hall." 
The summon'd Palmer came in place; 
His sable oowl o'erhun^ his face; | 



In his black mantle was he clad. 
With Peter's keys, in cloth of red. 

On his broad shoulders wrought; 
The scallop shell his cap did deck; 
The crucifix around his neck 

Was from Loretto brought; 
His sandals were with travel tore. 
Staff, budget, bottle, scrip, he wore; 
The faded palm-branch in his hand 
Show'd pilgrim from the Holy Land. 

XXVIII. 

When as the Palmer came in hall. 

Nor lord, nor knight, was there more tall. 

Or had a statelier step withal, 

Or look'd more high and keen; 
For no saluting did he wait. 
But strode across the hall of state, 
And fronted Marmion where he sate. 

As he his peer had been. 
But his gaunt frame was worn with toil; 
His cheek was sunk, alas the while! 
And when he struggled at a smile. 

His eye look'd haggard wild : 
Poor wretch ! the mother that him bare, 
If she had been in presence there, 
In his wan face, and sun-burn'd hair, 

She had not known her child. • 
Danger, long travel, want, or woe. 
Soon change the form that best we know— 
For deadly fear can time outgo. 

And blanch at once the hair ; 
Hard toil can roughen form and face. 
And want can quench the eye's bright 
Nor does old age a wrinkle trace [grace. 

More deeply than despair. 
Happy whom none of these befall. 
But this poor Palmer knew them all. 

XXIX. 

Lord Marmion then his boon did ask; 
The Palmer took on him the task. 
So he would march with morning tide. 
To Scottish court to be his guide. 
' ' But I have solemn vows to pay, 
And may not linger by the way. 

To fair St. Andrews bound. 
Within the ocean-cave to pray. 
Where good Saint Rule his holy lay. 
From midnight to the dawn of day. 

Sung to the billows' sound;* 
Thence to Saint Fillan's blessfed well. 
Whose spring can frenzied dreams dispel. 

And the crazed brain restore : * 
Saint Mary grant, that cave or spring 
Could back to peace my bosom bring. 

Or bid it throb no more I " 
XXX. 
And now the midnight draught of sleep. 
Where wine and spices richly steep. 
In massive bowl of silver deep, 

The page presenls on Vivw, 
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Lord Mannion drank a fair good rest, 
The Captain pledged his noble guest, 
The cup went through among the rest, 

Who drain'd it merrily ; 
Alone the Palmer passd it by, 
Though Selby press'd him courteously. 
This was a sign the feast was o'er ; 
It hush'd the merry wassel roar, 

The minstrels ceased to sound. 
Soon in the castle nought was heard, 
But the slow footstep of the gfuard. 

Pacing his sober round. 

XXXI. 

With early dawn I^rd Marmion rose : 
And first the chapel doors unclose ; 
Then, after morning rites were done 
(A hasty mass from Friar John), 
Andknight and squire had broke their fast 
On rich substantial repast, 
Lord Marmion's bugles blew to horse : 
Then came the stirrup-cup in course : 
Between the Baron and his host, 
No point of courtesy was lost ; 
High thanks were by Lord Marmion paid, 
Solemn excuse the Captain made. 
Till, filing from the gate, had pass'd 
That noble train, their Lord the last. 
Then loudly rung the trumpet call ; 
Thunder'd the cannon from the wall. 

And shook the Scottish shore ; 
Around the castle eddied slow, 
Volumes of smoke as white as snow. 

And hid its turrets hoar ; 
Till they roll'd forth upon the air, 
And met the river breezes there. 
Which gave again the prospect fair. 



INTRODUCTION TO CANTO 
SECOND. 

TO 
THE REV. JOHN MARRIOTT, A.M. 

Ashestiel, Ettrick Forest. 

The scenes are desert now, and bare. 
Where flourish'd once a forest fair,* 
When these waste glens with copse were 

lined. 
And peopled with the hart and hind. 
Yon Thorn — perchance whose prickly 

spears 
Have fenced him for three hundred years, 
While fell around his green compeers- 
Yon lonely Thorn, would he could tell 
The changes of his parent dell, 
Since he, so grey and stubborn now, 
Waved in each breeze a sapling bough ; 
Would he could tell how deep the shade 
A thousand mingled branches made ; 



How broad the shadows of the oak. 
How clung the rowanf to the rock, 
And through the foliage show'd his head. 
With narrow leaves and berries red ; 
What pines on every mountain sprung. 
O'er every dell what birches hung, 
In every breeze what aspens shook. 
What alders shaded every brook ! 

•' Here, in my shade," methinks he'd say, 
"The mighty stag at noon-tide lay : 
The wolf I 've seen, a fiercer game 
(The neighbouring dingle bears his name). 
With lurching step around me prowl. 
And stop, against the moon to howl; 
The mountain-boar, on battle set. 
His tusks upon my stem would whet; 
While doe, and roe, and red-deer good, 
Have boimded by, through gay green- 
wood. 
Then oft, from Newark's riven tower. 
Sallied a Scottish monarch's power : 
A thousand vassals muster'd round. 
With horse, and hawk, and horn, and 

hound ; 
And I might see the youth intent. 
Guard every pass with crossbow bent; 
And through the brake the rangers stalk. 
And falc'ners hold the ready hawk ; 
And foresters, in green-wood trim. 
Lead in the leash the gazehounds grim. 
Attentive, as the bratchet'slj: bay 
From the dark covert drove the prey. 
To slip them as he broke away. 
The startled quarry bounds amain. 
As fast the gallant greyhounds strain; 
Whistles the arrow from the bow. 
Answers the barquebuss below ; 
While all the rocking hills reply. 
To hoof-clang, hound, and hunters' cry, 
And bugles ringing lightsomely." 

Of such proud huntings, many tales 
Yet linger in our lonely dales. 
Up pathless Ettrick and on Yarrow, 
Where erst the outlaw drew his arrow. 
But not more blithe that silvan court. 
Than we have been at humbler sport; 
Though small our pomp, and mean our 

game. 
Our mirth, dear Marriott, was the same. 
Remember'st thou my greyhounds true? 
O'er holt or hill there never flew, 
From slip or leash there never sprang. 
More fleet of foot, or sure of fang. 
Nor dull, between each merry chase, 
Pass'd by the intermitted space ; 
For we had fair resource in store. 
In Classic and in Gothic lore: 
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We mark'd each memorable scene, 
And held poetic talk between ; 
Nor hill, nor brook, we paced along, 
But had its legend or its song. 
All silent now — for now are still 
Thy bowers, untenanted Bowhilllf 
No longer, from thy mountains dun. 
The yeoman hears the well-known gun. 
And while his honest heart glows warm. 
At thought of his paternal farm. 
Round to his mates a brimmer fills, 
And drinks, ' * The Chieftain of the HUlsl " 
No fJEury forms, in Yarrow's bowers. 
Trip o'er the walks, or tend the flowers. 
Fair as the elves whom Janet saw 
By moonlight dance on Carterhaugh ; 
No youthful Baron 's left to grace 
The Forest-Sheriff's lonely chase. 
And ape, in manly step and tone. 
The majesty of Oberon : 
And she is gone, whose lovely face 
Is but her least and lowest grace X 
Though if to Sylphid Queen 'twere given. 
To show our earth the charms of Heaven, 
She could not glide along the air, 
With form more light, or £ace more fair. 
No more the widow's deafen'd ear 
Grows quick that lady's step to hear : 
At noon-tide she expects her not. 
Nor busies her to trim the cot ; 
Pensive she turns her humming wheel, 
Or pensive cooks her orphans' meal ; 
Yet blesses, ere she deals their bread. 
The gentle hand by which they 're fed. 

From Yair — ^which hills so closely bind. 
Scarce can the Tweed his passage find. 
Though much he fret, and chafe, and toil. 
Till all his eddying currents boil — 
Her long-descended lord§ is gone, 
And left us by the stream alone. 
And much I miss those sportive boys,|| 
Companions of my mountain joys, 
Just at the age 'twixt boy and youth. 
When thought is speech, and speech is 

truth. 
Qose to my side, with what delight 
They press'd to hear of Wallace wight. 
When, pointing to his airy mound, 
I call'd his ramparts holy ground ! ft 

t A seat of the Duke of Bucdeuch on the 
Yarrow. 

X Harriet, Countess of Dallceith, afterwards 
Duchess of Buccleuch. 

S The late Alexander Pringle, Esq. of 
Whytbank. 

I The sons of Mr. Pnngle of Whytbank. 

ft 0^ a high mountainous ridge above the 
faxm of Ashesdel is a fosse called Wallace's 
Trojcli. 



Kindled their brows to hear me speak ; 
And I have smiled, to feel my cheek, 
Despite the difference of our years. 
Return again the glow of theirs. 
Ah, happy boys ! such feelings pure. 
They will not, cannot, long endure ; 
Condemn'd to stem the world's rude tide. 
You may not linger by the side ; 
For Fate shall thrust you from the shore, 
And Passion ply the sail and oar. 
Yet cherish the remembrance still, 
Of the lone mountain, and the rill ; 
For trust, dear boys, the time will come. 
When fiercer transport shall be dumb, 
And you will think right frequently, 
But, well I hope, without a sigh, 
On the free hours that we have spent 
Together, on the brown hill's bent. 

When, musing on companions gone. 
We doubly feel ourselves alone, 
Something, my friend, we yet may gain; 
There is a pleasure in this pain : 
It soothes the love of lonely rest. 
Deep in each gentler heart impress'd. 
'Tis silent amid worldly toils. 
And stifled soon by mental broils ; 
But, in a bosom thus prepared. 
Its still small voice is often heard. 
Whispering a mingled sentiment, 
'Twixt resignation and content. 
Oft in my mind such thoughts awake, 
By lone Saint Mary's silent lake ;* 
Thou know' St it well, — nor fen, nor sedge. 
Pollute the pure lake's crystal edge ; 
Abrupt and sheer, the mountains sink 
At once upon the level brink ; 
And just a trace of silver sand 
Marks where the water meets the land. 
Far in the mirror, bright and blue, 
Each hill's huge outline you may view ; 
Shaggy with heath, but lonely bare. 
Nor tree, nor bush, nor brake, is there, 
Save where, of land, yon slender line 
Bears 'thwart the lake the scatter'd pine. 
Yet even this nakedness has power. 
And aids the feeling of the hour : 
Nor thicket, dell, nor copse you spy, 
Where living thing conceal'd might lie ; 
Nor point, retiring, hides a dell. 
Where swain, or woodman lone, might 

dwell; 
There 's nothing left to fancy's guess. 
You see that all is loneliness : 
And silence aids— though the steep hills 
Send to the lake a thousand rills ; 
In summer tide, so soft they weep, 
The sound but lulls the ear asleep ; 
Your horse's hoof-tread soMtids loo tvid^^ 
So stilly is the soUXudt^. 
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Nought living meets the eye or ear, 
But well I ween the dead are near ; 
For though, in feudal strife, a foe 
Hath laid Our Lady's chapel low,* 
Yet still, beneath the hallow'd soil, 
The peasant rests him from his toil, 
And, dying, bids his bones be laid. 
Where erst his simple fathers pray'd. 

If age had tamed the passions' strife. 
And fate had cut my ties to life, [dwell, 
Here, have I thought, 'twere sweet to 
And rear again the chaplain's cell. 
Like that same peaceful hermitage, 
Where Milton long'd to spend his age. 
'Twere sweet to mark the setting day 
On Bourhope's lonely top decay ; 
And, as it faint and feeble died 
On the broad lake, and mountain's side. 
To say, " Thus pleasures fade away ; 
Youth, talents, beauty, thus decay, 
And leave us dark, forlorn, and grey;" 
Then gaze on Dryhope's ruin'd tower. 
And think on Yarrow's faded Flower ; 
And when that mountain-sound I heard, 
Which bids us be for storm prepared, 
The distant rustling of his wings, 
As up his force the Tempest brings, 
'Twere sweet, ere yet his terrors rave, 
To sit upon the Wizard's grave — [thrust 
That Wizard- Priest's, whose bones are 
From company of holy dust ; ♦ 
On which no sunbeam ever shines 
(So superstition's creed divines) — 
"rhence view the lake, with sullen roar. 
Heave her broad billows to the shore ; 
And mark the wild swans mount the gale. 
Spread wide through mist their snowy sail. 
And ever stoop again, to lave 
Their bosoms on the surging wave : 
Then, when against the driving hail 
No longer might my plaid avail. 
Back to my lonely home retire. 
And light my lamp, and trim my fire ; 
There ponder o'er some mystic lay. 
Till the wild tale had all its sway. 
And, in the bittern's distant shriek, 
I heard unearthly voices speak. 
And thought the Wizard-Priest was come. 
To claim again his ancient home 1 
And bade my busy fancy range. 
To frame him fitting shape and strange. 
Till from the task my brow I clear' d. 
And smiled to think that I had fear'd. 

But chief, 'twere sweet to think such life 
(Though but escape from fortune's strife), 
Something most matchless good and wise, 
A great and grateful sacrifice ; 
And deem each hour to musing given, 
A step upon the road to heaven. 



Yet him, whose heart is ill at esse, 
Such peaceful soUtudes displease : 
He loves to drown his bosom's jar 
Amid the elementary war : 
And my black Palmer's choice had been 
Some ruder and more savage scene. 
Like that which frowns round dark Loch- 

skene.* 
There eagles scream from isle to shore ; 
Down all the rocks the torrents roar ; 
O'er the black waves incessant driven. 
Dark mists infect the summer heaven ,* 
Through the rude barriers of the lake. 
Away its hunying waters break. 
Faster and whiter dash and curl. 
Till down yon dark abyss they hurl. 
Rises the fog-smoke white as snow, 
Thimders the viewless stream below, 
Diving, as if condemn' d to lave 
Some demon's subterranean cave, 
Who, prison'd by enchanter's spell. 
Shakes the dark rock with groan and yell 
And well that Palmer's form and mien 
Had suited with the stormy scene. 
Just on the edge, straining his ken 
To view the bottom of the den. 
Where, deep deep down, and far within. 
Toils with the rocks the roaring linn ; 
Then, issuing forth one foamy wave. 
And wheeling round the Giant's Grave, 
White as the snowy charger's tail. 
Drives down the pass of Mofifatdale. 

Marriott, thy harp, on Isis strung. 
To many a Border theme has rung : 
Then list to me, and thou shalt know 
Of this mysterious Man of Woe. 



CANTO SECOND. 

THE CONVENT. 
I. 

The breeze, which swept away the smoke, 

Round Norham Castle roll'd. 
When all the loud artillery spoke. 
With lightning-flash, and thunder-stroke. 

As Marmion left the Hold. 
It curl'd not Tweed alone, that breeze. 
For, far upon Northumbrian seas. 

It freshly blew, and strong. 
Where, from high Whitby's cloister'd pile. 
Bound to Saint Cuthbert's Holy Isle,* 

It bore a bark along. 
Upon the gale she stoop'd her side. 
And bounded o'er the sweUing tide, 

As she were dancing home ; 
The merry seamen laugh' d, to see 
Their gallant ship so lustily 

Furrow lYie ^oea «ear€cM.m« 
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Much jojr'd they m their honour'd freight; 
For, on the deck, in chair of state, 
The Abbess of Saint Hilda placed, 
With five fair nuns, the galley graced. 

II. 
'Twas sweet to see these holy maids, 
Like birds escaped to green-wood shades. 

Their first flight from the cage. 
How timid, and how curious too, 
For all to them was strange and new, 
And all the common sights they view, 

Their wonderment engage. 
One eyed the shrouds and swelling sail. 

With many a benedicite ; 
One at the rippling surge grew pale, 

And would for terror pray ; 
Then shriek'd, because the sea-dog, nigh. 
His round black head, and sparkling eye, 

Rear'd o'er the foaming spray ; 
And one would still adjust her veil, 
Disorder' d by the summer gale. 
Perchance lest some more worldly eye 
Her dedicated charms might spy ; 
Perchance, because such action graced 
Her fair-tum'd arm and slender waist. 
Light was each simple bosom there, 
Save two, who ill might pleasure share, — 
The Abbess, and the Novice Clare. 

III. 
The Abbess was of noble blood, 
But early took the veil and hood. 
Ere upon life she cast a look. 
Or knew the world that she forsook. 
Fair too she was, and kind had been 
As she was fair^ but ne'er had seen 
For her a timid lover sigh, 
Nor knew the influence of her eye. 
Love, to her ear, was but a name. 
Combined with vanity and shame ; 
Her hopes, her fears, her joys, were all 
Bound^ within the cloister wall : 
The deadliest sin her mind could reach, 
Was of monastic rule the breach ; 
>^d her ambition's highest aim 
To emulate Saint Hilda's fame. 
For this she gave her ample dower. 
To raise the convent's eastern tower ; 
For this, with carving rare and quaint. 
She deck'd the chapel of the saint. 
And gave the relic-shrine of cost. 
With ivory and gems emboss'd. 
The poor her Convent's bounty blest, 
The pilgrim in its halls found rest. 

IV. 

Black was her garb, her rigid rule 

Reform'd on Benedictine school ; 

Her cheek was pale, her form was spare; 

Vigils, and penitence austere. 

Had early quench*d the light of youth, 

But gentle was the dsmke, in sooth ; j 



Though vain of her religious sway, 
She loved to see her maids obey; 
Yet nothing stem was she in cell. 
And the nuns loved their Abbess well. 
Sad was this voyage to the dame ; 
Summon'd to Lindisfame, she came, 
There, with Saint Cuthbert's Abbot old. 
And Tynemouth's Prioress, to hold 
A chapter of Saint Benedict, 
For inquisition stem and strict. 
On two apostates from the faith. 
And, if need were, to doom to death. 

V. 

Nought say I here of Sister Clare, 
Save this, that she was young and fair ; 
As yet a novice unprofess'd. 
Lovely and gentle, but distress' d. 
She was betroth'd to one now dead. 
Or worse, who had dishonour'd fled. 
Her kinsmen bade her give her hand 
To one, who loved her for her land : 
Herself, almost heart-broken now. 
Was bent to take the vestal vow. 
And shroud, within Saint Hilda's gloom, 
Her blasted hopes and wither'd bloom. 

VI. 

She sate upon the galley's prow. 
And seem'd to mark the waves below ; 
Nay, seem'd, so fix'd her look and eye. 
To count them as they glided by. 
She saw them not — 'twas seeming all — 
Far other scene her thoughts recall, — 
A sun-scorch' d desert, waste and bare, 
Nor waves, nor breezes, murmur'd there; 
There saw she — where some careless hand 
O'er a dead corpse had heaped the sand. 
To hide it till the jackals come, 
To tear it from the scanty tomb. — 
See what a woful look was given. 
As she raised up her eyes to heaven 1 

VII. 
Lovely, and gentle, and distress' d — 
These charms might tame the fiercest 

breast; 
Harpers have sung, and poets told, 
That he, in fury uncontroU'd, 
The shaggy monarch of the wood. 
Before a virgin, fair and good, 
Hath pacified his savage mood. 
But passions in the human frame 
Oft put the lion's rage to shame : 
And jealousy, by dark intrigue, 
With sordid avarice in league. 
Had practised with their bowl and knife 
Against the mourner's harmless life. 
This crime was charged 'gainst those who 
Prison' d in Cuthbert's islet grey. [lay 

VIII. 

And now the vessel skirts the sttaxxd 
Of mountainous NoTtTa\xm\iet\aL'a^\ 
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Towns, towers, and halls, successive rise, 
And catch the nuns' delighted eyes. 
Monk-Wearmouth soon behind them lay; 
And Tynemouth's priory and bay ; 
They mark'd, amid her trees, the hall 
Of lofty Seaton-Delaval ; 
They saw the Blythe and Wansbeck floods 
Rush to the sea through sounding woods; 
They pass'd the tower of Widderington, 
Mother of many a valiant son ; 
At Coquet-isle their beads they tell 
To the good Saint who owned the cell; 
Then did the Alne attention claim, 
And Warkworth, proud of Percy's name; 
And next, they cross'd themselves, to hear 
The whitening breakers sound so near, 
Where, boili ng through the rocks, they roar, 
On Dunstanborough's cavem'd shore ; 
Thy tower, proud Bamborough, mark'd 

they there. 
King Ida's castle, huge and square, 
From its tall rock look grimly down, 
And on the swelling ocean frown ; 
Then from the coast they bore away. 
And reach' d the Holy Island's bay. 

IX. 

The tide did now its flood-mark gain, 
And girdled in the Saint's domain : 
For, with the flow and ebb, its style 
Varies from continent to isle ; ' 
Dry-shod, o'er sands, twice every day, 
The pilgrims to the shrine find way ; 
Twice every day, the waves eflace 
Of staves and sandall'd feet the trace. 
As to the port the galley flew, 
Higher and higher rose to view 
The Castle with its battled walls, 
The ancient Monastery's halls, 
A solemn, huge, and dark-red pile, 
Placed on the margin of the isle. 

X. 

In Saxon strength that Abbey frown'd, 
With massive arches broad and round, 
That rose alternate, row and row. 
On ponderous columns, short and low, 

Built ere the art was known, 
By pointed aisle, and shafted stalk, 
The arcades of an alley'd walk 
To emulate in stone. 
On the deep walls, the heathen Dane 
Had pour'd his impious rage in vain ; 
And needful was such strength to these. 
Exposed to the tempestuous seas. 
Scourged by the winds' eternal sway, 
Open to rovers fierce as they, [stand 

Which could twelve hundred years with- 
Winds, waves, and northern pirates' hand. 
Not but that portions of the pile, 
Hebuilded in a later style. 



Show'd where the spoiler's hand had been; 
Not but the wasting sea-breeze keen 
Had worn the pillar's carving quaint, 
And moulder'd in his niche the saint, 
And rounded, with consuming power, 
The pointed angles of each tower ; 
Yet still entire the Abbey stood, 
Like veteran, worn, but unsubdued. 

XI. 

Soon as they near'd his turrets strong, 
The maidens raised Saint Hilda's song, 
And with the sea-wave and the wind, 
Their voices, sweetly shrill, combined, 

And made harmonious close ; 
Then, answering from the sandy shore, 
Half-drown'd amid the breakers' roar, 

According chorus rose : 
Down to the haven of the Isle, 
The monks and nims in order file. 
From Cuthbert's cloisters grim ; 
Banner, and cross, and relics there, 
To meet Saint Hilda's maids, they bare ; 
And, as they caught the sounds on air. 

They echoed back the hymn. 
The islanders, in joyous mood, 
Rush'd emulously through the flood. 

To hale the bark to land ; 
Conspicuous by her veil and hood, 
Signing the cross, the Abbess stood, 
And bless'd them with her hand. 

XII. 

Suppose we now the welcome said, 
Suppose the Convent banquet made : 

All through the holy dome, 
Through cloister, aisle, and gallery, 
Wherever vestal maid might pry. 
Nor risk to meet unhallow'd eye, 

The stranger sisters roam : 
Till fell the evening damp with dew, 
And the sharp sea-breeze coldly blew. 
For there, even summer night is chill. 
Then, having stray'd and gazed their fill. 

They closed around the fire ; 
And all, in turn, essay' d to paint 
The rival merits of their saint, 

A theme that ne'er can tire 
A holy maid ; for, be it known, 
That their saint's honour is their own. 

XIII. 

Then Whitby's nuns exulting told. 
How to their house three Barons bold 

Must menial service do ; 
While horns blow out a note of shame. 
And monks cry " Fie upon your name I 
In wrath, for loss of sylvan game, 

Saint Hilda's priest ye slew." — 
" This, on Ascension-day, each year, 
While labouring on our harbour-pier, 
Musi Heibeil, Bruce, and Percy hear."-™- 
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They told, how in their convent cell 
A Saxon princess once did dwell, 

The lovely Edelfled.* 
And how, of thousand snakes, each one 
Was changed into a coil of stone. 

When holy Hilda pray'd ; 
Themselves, within their holy bound, 
Their stony folds had often found. 
They told, how sea-fowls' pinions fail. 
As over Whitby's towers they sail,* 
And, sinking down, with flutterings faint. 
They do their homage to the saint, 

XIV. 

Nor did Saint Cuthbert's daughters fail 

To vie with these in holy tale ; 

His body's resting-place of old. 

How oft their patron changed, they told ; * 

How, when the rude Dane bum'd their 

pile. 
The monks fled forth from Holy Isle ; 
O'er northern mountain, marsh, and moor. 
From sea to sea, from shore to shore. 
Seven years Saint Cuthbert's corpse they 
bore. 

They rested them in fair Melrose; 
But though, alive, he loved it well. 

Not there his relics might repose ; 
For, wondrous tale to tell 1 

In his stone-coffin forth he rides, 

A ponderous bark for river tides. 

Yet light as gossamer it glides, 
Downward to Tillmouth cell. 
Nor long was his abiding there, 
For southward did the saint repair ; 
Chester-le-Street, and Rippon, saw 
His holy corpse, ere Wardilaw 

Hail'd him with joy and fear ; 
And, after many wanderings past. 
He chose his lordly seat at last. 
Where his cathedxal, huge and vast. 

Looks down upon the Wear : 
There, deep in Durham's Gothic shade. 
His rdics are in secret laid ; 

But none may know the place. 
Save of his holiest servants three. 
Deep sworn to solemn secrecy, 

Who share that wondrous grace. 

XV. 

Who may his miracles declare ! 

Even Scotland's dauntless king, and heir 

(Although with them they led 
Galwegians, wild as ocean's gale, 
And Lodon's knights, all sheathed in mail, 
And the bold men of Teviotdale), 

Before his standard fled.* 
'Twas he, to vindicate his reign. 
Edged Alfred's falchion on the Dane, 
And tum'd the Conqueror back again,* 
When, with his Norman bowyer band. 
He came to waste Northumberlaiid. j 



XVI. 

But fain Saint Hilda's nuns would learn 
If, on a rock, by Lindisfame, 
Saint Cutbbert sits, and toils to frame 
The sea-bom beads that bear his name :* 
Such tales had Whitby's fishers told, 
And said they might his shape behold. 

And hear his anvil sound ; 
A deaden' d clang, — a huge dim form. 
Seen but. and heard, when gathering 

And night were closing round, [storm 
But this, as tale of idle fame, 
The nuns of Lindisfame disclaim. 

XVII. 

While round the fire such legends go. 
Far different was the scene of woe. 
Where, in a secret aisle beneath, 
Council was heard of life and death. 

It was more dark and lone that vault. 
Than the worst dungeon cell : 

Old Colwulf ♦ built it, for his fault. 
In penitence to dwell. 
When he, for cowl and beads, laid down 
The Saxon battle-axe and crown. 
This den, which, chilling every sense 

Of feeling, hearing, sight, 
Was call'd the Vault of Penitence, 

Excluding air and light, 
Was, by the prelate Sexhelm, made 
A place of burial for such dead. 
As, having died in mortal sin. 
Might not be laid the church within. 
'Twas now a place of punishment ; 
Whence if so loud a shriek were sent, 

As reach'd the upper air. 
The hearers bless'd themselves, and said, 
The spirits of the sinful dead 

Bemoan'd their torments there. 

XVIII. 

But though, in the monastic pile. 
Did of this penitential aisle 

Some vague tradition go. 
Few only, save the Abbot, knew 
Where the place lay;. and still more few 
Were those who had from him the clew 

To that dread vault to go. 
Victim and executioner 
Were blindfold when transported there. 
In low dark rounds the arches hung, 
From the rude rock the side-walls sprung ; 
The grave-stones, mdely sculptured o'er, 
lialf sunk.in earth, by time half wore. 
Were all the pavement of the floor ; 
The mildew-drops fell one by one, 
With tinkling plash, upon the stone. 
A cresset, i* in an iron chain, 
Which served to light this drear domain, 

\ Antiq>xe cY^acadt^vcx. 
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With damp and darkness seem'd to strive, 
As if it scarce might keep alive ; 
And yet it dimly served to show 
The awful conclave met below. 

XIX. 
There, met to doom in secrecy, 
Were placed the heads of convents three : 
All servants of St. Benedict, 
The statutes of whose order strict 

On iron table lay ; 
In long black dress, on seats of stone, 
Behind were these three judges shown 

By the pale cresset's ray : 
The Abbess of Saint Hilda's, there. 
Sat for a space with visage bare. 
Until, to hide her bosom's swell. 
And tear-drops that for pity fell, 

She closely drew her veil : 
Yon shrouded figure, as I guess, 
By her proud mien and flowing dress. 
Is Tynemouth's haughty Prioress,* 

And she with awe looks pale : 
And he, that Ancient Man, whose sight 
Has long been quench'd by age's night. 
Upon whose wrinkled brow alone. 
Nor ruth, nor mercy's trace is shown. 

Whose look is hard and stem, — 
Saint Cuthbert's Abbot is his style ,* 
For sanctity call'd, through the isle. 

The Saint of Lindisfame. 

'XX. 

Before them stood a guilty pair ; 
But, though an equal fate they share. 
Yet one alone deserves our care. 
Her sex a page's dress belied ; 
The cloak and doublet, loosely tied. 
Obscured her charms, but could not hide. 

Her cap down o'er her face she drew ; 
And, on her doublet breast. 

She tried to hide the badge of blue, 
Lord Marmion's falcon crest. 
But, at the Prioress' command, 
A Monk undid the sUver band, 

That tied her tresses fair. 
And raised the bonnet from her head. 
And down her slender form they spread. 

In ringlets rich and rare. 
Constance de Beverley they know. 
Sister profess'd of Fontevraud, 
Whom the church number'd with the dead. 
For broken vows, and convent fled. 

XXI. 

When thus her face was given to view 
(Although so pallid was her hue. 
It did a ghastly contrast bear 
To those bright ringlets ghstering fair). 
Her look composed, and steady eye, 
Bespdkt a matchless constancy ; 
And there she stood so calm and pale, 
TTiat, but her breAtbiDg did not fail, 



And motion slight of eye and head. 
And of her bosom, warranted 
That neither sense nor pulse she lacks, 
You might have thought a form of wai^ 
Wrought to the very Ufe, was there; 
So still she was, so p>ale, so fair. 

XXII. 

Her comrade was a sordid soul, 

Such as does murder for a meed ; 
Who, but of fear, knows no control. 
Because his conscience, seai'd and foul. 

Feels not the import of his deed ; 
One, whose brute-feeling ne'er aspires 
Beyond his own more brute desires. 
Such tools the tempter ever needs. 
To do the savagest of deeds ; 
For them no vision'd terrors daunt. 
Their nights no fancied spectres haunt, 
One fear with them, of all most base. 
The fear of death, — alone finds place. 
This wretch was clad in frock and cowl. 
And shamed not loud to moan and howl. 
His body on the floor to dash. 
And crouch, like hound beneath the lash ; 
While his mute partner, standing near, 
Waited her doom without a tear. 

XXIII. 

Yet well the luckless wretch might shri^ 
Well might her paleness terror speak 1 
For there were seen in that dark wall, 
Two niches, narrow, deep, and tall ; — 
Who enters at such grisly door, 
Shall ne'er, I ween, find exit more. 
In each a slender meal was laid. 
Of roots, of water, and of bread : 
By each, in Benedictine dress. 
Two haggard monks stood motionless ; 
Who, holding high a blazing torch, 
Show'd the grim entrance of the porch: 
Reflecting back the smoky beam. 
The dark-red walls and arches gleam. 
Hewn stones and cement were displa/d. 
And building tools in order laid. 

XXIV. 

These executioners were chose. 
As men who were with mankind foes. 
And with despite and envy fired, 
Into the cloister had retired ; 
Or who, in desperate doubt of grace. 
Strove, by deep penance, to efface 

Of some foul crime the stain ; 
For, as the vassals of her will. 
Such men the Church selected still. 
As either joy'd in doingill, 
Or thought more grace to gain. 
If, in her cause, they wrestled down 
Feelings their nature strove to own. 
. By strange device were they brought there, 
\ They knsw iiQ\.\iQyr « x^otkosw not where. 
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XXV. 

And now that blind old Abbot rose, 
To speak the Chapter's doom 

On those the wall was to enclose, 
Alive, within the tomb ;* 

But stopp'd, because that woful Maid, 

Gathering her powers, to speak essay'd. 

Twice she essay'd, and twice in vain ; 

Her accents might no utterance gain ; 

Nought but imperfect murmurs slip 

From her convulsed and quivering lip ; 
'Twixt each attempt all was so still, 
You seemed to hear a distant rill — 

'Twas ocean's swells and falls ; 
For though this vault of sin and fear 
Was to the sounding surge so near, 
A tempest there you scarce could hear. 
So massive were the walls. 

XXVI. 
At length, an effort sent apart 
The blood that curdled to her heart, 

And light came to her eye, 
And colour dawn'd upon her cheek, 
A hectic and a flutter'd streak. 
Like that left on the Cheviot peak, 

By Autumn's stormy sky; 
And when her silence broke at length, 
Still as she spoke she gather'd strength. 

And arm'd herself to bear. 
It was a fearful sight to see 
Such high resolve and constancy, 

In form so soft and fair. 

XXVII. 

" I speak not to implore your grace ; 
Well know I, for one minute's space 

Successless might I sue : 
Nor do I speak your prayers to gain ; 
For if a death of lingering pain, 
To cleanse my sins, be penance vain. 

Vain are your masses too. — 
I listened to a traitor's tale, 
I left the convent and the veil ; 
For three long years I bow'd my pride, 
A horse-boy in his train to ride ; 
And well my folly's meed he gave. 
Who forfeited, to be his slave, 
All here, and all beyond the grave. — 
He saw young Clara's face more fair. 
He knew her of broad lands the heir. 
Forgot his vows, his faith forswore, 
And Constance was beloved no more. — 

"Us an old tale, and often told ; 
But did my fate and wish agree, 

Ne'er had been read, in story old, 

Of maiden true betray'd for gold. 
That loved, or was avenged, like me I 

XXVIII. 

"The King approved his favourite's aim ; 
In vain a rival barr'd his claim. 
Whose fate with Clare's was plight, 



For he attaints that rival's fame 

With treason's charge — ^and on they came. 

In mortal lists to fight. 
Their oaths are said. 
Their prayers are pray'd, 
Their lances in the rests are laid 

They meet in mortal shock. [cry. 

And, hark I the throng, with thundering 
Shout ' Marmion, Marmion I to the sky, 

De Wilton to the block !' 
Say ye, who preach Heaven shall decide 
When in the lists two champions ride. 

Say, was Heaven's justice here ? 
When, loyal in his love and faith, 
Wilton found overthrow or death. 

Beneath a traitor's spear? 
How false the charge, how true he fell. 
This guilty packet best can tell." — 
Then drew a packet from her breast. 
Paused, gather'd voice, and spoke the rest. 

XXIX. 

' ' Still was false Marmion's bridal staid ; 
To Whitby's convent fled the maid. 

The hated match to shun. 
• Ho ! shifts she thus?' King Henry cried, 
' Sir Marmion, she shall be thy bride, 

If she were sworn a nun.' 
One way remain' d — the King's command 
Sent Marmion to the Scottish land : 
I linger'd here, and rescue plann'd 

For Clara and for me : 
This caitiff Monk, for gold, did swear. 
He would to Whitby's shrine repair. 
And, by his drugs, my rival fair 

A saint in heaven should be. 
But ill the dastard kept his oath. 
Whose cowardice has undone us both. 

XXX. 

"And now my tongue the secret tells. 
Not that remorse my bosom swells. 
But to assure my soul that none 
Shall ever wed with Marmion. 
Had fortune my last hope betray'd. 
This packet, to the King convey' d. 
Had given him to the headsman's stroke, 
Although my heart that instant broke. — 
Now, men of death, work forth your will. 
For I can suffer, and be still; 
And come he slow, or come he fast, 
It is but Death who comes at last. 

XXXI. 

"Yet dread me, from my living tomb. 
Ye vassal slaves of bloody Rome ! 
If Marmion's late remorse should wakei 
Full soon such vengeance will he take« 
That you shall wish the fiery Dane 
Had rather been your guest again. 
Behind, a darker bouc asc^e,Tid'&\ 
The altars quake, l\ie ciosvei "beads. 
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The ire of a despotic King 
Rides forth upon destruction's wing ; 
Then shall these vaults, so strong and deep, 
Burst open to the sea-winds' sweep ; 
Some traveller then shall find my bones 
Whitening amid disjointed stones, 
And, ignorant of priests' cruelty. 
Marvel such reUcs here should be." 

XXXII. 

Fix'd was her look, and stem her air : 
Back from her shoulders streamed her hair; 
The locks, that wont her brow to shade, 
Stared up erectly from her head^; 
Her figure seem'd to rise more high ; 
Her voice, despair's wild energy 
Had given a tone of prophecy. 
Appall'd the astonish'd conclave sate ; 
With stupid eyes, the men rf fate 
Gazed on the light inspirM form, 
And listen'd for the avenging storm ; 
The judges felt the victim's dread ; 
No hand was moved, no word was said, 
Till thus the Abbot's doom was given, 
Raising his sightless balls to heaven : — 
•' Sister, let thy sorrows cease ; 
Sinful brother, part in peace I "+ 

From that dire dungeon, place of doom, 
Of execution too, and tomb, 

Paced forth the judges three ; 
Sorrow it were, and shame, to tell 
The butcher-work that there befell, 
When they had glided from the cell 
Of sin and misery. 

XXXIII. 

An hundred winding steps convey 
That conclave to the upper day ; 
But, ere they breathed the fresher air. 
They heard the shriekings of despair. 

And many a stifled groan : 
With speed their upward way they take 
(Such speed as age and fear can make). 
And cross' d themselves for terror's sake. 

As hurrying, tottering on : 
Even in the vesper's heavenly tone, 
They seem'd to hear a dying groan. 
And bade the passing knell to toll 
For welfare of a p>arting soul. 
Slow o'er the midnight wave it swung, 
Northumbrian rocks in echo rung, 
To Warkworth cell the echoes roU'd, 
His beads the wakeful hermit told. 
The Bamborough peasant raised his head. 
But slept ere half a prayer he said ; 
So far was heard the mighty knell, 
The stag sprung up on Cheviot fell. 
Spread his broad nostril to the wind. 
Listed before, aside, behind. 
Then couch'd him down beside the hind, 

/ See Note to Stanza xxv. 



And quaked among the mountain fern, 
To hear that sound so dull and stem. 



INTRODUCTION TO CANTO 
THIRD. 

TO WILLIAM BRSKINB, ESQ. 

Ashesiiel^ Ettrick Forest, 

Like April morning clouds, that pass. 
With varying shadow, o'er the grass, 
And imitate, on field and fiinow, 
Life's chequer'd scene of joy and sonrow; 
Like streamlet of the mountain north. 
Now in a torrent racing forth. 
Now winding slow its silver train. 
And almost slumbering on the plain ; 
Like breezes of the autumn day. 
Whose voice inconstant dies away. 
And ever swells again as £Eist, 
When the ear deems its murmur past ; 
Thus various, my romantic theme 
Flits, winds, or sinks, a morning dream. 
Yet pleased, our eye pursues the trace 
Of Light and Shade's inconstant race ; 
Pleased, views the rivulet a£Eur, 
Weaving its maze irn^^ular ; 
And pleased, we listen as the breeze 
Heaves its wild sigh through Autumn trees: 
Then, wild as cloud, or stream, or gale, 
Flow on, flow unconfined, my Tale 1 

Need I to thee, dear Erskine, tell 
I love the license all too well. 
In sounds now lowly, and now strong. 
To raise the desultory song? — 
Oft, when 'mid such capricious chime, 
Some transient fit of lofty rhyme 
To thy kind judgment seem'd ezcose 
For many an error of the muse. 
Oft hast thou said, " If still mis-spent. 
Thine hours to poetry are lent. 
Go, and to tame thy wandering course^ 
Quafi'from the fountain at the source; 
Approach those masters, o'er whose tomb 
Immortal laurels ever bloom : 
Instmctive of the feebler bard. 
Still from the grave their voice is heard ; 
From them, and firom the paths thqr 

show'd. 
Choose honour'd guide and practised road; 
Nor ramble on through bnike and maae^ 
With harpers mde, of barbarous days. 

** Or deem' St thou not our later time 
'^elds topic meet for classic rhyme? 
Hast thou no elegiac verse 
For Bmnswick's venerable hearse? 
What, not a line, a tear, a sigh, 
i "WT:veii valoiir bleeds for liberty? — . 



Marmion. 
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Oh, hero of that glorious tune. 
When, with unrivall'd light sublime, — 
Though martial Austria, and though all 
The might of Russia, and the Gam, 
Though banded Europe stood her foes — 
The star of Brandenburgh arose ! 
Thou couldst not live to see her beam 
For ever quench'd in Jena's stream. 
Lamented Chief! — it was not given 
To thee to change the doom of Heaven, 
And crush that dragon in its birth, 
Predestined scourge of guilty earth. 
Lamented chief! — not thine the power. 
To save in that presumptuous hour. 
When Prussia hurried to the field. 
And snatch'd the spear, but left the shield 1 
Valour and skill 'twas thine to try, 
And, tried in vain, 'twas thine to die. 
Ill had it seem'd thy silver hair 
The last, the bitterest pang to share, 
For princedoms reft, and scutcheons riven, 
And birthrights to usurpers given ; 
Thy land's, thy children's wrongs to feel, 
And witness woes thou couldst not heal ! 
On thee relenting Heaven bestows 
For honoiur'd life an honour'd close ; 
And when revolves, in time's sure change. 
The hour of Germany's revenge. 
When, breathing fury for her sake. 
Some new Arminius shall awake,' 
Her champion, ere he strike, shall come, 
To whet his sword on Brunswick's tomb. 

"Or of the Red-Cross herof teach, 
Dauntless in dungeon as on breach : 
Alike to him the sea, the shore, 
The brand, the bridle, or the oar: 
Alike to him the war that calls 
Its votaries to the shattered walls, [blood. 
Which the grim Tiu*k, besmeared with 
Against the Invincible made good ; 
Or that, whose thundering voice could wake 
The silence of the polar lake, 
When stubborn Russ, and metal'd Swede, 
Oa the warp'd wave their death-game 

play'd ; 
Or that, where Vengeance and Affright 
Howl'd round the father of the fight. 
Who snatch'd, on Alexandria's sand, 
ITie conqueror's wreath with dying hand.:{: 

"Or, if to touch such chord be thine. 
Restore the ancient tragic line, 
And emulate the notes that rung 
From the wild harp, which silent hung 
By silver Avon's holy shore, 
Till twice an hundred years roU'd o'er ; 
When she, the bold Enchantress, § came, 
^th fearless hand and heart on flame 1 

t Sir Sidney Smith. 
) Sir Ralph Abercromby. % Joanna BaiUie 



From the pale willow snatch'd the treasure, 
And swept it with a kindred measure. 
Till Avon's swans, while rung the grove 
With Montfort's hate and Basil's love, 
Awakening at the inspired strain, 
Deem'd their own Shakspeare lived again." 

Thy friendship thus thy judgment 

wronging, 
With praises not to me belonging, 
In task more meet for mightiest powers, 
Wouldst thou engage my thriftless hours. 
But say, my Erskine, hast thou weigh'd 
That secret power by all obey'd, 
Which warps not less the passive mind, 
Its source conceal'd or undefined ; 
Whether an impulse, that has birth 
Soon as the infant wakes on earth, 
One with our feelings and our powers, 
And rather part of us than ours ; 
Or whether fitlier term'd the sway 
Of habit form'd in early day? 
Howe'er derived, its force confest 
Rules with despotic sway the breast, 
And drags us on by viewless chain, 
While taste and reason plead in vain. 
Look east, and ask the Belgian why, 
Beneath Batavia's sultry sky, 
He seeks not eager to inhale 
The freshness of the mountain gale. 
Content to rear his whiten'd wall 
Beside the dank and dull canal? 
He'll say, from youth he loved to see 
The white sail gliding by the tree. 
Or see yon weatherbeaten hind, 
Whose sluggish herds before him wind, 
Whose tatter'd plaid and rugged check, 
His northern clime and kindred speak ; 
Through England's laughing meads he 

goes. 
And England's wealth around him flows ; 
Ask, if it would content him well, 
At ease in those gay plains to dwell, 
Where hedge-rows spread a verdant screen, 
And spires and forests intervene, 
And the neat cottage peeps between ? 
No 1 not for these would he exchange 
His dark Lochaber's boundless range : 
Not for fair Devon's meads forsake 
Bennevis grey, and Garry's lake. 

Thus, while I ape the measure wild 
Of tales that charm'd me yet a child, 
Rude though they be, still with the chime 
Return the thoughts of early time ; 
And feelings, roused in h'fe's first day, 
Glow in the line, and prompt the lay. 
Then rise those crags, that mountain tower. 
Which charm'd my fancy's wakening hour. 
Though no broad river swept along. 
To cl^m, peTchance, \i«o\<i sow^n 
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Though sigh'd no groves in summer gale, 
To prompt of love a softer tale ; 
Though scarce a puny streamlet's speed 
Claim' d homage from a shepherd's reed ; 
Yet was poetic impulse given, 
By the green hill and clear blue heaven. 
It was a barren scene, and wild, 
Where naked cliffs were rudely piled ; 
But ever and anon between 
Lay velvet tufts of loveliest green ; 
And well the lonely infant knew 
Recesses where the wall-flower grew, 
And honeysuckle loved to crawl 
Up the low crag and ruin'd wall. 
I deem'd such nooks the sweetest shade 
The sun in all its round survey' d ; 
And stiU I thought that shatter'd tower 
The mightiest work of human power ; 
And marvell'd as the aged hind 
With some strange talebewitch'd my mind, 
Of forayers, who, with headlong force, 
Down from that strength had spurr'd their 
Their southern rapine to renew, [horse. 
Far in the distant Cheviots blue. 
And, home returning, fill'd the hall 
With revel, wassel-rout, and brawl. 
Methought that still, with trump and clang, 
The gateway's broken arches rang ; 
Methought grim features, seam'd with 

scars. 
Glared through the window's rusty bars, 
And ever, by the winter hearth. 
Old tales I heard of woe or mirth, 
Of lovers' slights, of ladies' charms. 
Of witches' spells, of warriors' arms ; 
Of patriot battles, won of old 
By Wallace wight and Bruce the bold ; 
Of later fields of feud and fight. 
When, pouring from iheirHighlandheight, 
The Scottish clans, in headlong sway, 
Had swept the scarlet ranks away. 
While stretch'd at length upon the floor. 
Again I fought each combat o'er. 
Pebbles and shells, in order laid, 
The mimic ranks of war display'd ; 
And onward still the Scottish Lion bore. 
And still the scatter'd Southron fled before. 

Still, with vain fondness, could I trace. 
Anew, each kind familiar face, 
That brighten' d at our evening fire I [Sire, 
From the thatch'd mansion's grey-hair'd 
Wise without learning, plain and good, 
And sprung of Scotland's gentler blood ; 
Whose eye, in age, quick, clear, and keen, 
Show'd what in youth its glance had been ; 
Whose doom discording neighbours 
Content with equity unbought ; ^ught, 
To him the venerable Priest, 
Our frequent and familiar guest, 



Whose life and manners well could paint 
Alike the student and the saint ; 
Alas I whose speech too oft I broke 
With gambol rude and timeless joke : 
For I was wayward, bold, and wild, 
A self-will'd imp, a grandame's child ; 
But half a plague, and half a jest. 
Was still endured, beloved, caress'd. 

For me, thus nurtured, dost thou ask 
The classic poet's well-conn'd task? 
Nay, Erskine, nay — On the wild hill 
Let the wild heath-bell flourish still ; 
Cherish the tulip, prune the vine. 
But freely let the woodbine twine. 
And leave untrimm'd the eglantine : 
Nay, my friend, nay— Since oft thy praise 
Hath given fresh vigour to my lays ; 
Since oft thy judgment could refine 
My flatten' d thought, or cumbrous line ; 
Still kind, as is thy wont, attend. 
And in the minstrel spare the friend. 
Though wild as cloud, as stream, as gale, 
Flow forth, flow unrestrain'd, my Tale 1 



CANTO THIRD. 

THt: HOSTEL, OR INN. 
I. 

The livelong day Lord Marmion rode : 
The mountain path the Palmer show'd. 
By glen and streamlet winded still. 
Where stunted birches hid the rilL 
They might not choose the lowland road. 
For the Merse forayers were abroad. 
Who, fired with hate and thirst of prey, 
Had scarcely fail'd to bar their way. 
Oft on the trampling band, from crown 
Of some tall cliff, the deer look'd down ; 
On wing of jet, from his repose 
In the deep heath, the black-cock rose ; 
Sprung from the gorse the timid roe, 
^for waited for the bending bow ; 
And when the stony path began. 
By which the naked peak they wan. 
Up flew the snowy ptarmigan. 
The noon had long been pass'd before 
They gain'd the height of Lammermoor; 
Thence winding down the northern way. 
Before them, at the close of day, 
Old Gifford's towers and hamlet lay. 

II. 
No summons calls them to the tower. 
To spend the hospitable hour. 
To Scotland's camp the Lord was gone ; 
His cautious dame, in bower alone. 
Dreaded her castle to unclose, 
So late, to unknown friends or foes. 
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On through the hamlet as th^ paced, 
Before a porch, whose front was graced 
With bush and flagon trimly placed, 

Lord Marmion drew his rein : 
The viUage innseem'd large, though rude;* 
Its cheerful fire and hearty food 

Might well relieve his train. [sprung, 
Down from their seats the horsemen 
With jingling spurs the court-yard rung ; 
They bind their horses to the stall, 
For forage, food, and firing call. 
And various clamour fills the hall : 
Weighing the labour with the cost, 
Toils everywhere the bustling host. 

ni. 
Soon, by the chimney's meny blaze. 
Through the rude hostel might you gaze ; 
Might see, where, in dark nook aloof. 
The rafters of the sooty roof 

Bore wealth of winter cheer ; 
Of sea-fowl dried, and solands store. 
And gammons of the tusky boar. 

And savoury haunch of deer. 
The chimney arch projected wide ; 
Above, around it, and beside. 

Were tools for housewives* hand ; 
Nor wanted, in that martial day, 
The implements of Scottish fray, 

The buckler, lance, and brand. 
Beneath its shade, the place of state. 
On oaken settle Marmion sate. 
And view'd around the blazing hearth. 
His followers mix in noisy mirth ; 
Whom with brown ale, in jolly tide. 
From ancient vessels ranged aside. 
Full actively their host supplied. 

IV. 

Theirs was the glee of martial breast. 
And laughter theirs at little jest ; 
And oft Lord Marmion deign'd to aid. 
And mingle m the mirth they made ; 
For though, with men of high degree. 
The proudest of the proud was he. 
Yet, train'd in camps, he knew the art 
To win the soldier's hardy heart. 
They love a captain to obey, 
Boisterous as March, yet fresh as May ; 
With open hand, and brow as free. 
Lover of wine and minstrelsy ; 
Ever the first to scale a tower. 
As venturous in a lady's bower : — 
Such buxom chief shall lead his host 
Ftom India's fires to Zembla's firost. 

V. 
Resting upon his pilgrim staff. 

Right opposite the Palmer stood ; 
His thin dark visage seen but half, 

Half hidden by his hood. 



Still fix'd on Marmion was his look, 
Which he, who ill such gaze could brook, 

Strove by a frown to quell ; 
But not for that, though more than once 
Full met their stem encountering glance, 

The Palmer's visage fell. 

VI. 

By fits less frequent from the crowd 
Was heard the burst of laughter loud ; 
For still, as squire and archer stared 
On that dark face and matted be^d, 

Their glee and game declined. 
All gazed at length in silence drear, 
Unbroke, save when in comrade's ear 
Some yeoman, wondering in his fear. 

Thus whisper'd forth his mind : — 
"Saint Maiyl saw'st thou e'er such sight ? 
How pale his cheek, his eye how bright, 
Whene'er the firebrand's fickle light 

Glances beneath his cowl 1 
Full on our Lord he sets his eye ; 
For his best palfrey, would not I 

Endure that sullen scowl." 

VII. 

But Marmion, as to chase the awe 
Which thus had quell'd their hearts, who 
The ever-varying fire-light show [saw 
That figure stem and face of woe, 

Now call'd upon a squire : — 
" Fitz-Eustace, know'st thou not some lay, 
To speed the lingering night away ? 

We slumber by the fire." — 

VIII. 

"So please you," thus the youth rejoin'd, 
"Our choicest minstrel's left behind. 
Ill may we hope to please your ear, 
Accustom'd Constant's strains to hear. 
The harp full deftly can he strike. 
And wake the lover's lute alike ; 
To dear Saint Valentine, no thrush 
Sings livelier from a spring-tide bush, 
No nightingale her love-lorn tune 
More sweetly warbles to the moon. 
Woe to the cause, whate'er it be. 
Detains from us his melody, 
Lavish'd on rocks, and billows stem, 
Or duller monks of Lindisfarne. 
Now must I venture, as I may, 
To sing his favourite roundelay." 

IX. 

A mellow voice Fitz-Eustace had, 
The air he chose was wild and sad ; 
Such have I heard, in Scottish land. 
Rise from the busy harvest band. 
When falls before the mountaineer. 
On Lowland plains, the ripen' d ear. 
Now one shrill voice the notes prolong. 
Now a wild chorus swells the song : 
Oft have I listen'd, and stood stilly 
As it came soften' d Mp \\i<e\^W» 
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And deem'd it the lament of men 
Who languish' d for their natire glen ; 
And thought how sad would be such sound 
On Susquehana's swampy ground, 
Kentucky's wood-encumber'd brake, 
Or wild Ontario's boundless lake. 
Where heart-sick exiles, in the strain, 
Recall'd fair Scotland's hills again 1 

X. 

SONG. 

Where shall the lover rest. 

Whom the fates sever 
From his true maiden's breast, 

Parted forever? 
Where, through groves deep and high. 

Sounds the far billow, 
Where early violets die, 

Under the willow. 

CHORUS. 

Eleu loro, &c. Soft shall be his pillow. 

There, through the summer day, 

Cool streams are laving ; 
There, while the tempests sway. 

Scarce are boughs waving ; 
There, thy rest shalt thou take, 

Parted for ever. 
Never again to wake, 

Never, O never! 

CHORUS. 

Eleu loro, &c. Never, O never! 

XI. 
Where shall the traitor rest, 

He, the deceiver, 
Who could win maiden's breast, 

Ruin, and leave her? 
In the lost battle, 

Borne down by the flying. 
Where mingles war's rattle 

With groans of the dying. 

CHORUS. 

EUu lorOt &c. There shall he be lying. 

Her wing shall the eagle flap 

O'er the false-hearted ; 
His warm blood the wolf shall lap, 

Ere life be parted. 
Shame and dishonour sit 

By his grave ever, 
Blessing shall hallow it, — 

Never, O never ! 

CHORUS. 

Eleu loro, &c. Never, O never ! 

XII. 

It ceased, the melancholy sound ; 
And silence sunk on all around. 
The air was sad ; but sadder still 

It fell on Marmion's ear. 
And plain'd as if disgrace and ill, 
And shameful death, were near. 



He drew his mantle past his face. 

Between it and the band. 
And rested with his head a space, 

Rechning on his hand. 
His thoughts I scan not ; but I ween. 
That, could their import have been seen, 
The meanest groom in all the hall. 
That e'er tied courser to a stall. 
Would scarce have wish'd to be their prqr, 
For Lutterward and Fontenaye. 

XIII. 

High minds, of native pride and foroe. 
Most deeply feel thy pangs, Remorse I 
Fear, for their scourge, mean villains have, 
Thou art the torturer of the brave ! 
Yet fatal strength they boast to steel 
Their minds to bear the wounds they feel. 
Even while they writhe beneath the smart 
Of civil conflict in the heart. 
For soon Lord Marmion raised his head, 
And, smiling, to Fitz-Eustace said — 
" Is it not strange, that, as ye sung, 
Seem'd in mine ear a death-peal rung, 
Such as in nunneries they toll 
For some departing sister's soul? 

Say, what may this portend?" — 
Then first the Palmer silence broke 
(The livelong day he had not spoke), 

•• The death of a dear friend."* 

XIV. 

Marmion, whose steady he^Ttt and eye 
Ne'er changed in worst extremity ; 
Marmion, whose soul could scantiy brook, 
Even from his King, a haughty look ; 
Whose accent of command controU'd, 
In camps, the boldest of the bold ; — 
Thought, look, and utterance fail'd him 

now — 
Fall'n was his glance, and flush'd his brow: 

For either in the tone. 
Or something in the Palmer's look, 
So full upon his conscience strook, 

That answer he found none. 
Thus oft it haps, that when within 
They shrink at sense of secret sin, 

A feather daunts the brave ; 
A fool's wild speech confounds the wise, 
And proudest princes veil their eyes 

Before their meanest slave. 

XV. 

Well might he falter 1 — By his aid 
Was Constance Beverley betray'd. 
Not that he augur' d of the doom. 
Which on the living closed the tomb : 
But, tired to hear the desperate maid 
Threaten by turns, beseech, upbraid ; 
And wroth, because in wild despair 
She practised on the life of Clare ; 
Its fugitive the Church he gave. 
Though not a victim, but a slave; 
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And deem'd restraint in convent strange 
Would hide her wrongs, and her revenge. 
Himself, proud Henry's favourite peer, 
Held Romish thunders idle fear, 
Secure his pardon he might hold, 
For some slight mulct of penance-gold. 
Thus judging, he gave secret way, 
When the stem priests surprised their prey. 
His train but deem'd the favourite page 
Was left behind, to spare his age ; 
Or other if they deem'd, none dared 
To mutter what he thought and heard : 
Woe to the vassal, who diurst pry 
Into Lord Marmion's privacy 1 

XVI. 

His conscience slept— he deemed her well. 
And safe secured in distant cell ; 
But, waken'd by her favourite lay, 
And that strange Palmer's boding say, 
That fell so ominous and drear. 
Full on the object of his fear. 
To aid remorse's venom'd throes. 
Dark tales of convent-vengeance rose ; 
And Constance, late betray'd and scorn' d. 
All lovely on his soul retum'd ; 
Lovely as when, at treacherous call. 
She IdTt her convent's peaceful wall, 
Qrimson'd with shame, with terror mute, 
Dn^ding alike escape, pursuit. 
Till love, victorious o'er alarms. 
Hid fears and bhishes in his arms. 

XVII. 

" Alas 1 " he thought, ' ' how changed that 

mienl 
How changed these timid looks have been, 
Since years of guilt, and of disguise. 
Have steel'd her brow, and arm'd her eyesi 
No more of virgin terror speaks 
The blood that mantles in her cheeks : 
Fierce, and unfeminine, are there, 
Frenzy for joy, for grief despair ; 
And I the cause — for whom were given 
Her peace on earth, her hopes in heaven 1 — 
WoiSd," thought he, as the picture grows, 
" I on its stalk had left the rose 1 
Oh, why should man's success remove 
The very charms that wake his love ! 
Her convent's peaceful solitude 
Is now a prison harsh and rude ; 
And, pent within the narrow cell. 
How will her spirit chafe and swell 1 
How brook the stem monastic laws ! 
The penance how — and I the cause ! — 
V^gil and scourge — perchance even 

worse I" — 
And twice he rose to cry, • ' To horse I "— 
And twice his Sovereign's mandate came. 
Like dEimp upon a kindling flame; 
And twice he thought, * ' Gave I not chaige 
She should be safe, ihoagb not At large? / 



They durst not, for their island, shred 
One golden ringlet from her head." 

XVIII. 

While thus in Marmion's bosom strove 

Repentance and reviving love, 

Like whirlwinds, whose contending sway 

I've seen Loch Vennachar obey, 

Their Host the Palmer's speech had heard. 

And, talkative, took up the word : 

** Ay, reverend Pilgrim, you, who stray 
From Scotland's simple land away. 

To visit realms afar. 
Full often learn the art to know 
Of future weal, or future woe, 

By word, or sign, or star ; 
Yet might a knight his fortune hear, 
If, knight-like, he despises fear, 
Not far from hence; — if fathers old 
Aright our hamlet legend told." — 
These broken words the menials move 
(For marvels still the vulgar love), 
And, Marmion giving hcense cold. 
His tale the Host thus gladly told : — 

XIX. 

THE HOST'S TALE. 

"A Clerk could tell what years have flown 

Since Alejcander fill'd our throne 

(Third monarch of that warlike name), 

And eke the time when here he came 

To seek Sir Hugo, then our lord : 

A braver never drew a sword ; 

A wiser never, at the hour 

Of midnight, spoke the word of power : 

The same, whom ancient records call 

The founder of the Goblin-Hall.* 

I would. Sir Knight, your longer stay 

Gave you that cavern to siurvey. 

Of lofty roof, and ample size. 

Beneath the castle deep it lies : 

To hew the living rock profound, 

The floor to pave, the arch to round, 

There never toil'd a mortal arm — 

It all was wrought by word and charm; 

And I have heard my grandsire say, 

That the wild clamour and affray 

Of those dread artisans of hell, 

Who labour' d under Hugo's spell, 

Sounded as loud as ocean's war 

Among the caverns of Dunbar. 

XX. 

•' The King Lord Gifford's castle sought. 
Deep labouring with uncertain thought ; 
Even then he muster'd all his host, 
To meet upon the western coast : 
For Norse and Danish galleys plied 
Their oars within the frith of Clyde. 
There floated Haco's banner trim,* 
Above Norweyan waxriois gdia. 
Savage of heart, and\aig^ol\ax^^\ 
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Threatening both continent and isle, 
Bute, Arran, Cunninghame, and Kyle. 
Lord GifFord, deep beneath the ground, 
Heard Alexander's bugle sound, 
And tarried not his garb to change, 
But, in his wizard habit strange. 
Came forth, — a quaint and fearful sight; 
His mantle lined with fox-skins white; 
His high and wrinkled forehead bore 
A pointed cap, such as of yore 
Clerks say that Pharaoh's Magi wore : 
His shoes were mark'd with cross and 
Upon his breast a pentacle ;* [spell. 

His zone, of virgin parchment thin, 
Or, as some tell, of dead man's skin. 
Bore many a planetary sign, 
Combust, and retrograde, and trine ; 
And in his hand he held prepared, 
A naked sword without a guard. 

XXI. 

" Dire dealings with the fiendish race 
Had mark'd strange lines upon his face ; 
Vigil and fast had worn him grim ; 
His eyesight dazzled seem'd and dim. 
As one unused to upper day ; 
Even his own menials with dismay 
Beheld, Sir Knight, the grisly Sire, 
In his imwonted wild attire ; 
Unwonted, for traditions run. 
He seldom thus beheld the sun. — 
• I know,' he said— (his voice was hoarse, 
And broken seem'd its hollow force) — 
' I know the cause, although untold. 
Why the King seeks his vassal's hold : 
Vainly from me my liege would know 
His kingdom's future weal or woe ; 
But yet, if strong his arm and heart, 
His courage may do more than art, 

XXII. 

" *Of middle air the demons proud. 
Who ride upon the racking cloud. 
Can read, in fix'd or wandering star. 
The issue of events afar ; 
But still their sullen aid withhold. 
Save when by mightier force con troll' d. 
Such late I summon'd to my hall ; 
And though so potent was the caU, 
That scarce the deepest nook of hell 
I deem'd a refuge from the spell. 
Yet, obstinate in silence still, 
The haughty demon mocks my skill. 
But thou,— who little know'st thy might, 
As bom upon that blessed night* 
When yawning graves, and dying groafl, 
Proclaim'd hell's empire overthrown, — 
With untaught valour shalt compel 
Response denied to magic spell.' — 
'Grawercy, ' quoth our Monarch free, 
'Place bim but front to front with me, 



And, by this good and honour'd brand, 
Tlie gift of Cceur-de-Lion's hand, 
Soothly I swear, that, tide what tide. 
The demon shall a buffet bide.' — 
His bearing bold the wizard view'd. 
And thus, well pleased, his speech re- 
new' d : — [mark : 
'There spoke the blood of Malcolm 1 — 
Forth pacing hence, at midnight dark, 
The rampart seek, whose circhng crown 
Crests the ascent of yonder down : 
A southern entrance shalt thou find ; 
There halt, and there thy bugle wind. 
And trust thine elfin foe to see. 
In guise of thy worst enemy : 
Couch then thy lance, and spur thy steed— 
Upon him ! ^d Saint George to speed 1 
If he go down, thou soon shalt know 
Whate'er these airy sprites can show ; — 
If thy heart fail thee in the strife, 
I am no warrant for thy Ufe.' 

XXIII. 

"Soon as the midnight bell did ring. 
Alone, and arm'd, forth rode the King 
To that old camp's deserted round : 
Sir Knight, you well might mark the 

mound. 
Left hand the town, — the Pictish race, 
The trench, long since, in blood did trace ; 
The moor around is brown and bare. 
The space within is green and fair. 
The spot our village children know. 
For there the earliest wild-flowers grow; 
But woe betide the wandering wight. 
That treads its circle in the night 1 
The breadth across, a bowshot dear. 
Gives ample space for full career: 
Opposed to the four points of heaven. 
By four deep gaps are entrance given. 
The southernmost oiu: Monarch past. 
Halted, and blew a gallant blast ; 
And on the north, within the ring, 
Appear'd the form of England's King, 
Who then, a thousand leagues afar. 
In Palestine waged holy war : 
Yet arms hke England's did he wield. 
Alike the leopards in the shield. 
Alike his Syrian courser's frame. 
The rider's length of limb the same : 
Long afterwards did Scotland know, 
Fell Edwardf was her deadliest foe. 

XXIV. 

" The vision made our Monarch start. 
But soon he mann'd his noble heart. 
And in the first career they ran, 
The Elfin Knight fell, horse and man ; 
Yet did a splinter of his lance 
Through Alexander's visor glance, 

\Eidwatd 1 . ot 'E.tkiiS^A&d^camained Loogshanks. 
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And razed the skin — a puny wound. 
The King, light leaping to the ground. 
With naked blade his phantom foe 
Compell'd the future war to show. 
Of Largs he saw the glorious plain, 
Where still gigantic bones remain, 

Memorial of the Danish war ; 
Himself he saw, amid the field, 
On high his brandish'd war-axe wield, 

And strike proud Haco from his car, 
While all around the shadowy Kings 
Denmark's grim ravens cower'd their 

wings, 
"lis said, that, in that awful night. 
Remoter visions met his sight. 
Foreshowing future conquests far, 
When our sons' sons wage northern war ; 
A royal city, tower and spire. 
Redden' d the midnight sky with fire. 
And shouting crews her navy bore. 
Triumphant to the victor shore. 
Such signs may learned clerks explain, 
They pass the wit of simple swain. 

XXV. 

" The jojrful King tum'd home again, 
Headed his host, and quell'd the Dane ; 
But yearly, when return' d the night 
Of his strange combat with the sprite, 

His wound must bleed and smart ; 
Lord Gi£ford then would gibing say, 
' Bold as jre were, my liege, ye pay 

The penance of jrour start' 
Long since, beneath Dunfermline's nave, 
King Alexander fills his grave, 

Our Lady give him rest 1 
Yet still the knightly spear and shield 
The Elfin Warrior doth wield, 

Upon the brown hill's breast ;* 
And many aknight hath proved his chance, 
In the cbiarm'd ring to break a lance. 

But all have foully sped ; 
Save two, as^egends tell, and they 
Were Wallace vright, and Gilbert Hay. — 

Gentles, my tale is said." 

XXVI. 

The quaighsf were deep, the liquor strong, 
And on the tale the yeoman-throng 
Had made a comment sage and long. 

But Marmion gave a sign : 
And, with their lord, the squires retire ; 
The rest, around the hostel fire, 

Their drowsy limbs recline : 
For pillow, underneath each head. 
The quiver and the targe were laid. 
Deep slumbering on the hostel floor, 
Oppress'd with toil and ale, they snore : 
The dying flame, in fitful change. 
Threw on the group its shadows strange. 
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XXVII. 
Apart, and nestling in the hay 
Of a waste loft, Fitz-Eustace lay ; 
Scarce, by the pale moonlight, were seen 
The foldings of his mantle green : 
Lightly he dreamt, as youth will dream, 
Of sport by thicket, or by stream. 
Of hawk or hound, of ring or glove. 
Or, lighter yet, of lady's love. 
A cautious tread his slumber broke, 
And, close beside him, when he woke. 
In moonbeam half, and half in gloom. 
Stood a tall form, with nodding plume ; 
But, ere his dagger Eustace drew. 
His master Marmion's voice he knew. — 

XXVIII. 

" Fitz-Eustace ! rise, I cannot rest ; — 
Yon churl's wild legend haimtsmy breast, 
And graver thoughts have chafed my 

mood: 
The air must cool my feverish blood ; 
And fain would I ride forth, to see 
The scene of elfin chivalry. 
Arise, and saddle me my steed ; 
And, gentle Eustace, take good heed 
Thou dost not rouse these droMrsy slaves ; 
I would not that the prating knaves 
Had cause for saying, o'er their ale. 
That I could credit such a tale."— 
Then softly down the steps they slid ; 
Eustace the stable door undid. 
And, darkling, Marmion's steed array'd, 
While, whispering, thus the Baron said: — 

XXIX. 

" Did'st never, good my youth, hear tell, 

That on the hour when I was bom. 
Saint George, who graced my sire's 

chapelle, 
Down itoTd his steed of marble fell, 

A weary wight forlorn? 
The flattering chaplains all agree. 
The champion left his steed to me. 
I would, the omen's truth to show. 
That I could meet this Elfin Foe 1 
Blithe would I battle, for the right 
To ask one question at the sprite : — 
Vain thought 1 for elves, if elves there be, 
An empty race, by fount or sea. 
To dashing waters dance and sing, 
Or round the green oak wheel their ring." 
Thus speaking, he his steed bestrode, 
And from the hostel slowly rode. 

XXX. 

Fitz-Eustace followed him abroad. 
And mark'd him pace the village road. 
And listen'd to his horse's tramp. 

Till, by the lessening sound. 
He judged that ot l\ie P\c\Ss\i coks^ 
Lord MaimioTi 8o\ig|h\. VXie ToxmSu 
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Wonder it seem'd, in the squire's eyes, 
That one, so wary held, and wise, — 
Of whom 'twas said, he scarce received" 
For gospel, what the Church believed,— 

Should, stirr'd by idle tale, 
Ride forth in silence of the night. 
As hoping half to meet a sprite, 

Array'd in plate and mail. 
For little did Fitz-Eustace know. 
That passions, in contending flow. 

Unfix the strongest mind ; 
Wearied from doubt to doubt to flee. 
We welcome fond credulity. 

Guide confident, though blind. 

XXXI. 

Little for this Fitz-Eustace cared. 
But, patient, waited till he heard. 
At distance, prick'd to utmost speed, 
The foot-tramp of a flying steed, 

Come townward rushing on ; 
First, dead, as if on turf it trode. 
Then, clattering on the village road, — 
In other pace than forth he yode,i* 

Retum'd Lord Marmion. 
Down hastily he sprung from selle. 
And, in his haste, wellnigh he fell ; 
To the squire's hand the rein he threw. 
And spoke no word as he withdiew : 
But yet the moonlight did betray. 
The falcon-crest was soil'd with clay ; 
And plainly might Fitz-Eustace sed. 
By stains upon the charger's knee. 
And his left side, that on the moor 
He had not kept his footing siu"e. 
Long musing on these wondrous signs. 
At length to rest the squire reclines, 
Broken and short ; for still, between. 
Would dreams of terror intervene : 
Eustace did ne'er so blithely mark 
The first notes of the morning lark. 



INTRODUCTION TO CANTO 
FOURTH. 

TO JAMES SKENE, ESQ. 

Ashes tie I t Et trick Forest, 

An ancient Minstrel sagely said, 
"Where is the life which late we led?" 
That motley clown in Arden wood, 
Whom humorous Jaques with envy view'd, 
Not even that clown could amplify. 
On this trite text, so long as I. 
Eleven years we now may tell. 
Since we have known each other well ; 
Since, riding side by side, our hand 
First drew the voluntary brand ; 
And sure, through many a varied scene, 
Vnkindness never came between. 
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Away these wingM years have flown, 
To join the mass of ages gone ; 
And though deep mark'd, like all below, 
With chequer'd shades of joy and woe; 
Though thou o'er realms and seas hast 

ranged, 
Mark'd cities lost, and empires changed, 
While here, at home, my narrower ken 
Somewhat of manners saw, and men ; 
Though varying wishes, hopes, and fears 
Fever'd the progress of these years. 
Yet now, days, weeks, and months but 
The recollection of a dream, [seem 

So still we glide down to the sea 
Of fathomless eternity. 

Even now it scarcely seems a day. 
Since first I tuned this idle lay ; 
A task so often thrown aside. 
When leisure graver cares denied. 
That now, November's dreary gale, 
Whose voice inspired my opening tale, 
That same November gale once more 
Whirls the dry leaves on Yarrow shore. 
Their vex'd boughs streaming to the sky, 
Once more oiu: naked birches sigh. 
And Blackhouse heights, and Ettrick Pen, 
Have donn'd their wintry shrouds again : 
And mountain dark, and flooded m^xl. 
Bid us forsake the banks of Tweed. 
Earlier than won't along the sky, 
Mix'd with the rack, the snow mists fly ; 
The shepherd, who in summer sun, 
Had something of our envy won. 
As thou with pencil, I with pen. 
The features traced of hill and glen ;— 
He who, outstretch'd the hvelong day. 
At ease among the heath-flowers lay, 
View'd the light clouds with vacant look, 
Or slumber'd o'er his tatter'd book. 
Or idly busied him to guide 
His angle o'er the lessen'd tide ; — 
At midnight now, the snowy plain 
Finds sterner labour for the swain. 

When red hath set the beamless sun. 
Through heavy vapours dark and dun ; 
When the tired ploughman, dry and warm. 
Hears, half asleep, the rising storm 
Hurling the hail, and sleeted rain. 
Against the casement's tinkling pane ; 
The sounds that drive wild deer, and fox, 
To shelter in the brake and rocks. 
Are warnings which the shepherd ask 
To dismal and to dangerous task. 
Oft he looks forth, and hopes, in vain. 
The blast may sink in mellowing rain ; 
Till, dark above, and white below. 
Decided drives the flaky snow, 
\ And f ar\.\i \\v^ \i«t4>j s^w:^ vxvvjst ^o^ 
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Long, with dejected look and whine, 
To leave the hearth his dogs repine ; 
Whistling and cheering them to aid, 
Around his back he wreathes the plaid : 
His flock he gathers, and he guides. 
To open downs, and mountain sides, 
Where, fiercest though the tempest blow, 
Least deeply lies the drift below. 
The blast, that whistles o'er the fells. 
Stiffens his locks to icicles ; 
Oft he looks back, while streaming far, 
His cottage window seems a star, — 
Loses its feeble gleam, — and then 
Toms patient to the blast again, 
And, £acing to the tempest's sweep. 
Drives through the gloom his lagging 
If fails his heart, if his limbs fail, [sheep. 
Beniunbing death is in the gale : 
His paths, his landmarks, all unknown. 
Close to the hut no more his own, 
Gose to the aid he sought in vain, 
The mom may find the stiffeu'd swain : * 
The widow sees, at dawning pale. 
His orphans raise their feeble waH ; 
And, close beside him, in the snow, 
Poor Yarrow, partner of their woe. 
Couches upon his master's breast, 
And licks his cheek to break his rest. 

Who envies now the shepherd's lot, 
His health/tare, his rural cot, 
His summer couch by greenwood tree. 
His rustic kirn's t loud revelry, 
His native hill-notes, tuned on high. 
To Marion of the blithesome eye ; 
His crook, his scrip, his oaten reed, 
And all Arcadia's golden creed? 

Changes not so with us, my Skene, 
Of human life the varying scene? 
Our youthful summer oft we see 
Dance by on wings of game and glee, 
While the dark storm reserves its rage, 
Against the winter of our age : 
As he, the ancient Chief of Troy, 
His manhood spent in peace and joy ; 
But Grecian fires, and loud alarms, 
Call'd ancient Priam forth to arms. 
Then happy those, since each must drain 
His share of pleasure, share of pain, — 
Then happy those, beloved of Heaven, 
To whom the mingled cup is given ; 
Whose lenient sorrows find rehef, 
Whose joys are chasten'd by their grief. 
And such a lot, my Skene, was thine. 
When thou of late were doom'd to twine, -— 
Just when thy bridal hour was by, — 
The cypress with the myrtle tie. 
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Just on thy bride her Sire had smiled, 
And bless'd the union of his child, 
When love must change its joyous cheer. 
And wipe affection's filial tear. 
Nor did the actions next his end, 
Speak more the father than the friend : 
Scarce had lamented Forbes* paid 
The tribute to his Minstrel's shade ; 
The tale of friendship scarce was told, 
Ere the narrator's heart was cold — 
Far may we search before we find 
A heart so manly and so kind ! 
But not around his honour'd urn, 
Shall friends alone and kindred mourn ; 
The thousand eyes his care had dried, 
Pour at his name a bitter tide ; 
And frequent falls the grateful dew, 
For benefits the world ne'er knew. 
If mortal charity dare claim 
The Almighty's attributed name, 
Inscribe above his mouldering clay, 
"The widow's shield, the orphan's stay." 
Nor, though it wake thy sorrow, deem 
My verse intrudes on this sad theme ; 
For sacred was the pen that wrote, 
"Thy father's friend forget thou not :" 
And grateful title may I plead, 
For many a kindly word and deed, 
To bring my tribute to his grave : — 
'Tis little— but 'tis all I have. 

To thee, perchance, this rambling strain 
Recalls our summer walks again ; 
When, doing nought, — and, to speak true. 
Not anxious to find aught to do, — 
The wild unbounded hills we ranged, 
While oft our talk its topic changed, 
And, desultory as our way, 
Ranged, unconfined, from grave to gay. 
Even when it flagg'd, as oft will chance. 
No effort made to break its trance, 
We could right pleasantly pursue 
Our sports in social silence too ; 
Thou gravely laboiuing to pourtray 
The blighted oak's fantastic spray ; 
I spelling o'er, with much delight, 
The legend of that antique knight, 
Tirante by name, yclep'd the White. 
At cither's feet a trusty squire, 
Pandour and Camp.f with eyes of fire, 
Jealous, each other's motions view'd. 
And scarce suppress'd their ancient feud. 
The laverock whistled from the cloud ; 
The stream was lively, but not loud ; 
From the white thorn the May-flower shed 
Its dewy fragrance round our head : 
Not Ariel lived more merrily 
Under the blossom'd bough, than we. 
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And blithesome nights, too, have been 

"When Winter stript the summer's bowers. 
Careless we heard, what now I bear, 
The wiJd blast sighing deep and drear, 
Wbea fires were bright, and lamps beam 'd 
And ladies tuned the lovely lay ; [gay, 
And he was held a laggard soul. 
Who shunned to quaff the sparkling bowl. 
Then he, whose absence we deplora, 
Who breathes the gales of Devoo's shore. 
The longer miss'd, bewail'd Ihe more ; 
And thou, and I, and dear loved Rae, 
And one whosB name I may not aay,— 
For not Mimosa's tender tree 
Shrinks sooner from the touch than he,— 
In merry chorus well combined, 
"Wi th laughter drown'dthe whi stling wi ad . 
Mirth was within; and Care without 
Might gnaw her nails lo hear our shout 
Not but amid the buiom scene 

Of the good horse that bore him best, 
His shoulder, hoof, and arching crest : 
For, like mad Tom's, our chiefest care. 
Was horse to ride, and weapoo wear. 
Such nights we've had ; and, though the 
Of manhood be rnoresoberlame, Tgame 
And though the field-day, or the drill, 
Seem less important now— yet still 
Such may we hope lo share again. 
The sprightly thought inspires my strain! 

Loid Maimion's march I thus renew. 



CANTO FOURTH, 



Eustace, I said, did bhthely marit 
The first notes of the merry lark. 
The lark sang shrill, ihe cock he crew, 
And loudly Marmion's bugles blew. 
And with their light and lively call. 
Brought groom and yeoman to the stall. 
Whistling they came, and free of heart, 

But soon their mood svas changed ; 
Complaint was heard on every part, 
or something disarranged. 
Some clamonr-d loud for armour lost ; 
Some brawl'd and wrangled with the host ; 
•' By Beckct's bones," cried one " I fear. 
That some false Soot has stolen my 
speati"— [squire. 

Young Blount, I^rd Marmion's second 
Found his steed wet with sweat and mire; 
AJthougb tbs r^ted horse-boy sware, 
I-asi niffJit be dress'd bitn siBek.taiitB.iT. 



While chafed the impatient squire like 

Old Hubert shouts, in fear and wonder, — 
" Help, gentle BlountI help, comrades alll 
fievis lies dying in his stall : 
To Marmion who the plight dare tell. 
Of the good steed he loves so well ? " 
Gaping for fear and ruth, they saw 
The charger panting on his straw ; 
Till one, who would seem wisest, cried— 
■■ What else but evil could bedde. 
With iliai cursed Palmer for our guide? 
Better we had through mire and bush 



Been loatem-lec 



,»H. 



Fiti^Eustnce, who the cause but guess'd. 
Nor wholly understood, Qiress'd; 

His comrades' clamorous plninis sup- 
He knew Lord Marmion s mood. 
Him, ere he issued forth, he sought. 
And found deep plunged in gloomy 
And did bis tale display [Ihoughi, 
Simply as if he knew of nought 
To cause such disarray. 
Lord Marmion gave alleniion cold. 
Nor maxveU'd at the wonders told,— 
Pass'd them as accidents of course. 
And bade his clarions sound to horse. 



Young Henry Blount, meanwhile, the cost 
Had reckon'd with their Scottish host ; 
And, as the charge he cast and paid, 
" ni thou deserv St thy hire," he said; 
"Doslsee, thou knave, my home's plight ? 
Fairies have ridden him all the night, 



Andle 



:t that 



onjuring band. 



With English cross, andblaiii.g brand, 
Shall drive the devils from this land. 

To their infernal home: 
For in this haunted den, I (row. 
All tiighl they trample to and fro." — 
The laughing host look'd on the hire, — 
" Gramercy, gentle southern squire, 
And if thou eomest among the rest. 
With Scottish broadsword to be blest, 
Sharp be the brand, and sure the blow, 
And short the jsing to undergo." 
Here stay'dlheir talk,— for Marmion 



The green-sward way was smooth and 
good, [wood; 

Through Humbie's and through SJloun's 
A forest glade, which, varying still, 
Here gase a. wdi q( dale and bill, 
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There narrower closed, till oYer-head 
A vaulted screen the branches made. 
"A pleasant path," Fits-Eustace said ; 
"Such as where errant-knights might see 
Adyentures of high chivalry; 
Might meet some damsel flying fast, 
With hair unbound, and looks aghast ; 
And smooth and level course were here, 
In her defence to break a spear. 
Here, too, are twilight nooks and dells ; 
And oft, in such, the story tells, 
The damsel kind, from danger freed. 
Did ffmiefvl pay her champion's meed." 
He spoke to cheer Lord Marmion's mind: 
Perchance to show his lore design'd ; 

For Eustace much had pored 
Upon a huge romantic tome. 
In the hall window of his home, 
Imprinted at the antique dome 

Of Caxton, or De Worde. 
Therefore he spoke, — ^but spoke in vain. 
For Marmion answer'd nought again. 

V. 

Now sudden, distant trumpets shrill. 
In notes prolong'd by wood and hill. 

Were heard to echo fax ; 
Each ready archer grasp'd his bow. 
But by the flourish soon they know, 

They breathed no point of war. 
Yet cautious, as in foeman's land, 
Lord Marmion's order speeds the band, 

Some opener ground to gain ; 
And scarce a furlong had they rode. 
When thinner trees, receding, show'd 

A little woodland plain. 
Just in that advantageous glade, 
fhe halting troop a une had made, 
As forth from the opposing shade 

Issued a gallant train. 

VI. 

First came the trumpets, at whose clang 
So late the forest echoes rang ; 
On prancing steeds they forward press'd. 
With scarlet mantle, azure vest ; 
'Each at his trump a banno: wore. 
Which Scotland's royal scutcheon bore: 
Heralds and piu^uivants, by name 
Bute, Islay, Marchmount, Rothsay, came, 
In painted tabards, proudly showing 
Gules, Argent, Or, and Azure glowing, 

Attendant on a King-at-arms, 
Whose hand the armorial truncheon held. 
That feudal strife had often quell' d. 

When wildest its alarms. 

VII. 

He was a man of middle age ; 
In aspect manly, grave, and sage. 
As on Kind's errand come ; 



But in the glances of his eye, 
A penetrating, keen, and sly 
Expression found its home ; 
The flash of that satiric rage, 
Which, bursting on the early stage. 
Branded the vices of the age. 

And broke the keys of Rome. 
On milk-white palfrey forth he paced ; 
His cap of maintenance was graced 

With the proud heron-plume. 
From his steed's shoulder, loin, and 
breast. 
Silk housings swept the ground. 
With Scotland's arms, device, and crest, 

Embroider'd round and round. 
The double tressure might you see, 

First by Achaius borne, 
The thistle and the fleur-de-lis. 
And gallant unicorn. 
So bright the King's armorial coat. 
That scarce the da^ed eye could note, 
In living colours, blazon' d brave, 
The Lion, which his title gave ; 
A train which well beseem 'd his state. 
But all unarm'd, around him wait. 
Still is th^ name in high account. 
And still thy verse has charms, 
Sir David Lindesay of the Mount, 
Lord Lion King-at-arms ! 

VIII. 

Down from his horse did Marmion spring. 

Soon as he saw the Lion-King ; 

For well the stately Baron knew 

To him such courtesy was due. 

Whom royal James himself had crown'd. 

And on his temples placed the round 

Of Scotland's ancient diadem : 
And wet his brow with hallow'd wine, 
And on his finger given to shine 

The emblematic gem. 
Their mutual greetings duly made, 
The Lion thus his message said : — [swore 
"Though Scotland's King hath deeply 
Ne'er to knit faith with Henry more. 
And strictly hath forbid resort 
From England to his royal court ; 
Yet, for he knows Lord Marmion's name, 
And honours much his warlike fame, 
My liege hath deem'd it shame, and lack 
Of courtesy, to turn him back ; 
And, by his order, I, yoiu" guide, 
Must lodging fit and fair provide, 
Till finds Kingjames meet time to see 
The flower of £Jnglish chivalry." 

IX. 

Though inly chafed at this delay. 
Lord Marmion bears it as he may. 
The Palmer, his mysterious guide, 
Beholding thus his place supplied, 
Sought to take \eave m Nawx*. 
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Strict was the Lion-King's command, 
That none who rode in Marmion's bauad 

Should sever from the train : 
"England has here enow of spies 
In Lady Heron's witching eyes : " 
To Marchmount thus, apart, he said, 
But fair pretext to Marmion made. 
The right-hand path they now decline. 
And trace against the stream the Tyne. 

X. 

At length up that wild dale they wind, 

Where Crichtoun Castle* crowns the 
For there the Lion's care assigned [bank ; 

A lodging meet for Marnnon's rank. 
That Castle rises on the steep 

Of the green vale of Tyne : 
And far beneath, where slow they creep. 
From pool to eddy, dark and deep. 
Where alders moist, and willows weep, 

You hear her streams repine. 
The towers in different ages rose ; 
Their various architectiu"e shows 

The builders' various hands ; 
A mighty mass, that could oppose, 
When deadliest hatred fired its foes, 

The vengeful Douglas bands. 

XI. 

Crichtoun 1 though now thy miry court 

But pens the lazy steer and sheep. 

Thy turrets rude, and totter'd Keep, 
Have been the minstrel's loved resort. 
Oft have I traced, within thy fort. 

Of mouldering shields the mystic sense, 

Scutcheons of honour, or pretence, 
Quarter'd in old armorial sort. 

Remains of rude magnificence. 
Nor wholly yet had time defaced 

Thy lordly gallery fair ; 
Nor yet the stony cord unbraced, 
Whose twisted knots, with roses laced. 

Adorn thy ruin'd stair. 
Still rises unimpair'd below, 
The court-yard's graceful portico ; 
Above its cornice, row and row 

Of fair hewn facets richly show 
Their pointed diamond form, 

Though there but houseless cattle go. 
To shield them from the storm. 

And, shuddering, still may we explore. 
Where oft whilom were captives pent. 

The darkness of thy Massy More ;t 
Or, from thy grass-grown battlement. 
May trace, in undulating line. 
The sluggish mazes of the Tyne. 

XII. 

Another aspect Crichtoun show'd. 
As through its portal Marmion rode ; 

/ The pit, or prison vault. — See Note to 
Stanza X, 



But yet 'twas melancholy state 
Received him at the outer gate ; 
For none were in the Castle then. 
But women, boys, or agM men. 
With eyes scarce dried, the sorrowingdame. 
To welcome noble Marmion, came ; 
Her son, a stripling twelve years old, 
ProfFer'd the Baron's rein to hold ; 
For each man that could draw a sword 
Had march'd that morning with their lord, 
Earl Adam Hepburn, — ^he who died 
On Flodden, by his sovereign's side.* 
Long may his Lady look in vain ! 
She ne'er shall see his gallant train 
Come sweeping back through Crichtoun- 

Dean. 
'Twas a brave race, before the name 
Of hated Bothwell stain'd their fame. 

XIII. 

And here two days did Marmion rest. 
With every rite that honour claims. 
Attended as the King's own guest ; — 
Such the command of Royal James, 
Who marshall'd then his land's array, 
Upon the Borough-moor that lay. 
Perchance he would not foeman's eye 
Upon his gathering host should pry, 
Till full prepared was every band 
To march against the English land.' 
Here while they dwelt, did Lindesay's wit 
Oft cheer the Baron's moodier fit ; 
And, in his turn, he knew to prize [wise, — 
Lord Marmion's powerful mind, and 
Train'd in the lore of Rome and Greece, 
And policies of war and peace. 

XIV. 

It chanced, as fell the second night. 

That on the battlements they waUc'd, 
And, by the slowly fading light. 

Of varying topics talk'd ; 
And, unaware, the Herald-bard 
Said, Marmion might his toil have spared. 

In travelling so Tslt ; 
For that a messenger from heaven 
In vain to James had counsel given 

Against the English war ;* 
And, closer question'd, thus he told 
A tale, which chronicles of old 
In Scottish story have enroll'd : — 

XV. 

SIR DAVID lindesay's TALE. 

"Of all the palaces so fair. 

Built for the royal dwelling. 
In Scotland, far beyond compare, 

Linlithgow is excelling ; 
And in its park, in jovial June, 
How sweet the merry linnet's tune, 

Hovj bWXYve \Yv& blackbird's lay ! 
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The wild-buck bells* from ferny brake, 
Ttie coot dives merry od the k^e ; 
The saddest heart might pleasure take 

To see all nature gay. 
But June is, to our Sovereign dear, 
The heaviest month in all the year : 
Too well his cause of grief you know, 
June saw his father's overthrow.* 
Woe to the traitors, w^o could bring 
The princely boy against his King I 
Still in his conscience burns the sting. 
In offices as strict as Lent, 
King James's June is ever spent. 

XVI. 
"When last this ruthful month was come, 
And in Linlithgow's holy dome 

The King, as wont, was pra)ring ; 
While, for his royal father's soul, 
The chanters simg, the bells did toll. 

The Bishop mass was saying — 
For now the year brought round again 
The day the luckless king was slain — 
In Katharine's aisle the Monarch knelt, 
With sadccloth-shirt and iron belt. 

And eyes with sorrow streaming ; 
Around him, in their stalls of state. 
The Thistle's Knight-Companions sate. 

Their banners o'er them beaming. 
I too was there, and< sooth to tell, 
Bedeafen'd with theyangling knell. 
Was watching where the sunbeams fell. 

Through the stained casement gleaming; 
But, while I mark'd what next befel. 

It seem'd as I were dreaming. 
Stepp'd from the crowd a ghostly wight, 
In azure gown, with cincture white ; 
His forehead bald, his head was bare, 
Down hung at length his yellow hair. — 
Now, mock me not, when, good my Lord, 
I pledge to you my knightly word, 
That, when I saw his placid grace. 
His simple majesty of face. 
His solemn bearing, and his pace 

So stately gliding on, 
Seem'd to me ne'er did limner paint 
So just an image of the Saint, 
Who propp'd the Virgin in her faint, — 

The loved Apostle John 1 

XVII. 

"He stepp'd before the Monarch's chair, 
And stood with rustic plainness there, 

And little reverence made ; 
Nor head, nor body, bow'd nor bent, 
But on the desk his arm he leant. 

And words hke these he said. 
In a low voice — ^but never tone [bone : — 
So thrill'd through vein, and nerve, and 
'My mother sent me from afar. 
Sir King, to warn thee not to war, — 

Woe waits on thine array; 



If war thou wilt, of woman fair. 
Her witching wiles and wanton snare, 
James Stuart, doubly wam'd, beware: 
God keep thee as He may 1 ' [seek 

The wondering Monarch seem d to 

For answer, and found none ; 
And when he raised his head to speak, 
The monitor was gone. 
The Marshal and myself had cast 
To stop him as he outward pass'd ; 
But, lighter than the whirlwind's blast, 

He vanish'd from our eyes, 
Like sunbeam on the billow cast, 
That glances but, and dies." 

XVIII. 

While Lindesay told his marvel strange. 
The twilight was so pale, [change. 

He mark'd not Marmion's colour 
While listening to the tale ; 

But, after a suspended pause, 

The Baron spoke : — "Of Nature's laws 
So strong I held the force, 

That never superhuman cause 
Could e'er control their course, [aim 
And, three days since, had judged your 
Was but to make your guest your game. 
But I have seen, since past the Tweed, 
What much has changed my sceptic creed. 
And made me credit aught — " He staid. 
And seem'd to wish his words unsaid : 
But, by that strong emotion press' d. 
Which prompts us to unload our breast, 

Even when discovery's pain. 
To Lindesay did at length unfold 
The tale his village host had told. 

At Gifford, to his train. 
Nought of the Palmer says he there, 
And nought of Constance, or of Clare ; 
The thoughts which broke his sleep, he 

seems, 
To mention but as feverish dreams. 

XIX. 

" In vain," said he, "to rest I spread 
My burning limbs, and couch'd my head ; 

Fantastic thoughts retum'd ; 
And, by their wild dominion led. 

My heart within me bum'd. 
So sore was the delirious goad, 
I took my steed, and forth I rode. 
And, as the moon shone bright and cold, 
Soon reach'd the camp upon the wold. 
The southern entrance I pass'd through, 
And halted, and my bugle blew. 
Methought an answer met my ear, — 
Yet was the blast so low and drear, 
So hollow, and so faintly blown, 
It might be echo of my own. 

XX. 
" Thus judging, for a little space 
I listen' d, ere 1 leU lV\e pV^ce-^ 
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But scarce could trust my eyes, 
Nor yet can think they served me true, 
When sudden in the ring I view, 
In form distinct of shape and hue, 

A mounted champion rise. — 
I've fought, Lord-Lion, many a day, 
In single fight, and mix'd afiray, 
And ever, I myself may say, 

Have borne me as a knight ; 
But when this imexpected foe 
Seem'd starting from the gulf below, — 
I care not though the truth I show, — 

I trembled with affright ; 
And as I placed in rest my spear, 
My hand so shook for very fear, 

I scarce could couch it right. 

XXI. 

*• Why need my tongue the issue tell? 
We ran our course, — my charger fell ; — 
What could he 'gainst the shodk of hell? — 

I roll'd upon the plain. [hand, 

High o'er my head, with threatening 
The spectre shook his naked brand, — 

Yet did the worst remain : 
My dazzled eyes I upward cast, — 
Not opening hell itself could blast 

Their sight, like what I saw I 
Full on his face the moonbeam strook, — 
A face could never be mistook 1 
I knew the stem vindictive look. 

And held my breath for awe. 
I saw the face of one who, fled 
To foreign climes, has long been dead, — 

I well believe the last ; 
For ne'er, from vizor raised, did stare 
A human warrior, with a glare 

So grimly and so ghast. 
Thrice o'er my head he shook the blade ; 
But when to good Saint George I pray'd 
(The first time e'er I ask'd his aid). 

He plunged it in the sheath ; 
And, on his courser mounting light. 
He seem'd to vanish from my sight : 
The moonbeam dropp'd, and deepest 

Sunk down upon the heath. — [night 

'Twere long to tell what cause I have 
To know his face, that met me there, 

Call'd by his hatred from the grave. 
To cumber upper air: 
Dead or alive, good cause had he 
To be my mortal enemy." 

XXII. 

Marvell'd Sir David of the Mount ; 
Then, learn'd in story, 'gan recount 

Such chance had happ'd of old. 
When once, near Norham, there did fight 
A spectre fell of fiendish might. 
In likeness of a Scottish knight, 
With Brian Bulmer bold. 



And train'd him nigh to disallow 
The aid of his baptismal vow. 
"And such a phantom, too, 'tis said, 
With Highland broadsword, targe, and 

And fingers red with gore, [plaid, 

Is seen in Rothiemurcus glade, 
Or where the sable pine-trees shade 
Dark Tomantoul and Auchnaslaid, 

Dromouchty, or Glenmore.+ 
And yet, whate'er such legends say, 
Of warlike demon, ghost, or fay, 

On mountain, moor, or plain, 
Spotless in faith, in bosom bold. 
True son of chivaliy should hold 

These midnight terrors vain ; 
For seldom have such spirits power 
To harm, save in the evil hour. 
When guilt we meditate within. 
Or harboiu: unrepented sin." — 
Lord Marmion tum'd him half aside, 
And twice to clear his voice he tried, 

Then press'd Sir David's hand, — 
But nought, at length, in answer said ; 
And here their farther converse staid, 

Each ordering that his band 
Should bowne them with the rising day. 
To Scotland's camp to take their way, — 

Such was the King's command. 

XXIII. 

Early they took Dun-Edin's road. 
And I could trace each step they trode : 
Hill, brook, nor dell, nor rock, nor stone. 
Lies on the path to me unknown. 
Much might it boast of storied lore; 
But, passing such digression o'er, 
Sufiice it that the route was laid 
Across the furzy hills of Braid. 
They pass'd the glen and scanty rill. 
And climb' d the opix>sing bank, until 
They gain'd the top of Blackford HilL 

XXIV. 

Blackford 1 on whose uncultured breast. 

Among the broom, and thorn, and 
A truant boy, I sought the nest, [whin, 
Or listed, as I lay at rest. 

While rose, on breezes thin, 
The murmur of the city crowd. 
And, from his steeple jangling loud. 

Saint Giles's mingling din. 
Now, from the summit to the plain, 
Waves all the hill with yellow grain ; 

And o'er the landscape as I look. 
Nought do I see unchanged remain. 

Save the rude cliffs and chiming brook. 
To me they make a heavy moan. 
Of early friendships past and gone. 



t See the traditions concerning the spectre 
called Lhamdearg^ or Bloody-hand, in a note 
^ on Canto 111 . , ^xao^zai xx.v. 
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XXV. 

ferent far the change has been, 

\ Mannion, from the crown 

skfoid, saw that martial scene 

1 the bent so brown : 

ind pavilions, white as snow, 

all the Borough-moor below,* 

sd, and dale, and down : — 

sand, did I say? I ween, 

inds on thousands there were seen, 

lequer'd all the heath between 

streamlet and the town ; 

sing ranks extending far, 

g a camp irregular ; 

ing way, where still there stood 

elics of the old oak wood, 

arkly huge did intervene, 

ned the glaring white with green : 

e extended lines there lay 

iai kingdom's vast array. 

XXVL 

m Hebudes, dark with rain, 
:em Lodon's fertile plain, 
)m the southern Redswire edge, 
best Rosse's rocky ledge ; 
rest to east, from south to north, 
d sent all her warriors forth. 
}n might hear the mingled hum 
iads up the mountain come ; 
rses' tramp, and tingling clank, 
chiefs review'd their vassal rank, 
chaiger's shrilling neigh ; 
i the shifting lines advance, 
frequent flash'd, from shield and 
sun's reflected ray. [lance, 

XXVII. 

sling in the morning air, 
eatbs of failing smoke declare 
ters now the brands decay'd, 
:he night-watch their fires had made, 
iw, slow rolling on the plain, 
my a baggage-cart and wain, 
re artillery's clumsy car, 
gish oxen tugg'd to war ; 
jre were Borthwick's Sisters Seven,+ 
Iverins which France had given, 
n'd gift I the guns remain 
aqueror's spoil on Flodden plain. 

XXVIII. 

irk'd they less, where in the air 
sand streamers flaunted fair ; 
>us in shape, device, and hue, 
tt, sanguine, purple, red, and blue, 
narrow, swallow-tail'd, and square, 
pennon, pensil, bandrol,:]: there 
Uie pavilions flew. 



en calverins so called, cast by one 

li of these feudal ensigns intimated the 
: rank of those entitiea fo display them. 



Highest and midmost, was descried 
The royal banner floating wide ; [straight. 
The staff, a pine-tree, strong and 
Pitch'd deeply in a massive stone, 
Which still in memory is shown. 
Yet bent beneath the standard's weight 
Whene'er the western wind unroll'd, 
With toil, the huge and cimibrous 
And gave to view the dazzling field, [fold, 
Where, in proud Scotland's royal shield. 
The ruddy lion ramp'd in gold.* 

XXIX. 

Lord Marmion view'd the landscape 

bright,— 
He view'd it with a chief's delight, — 

Until within him bum'd his heart. 

And lightning from his eye did part, 
As on the battle-day ; 

Such glance did falcon never dart. 
When stooping on his prey. 
"Oh I well, Lord-Lion, hast thou said. 
Thy King from warfare to dissuade 

Were but a vain essay : 
For, by Saint George, were that host mine, 
Not power infernal nor divine, 
Shoiild once to peace my soul incline. 
Till I had dimm'd their armour's shine 

In glorious battle-fray I " 
Answer' d the Bard, of milder mood : 
"Fair is the sight, — and yet 'twere good, 

That kings would think withal, 
When peace and wealth their land has 
'Tis better to sit still at rest, [bless' d. 

Than rise, perchance to fall." 

XXX. 

Still on the spot Lord Marmion stay'd, 
For fairer scene he ne'er survey' d. 
When sated with the martial show 
That peopled all the plain below. 
The wandering eye could o'er it go. 
And mark the distant city glow 

With gloomy splendour red ; [slow. 
For on the smoke-wreaths, huge and 
That round her sable turrets flow. 
The morning beams were shed. 
And tinged them with a lustre proud. 
Like that which streaks a thunder-cloud. 
Such dusky grandeur clothed the height. 
Where the huge Castle holds its state. 

And all the steep slope down, 
Whose ridgy back heaves to the sky. 
Piled deep and massy, close and high, 

Mine own romantic town ! 
But northward far, with purer blaze, 
On Ochil mountains fell the rays, 
And as each heathy top they kiss'd. 
It gleam'd a purple amethyst. 
Yonder the shores of Fife you saw ; 
Here Preston-Bay and Berwick-Law \ 
And, broad between \\iem icJ^Xd* 
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The gallant Frith the eye might note, 
Whose islands on its bosom float, 

Like emeralds chased in gold. 
Fitz-Eustace' heart felt closely pent; 
As if to give his rapture vent, 
The spur he to his charger lent, 

And raised his bridle hand. 
And, making demi-volte in air, 
Cried, "Where's the coward that would 

To fight for such a land?" [not dare 
The Lindesay smiled his joy to see ; 
Nor Marmion's frown repress'd his glee. 

XXXI. 

Thus while they look'd, a flourish proud. 
Where mingled trump, and clarion loud. 

And fife, and kettle-drum, 
And sackbut deep, and psaltery. 
And war-pipe with discordant cry, 
And cymbal clattering to the sky. 
Making wild music bold and high, 

Did up the mountain come ; 
The whilst the bells, with distant chime, 
Merrily told the hour of prime. 

And thus the Lindesay spoke : 
"Thus clamour still the war-notes when 
The King to mass his way has ta'en. 
Or to St. Katharine's of Sienne, 

Or Chapel of Saint Rocque. 
To you they speak of martial fame : 
But me remind of peaceful game, 

When blither was their cheer, 
Thrilling in Falkland-woods the air. 
In signal none his steed should spare, 
But strive which foremost might repair 

To the downfall of the deer. 

XXXTI. 

••Nor less," he said, — "when looking 
I view yon Empress of the North [forth. 

Sit on her hilly throne; 
Her palace's imperial bowers, 
Her castle, proof to hostile powers. 
Her stately halls and holy towers — 

Nor less," he said, *• I moan. 
To think what woe mischance may bring, 
And how these merry bells may ring 
The death-dirge of our gallant King ; 

Or with the larum call 
The burghers forth to watch and ward, 
'Gainst southern sack and fires to guard 

Dun-Edin's leaguer'd wall. — 
But not for my presaging thought. 
Dream conquest sure, or cheaply bought 1 

Lord Marmion, I say nay : 
God is the g^der of the field. 
He breaks the champion's spear and 

But thou thyself shalt say, shield, — 
When joins yon host in deadly stowre, 
That England s dames must weep in bower. 

Her monks the death-mass sing ; 



For never saw'st thou such a power 

Led on by such a King." — 
And now, down winding to the plain. 
The barriers of the camp they gain, 

And there they made a stay. — 
There stays the Minstrel, till he fling 
His hajid o'er every Border string. 
And fit his harp, the pomp to sing 
Of Scotland's ancient Court and King, 
In the succeeding lay. 



INTRODUCTION TO CANTO 
FIFTH. 

TO GBORGB ELLIS, ESQ. 

Edinburgh. 

When dark December glooms the day. 
And takes our autumn joys away ; 
When short and scant the sunbeam throws. 
Upon the weary waste of snows, 
A cold and profitless regard. 
Like patron on a needy bard ; 
When sylvan occupation's done. 
And o'er the chimney rests the gun. 
And hang, in idle trophy, near, 
The game-pouch, fislung-rod, and spear; 
When wiry terrier, rough and grim, 
And greyhound, with lus length of limb. 
And pointer, now employ'd no more, 
Cumber our parlour's narrow floor; 
When in his stall the impatient steed 
Is long condemn'd to rest and feed ; 
When from our snow-encircled home, 
Scarce cares the hardiest step to roam, 
Since path is none, save that to bring 
The needful water from the spring ; 
When wrinkled news-page, thrice conn'd 
Beg^les the dreary hour no more, [o'er. 
And darkling politician, cross'd. 
Inveighs against the lingering post. 
And answering housewife sore complains 
Of carriers' snow-impeded wains ; — 
When such the country cheer, I come, 
Well pleased, to seek our city home ; 
For converse, and for books, to change 
The Forest's melancholy range. 
And welcome, with renew'd delight, 
The busy day and social night. 

Not here need my desponding rhyme 
Lament the ravages of time. 
As erst by Newark's riven towers, 
And Ettrick stripp'd of forest bowers. 
True, — Caledonia's Queen is changed,* 
Since on her dusky summit ranged, 
Within its steepy umits pent. 
By bulwark, line, and battlement, 
And flanking towers, and laky flood, 
\ Guaxded and garrison'd she stood, 
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mg entrance or resort, 
It each tall embattled port ; 
: whose arch, suspended, hung 
iiUis spiked with iron prong, 
long is gone, — ^but not so long 
early closed, and opening late, 
IS revolved the studded gate, 
e task, from eve to morning tide, 
ket churlishly supplied. 
then, and steel-girt was thy brow, 
Sdin 1 O, how altered now, 
. safe amid thy mountain court 
sit'st, like Empress at her sport, 
iberal, unconfined, and free, 
Dg thy white arras to the sea, 
\y dark cloud, with umber'd lower, 
liimg o'er clifiT, and lake, and tower, 
gleam'st against the western ray 
lonsand lines of brighter day. 

she, the Championess of old, 
snser's magic tale enroU'd, — 
yc the charmed speax renown'd, 
1 forced each knight to kiss the 
xnmd, — 

le morechanged when, placed at rest, 
time she was Malbecco's guest, f 
ive to flow her maiden vest ; 
from the corslet's grasp relieved, 
3 the sight her bosom heaved ; 
was her blue eye's modest smile, 
idden by the aventayle ; 
own her shoulders graceful roll'd 
cks profuse, of paly gold. 
rho whilom, in midnight fight, 
larvell'd at her matchless might, 
8 her maiden charms approved, 
aking liked, slnd liking loved, 
g^ht could jealous pangs beguile, 
larm Malbecco's cares a while ; 
5, the wandering Squire of Dames, 
: his Columbella';5 claims, 
ission, erst unknown, could gain 
east of blunt Sir Satyrane ; 
nst light Paridel advance, 
s he was, a looser glance, 
irm'd, at once, and tamed the heart, 
parable Britomarte 1 

lou, fair City 1 disarra/d 

tied wall, and rampart's aid, 

ely seem 'st, but lovelier far 

n that panoply of war. 

em that from thy fenceless throne 

th and security are flown ; 

s of yore. Queen of the North 1 

nst thou send thy children forth. 

eadier at alarm-bell's call 

osiers rose to man thy wall. 

The Fairy Queen,' ' Book UL, Canto ix, ^ 



Than now, in danger, shall be thine. 
Thy dauntless voluntary line ; 
For fosse and turret proud to stand. 
Their breasts the bulwarks of the land. 
Thy thousands, train'd to martial toil. 
Full red would stain their native soil. 
Ere from thy mural crown there fell 
The slightest knosp, or pinnacle. 
And if it come, — as come it may, 
Dun-Edin 1 that eventful day, — 
Renown'd for hospitable deed. 
That virtue much with Heaven may plead, 
In patriarchal times whose care 
Descending angels deign'd to share ; 
That claim msnr wrestle blessings down 
On those whonght for The Good Town, 
Destined in eveiy age to be 
Refuge of injured royalty ; 
Since first, when conquering York arose, 
To Henry meek she gave repose, 
Till late, with wonder, grief, and awe. 
Great Bourbon's relics, sad she saw. 

Truce to these thoughts 1 — for, as they 
How gladly I avert mine eyes, [rise, 

Bodings, or true or false, to change. 
For Fiction's fair romantic range. 
Or for tradition's dubious light. 
That hovers 'twixt the day and night : 
Dazzling alternately and dim. 
Her wavering lamp I'd rather trim. 
Knights, squires, and lovely dames to see. 
Creation of my fantasy. 
Than gaze abroad on reeky fen. 
And make of mists invading men. 
Who loves not more the knight of June 
Than dull December's gloomy noon ? 
The moonlight than the fog of frost? 
And can we say, which cheats the most ? 

But who shall teach my harp to gain 
A sound of the romantic strain, 
Whose Anglo-Norman tones whilere 
Could win the royal Henry's ear. 
Famed Beauclerc call'd, for that he loved 
The minstrel, and his lay approved ? 
Who shaU these lingering notes redeem. 
Decaying on Oblivion's stream ; 
Such notes as from the Breton tongue 
Marie translated, Blondel sung? — 
O ! bom, Time's ravage to repair. 
And make the dying muse thy care; 
Who, when his scythe her hoary foe 
Was poising for the final blow, 
The weapon from his hand coiild wring. 
And break his glass, and shear his wing, 
And bid, reviving in his strain, 
The gentle poet live again ; 
Thou, who canst give to lightest. 
An unpedantic moral g^y, 
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Nor less the dullest theme bid flit 
On wings of unexpected wit ; 
In letters as in life approved. 
Example honour' d, and beloved, — 
Dear Ellis 1 to the bard impart 
A lesson of thy magic art, 
To win at once the head and heart, — 
At once to charm, instruct, and mend. 
My guide, my pattern, and my friend 1 

Such minstrel lesson to bestow 
Be long thy pleasing task,— but, 1 
No more by thy example teach, — 
What few can practise, all can preach, — 
With even patience to endure 
Lingering disease, and painful cure, 
And boast affliction's pangs subdu^ 
By mild and manly fortitude. 
Enough, the lesson has been given : 
Forbid the repetition. Heaven 1 

Come listen, then ! for thou hast known 
And loved the minstrel's varying tone, 
Who, like his Border sires of old, 
Waked a wild measure rude and bold. 
Till Windsor's oaks, and Ascot plain. 
With wonder heard the northern strain. 
Come listen 1 bold in thy applause. 
The bard shall scorn pedantic laws ; 
And, as the ancient art could stain 
Achievements on the storied pane, 
Irregularly traced and plann'd, 
But yet so glowing and so grand, — 
So shall he strive, in changeful hue, 
Field, feast, and combat to renew. 
And loves, and arms, and harpers' glee, 
And all the pomp of chivalry. 



CANTO FIFTH. 

THE COURT. 
I. 

The train has left the hills of Braid ; 
The barrier guard have open made 
(So Lindesay bade) the palisade, 

That closed the tented ground ; 
Their men the warders backward drew. 
And carried pikes as they rode through, 

Into its ample bound. 
Fast ran the Scottish warriors there, 
Upon the Southern band to stare. 
And envy with their wonder rose, 
To see such well-appointed foes ; 
Such length of shafts, such mighty bows, 
So huge, that many simply thought. 
But for a vaunt such weapons wrought ; 
And kttle deem'd their force to feel. 
Through links of mail, and plates of steel. 
When rattling upon Flodden vale, 
The clotb-yard arrows flew like hail.* 



II. 
Nor less did Marmion's skilful view 
Glance every line and squadron through ; 
And much he marvell'd one small land . 
Could marshal forth such various band : 

For men-at-arms were here. 
Heavily sheathed in mail and plate, 
Like iron towers for strength and weight, 
On Flemish steeds of bone and height. 

With battle-axe and spear. 
Young knights and squires, a lighter train. 
Practised their chargers on the plain. 
By aid of leg, of hand, and rein. 

Each warlike feat to show, 
To pass, to wheel, the croupe to gain. 
And high curvett, that not in vain 
The sword-sway might descend amain 

On foeman s casque below. 
He saw the hardy burghers there 
March arm'd, on foot, with faces bare,* 

For vizor they wore none. 
Nor waving plume, nor crest of knight ; 
But burnished were their corslets bright. 
Their brigantines, and gorgets light, 

Like very silver shone. 
Long pikes they had for standing fight. 

Two-handed swords they wore, 
And many wielded mace of weight. 

And bucklers bright they bore. 
IIL 

On foot the yeoman too, but dress'd 
In his steel-jack, a swarthy vest. 

With iron quilted well ; 
Each at his back (a slender store) 
His forty days' provision bore. 

As feudal statutes tell. 
His arms were halbert, axe, or spear,* 
A crossbow there, a hagbut here, 

A dagger-knife, and brand. 
Sober he seem'd, and sad of che^ , 
As loth to leave his cottage dear. 

And march to foreign strand ; 
Or musing, who would guide his steer, 

To till the fallow land. 
Yet deem not in his thoughtful eye 
Did aught of dastard terror lie ; 

'^ore dreadful far his ire. 
Than theirs, who, scorning danger^s name^ 
In eager mood to battle came, 
Their valour like light straw on flame^ 

A fierce but fading fire. 

IV. 

Not so the Borderer : — ^bred to war. 
He knew the battle's din afar. 

And joy'd to hear it swell. 
His peaceful day was slothful ease ; 
Nor harp, nor pipe, his ear could please 

Like the loud slogan yelL 
On active steed, with lance and blade, 
\ T\ie W^YklrOcrai' d pricker plied his trade,— 



i 



v.] 



Martnion. 



83 



Let nobles fight for iame ; 
Let vassals follow where thej lead. 
Burghers to guard their townships bleed, 

But war's the Borderers' game. 
Their gain, their glory, their delight, 
To sleep the day, maraud the night, 

O'er mountain, moss, and moor ; 
Joyful to fight they took their way, 
•Scarce caring who might win the day. 

Their booty was secure. 
These, as Lord Marmion's train pass'd by, 
Look'd on at first with careless eye, 
Nor marvell'd aught, well taught to know 
The form and force of English bow. 
But when they saw the Lord array'd 
In splendid arms and rich brocade, 
Each Borderer to his kinsman said, — 

" Hist, Ringan 1 seest thou there 1 
Canst guess which road they'll homeward 
1 could we but on Border side, [ride? — 
By Eusedale glen, or Liddell's tide, 

Beset a prize so fair 1 
That fangless Lion, too, their guide. 
Might chance to lose his glistering hide ; 
Brown Maudlin, of that doublet pied, 

Could make a kirtle rare." 

V. 
Next, Marmion mark'd the Celtic race. 
Of different language, form, and face, 

A various race of man ; 
Just then the Chiefs their tribes array'd, 
And wild and garish semblance made. 
The chequer'd trews, and belted plaid. 
And varying notes the war-pipes bray'd. 

To every varying clan ; 
Wild through their red or sable hair 
Look'd out their eyes with savage stare, 

On Marmion as he pass'd ; 
Their legs above the knee were bare ; 
Their frame was sinewy, short, and spare, 

And harden'd to the blast ; 
Of taller race, the chiefs they own 
Were by the eagle's plumage known. 
The hunted red-deer's undress'd hide 
Their hairy buskins well supplied ; 
The graceful bonnet deck'd their head : 
Back from their shoulders hung the plaid ; 
A broadsword of unwieldy length, 
A dagger proved for edge and strength, 

A studded targe they wore. 
And quivers, bows, and shafts,— but, O I 
Short was the shaft, and weak the bow, 

To that which England bore. 
The Isles-men carri^ at their backs 
The ancient Danish battle-axe. 
They raised a wild and wondering cry, 
As with his guide rode Marmion by. 
Loud were their clamouring tongues, as 

when 
The dangii^ wn^owl leave the £m, J 



And, with their ciies discordant mix'd. 
Grumbled and yell'd the pipes betwLxt. 

VI. 

Thus through the Scottish camp they 
And reach'd the City gate at last, [pass'd. 
Where all around, a wakeful guard, 
Arm'd burghers kept their watch and ward. 
Well had they cause of jealous fear. 
When lay encamp'd, in field so near. 
The Borderer and the Mountaineer. 
As through the bustling streets they go. 
All was alive with martial show : 
At every turn, with dinning clang, 
The armourer's anvil clash'd and rang ; 
Or toil'd the swarthy smith, to wheel 
The bar that arms the charger's heel ; 
Or axe, or falchion, to the side 
Of jarring grindstone was applied, [pace. 
Page, groom, and squire, with hurrying 
Through street, and lane, and market- 
Bore lance, or casque, or sword ; [place. 
While burghers, with important face. 

Described each new-come lord, 
Discuss'd his lineage, told his name. 
His following, and his warUke fame. 
The Lion led to lodging meet. 
Which high o'erlook'd the crowded street : 

There must the Baron rest. 
Till past the hour of vesper tide. 
And then to Holy-Rood must ride,— 

Such was the King's behest. 
Meanwhile the Lion's care assigns 
A banquet rich, and costly wines. 

To Marmion and his train ;* 
And when the appointed hour succeeds, 
The Baron dons his peaceful weeds, 
And following Lindesay as he leads, 
The palace-halls they gain. 

VII. 

Old Holy-Rood rung merrily. 
That night, with wassell, mirth, and glee ; 
King James within her princely bower, 
Feasted the Chiefs of Scotland's power, 
Summon'd to spend the parting hour ; 
For he had charged that his array 
Should southward march by break of day. 
Well loved that splendid Monarch aye 

The banquet and the song, 
By day the tourney, and by night 
The merry dance, traced fast and light. 
The maskers quaint, the pageant bright. 

The revel loud and long. 
This feast outshone his banquets past, 
It was his bUthest — and his last. 
The dazzling lamps, from gallery gay. 
Cast on the Court a dancing ray ; 
Here to the harp did minstrels sing ; 
There ladies touched a softer string ; 
With iong-ear'd cap^ and moXVe^ nc&X, 
The licensed fool tetaiV d\^ \^x\ 
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His magic tricks the juggler plied ; 
At dice and draughts the gallants vied ; 
While some, in close recess apart, 
Courted the ladies of their heart, 

Nor courted them in vain ; 
For often, in the parting hour. 
Victorious Love asserts his power 

O'er coldness and disdain ; 
And flinty is her heart, can view 
To battle march a lover true — 
Can hear, perchance, his last adieu. 

Nor own her share of pain. 

VIII. 

Through this m ix'd crowd of glee and game, 
The King to greet Lord Marmion came, 

While, reverent, all made room. 
An easy task it was, I trow, 
King James's manly form to know ; 
Although, his courtesy to show. 
He doff'd, to Marmion bending low. 

His broider'd cap and plume. 
For royal was his garb and mien, 

His cloak, of crimson velvet piled, 

Trimm'd with the fur of marten wild ; 
His vest of changeflil satin sheen, 

The dazzled eye beguiled ; 
His gorgeous collar hung adown, [crown. 
Wrought with the badge of Scotland's 
The thistle brave, of old renown : 
His trusty blade, Toledo right. 
Descended from a baldric bright ; 
White were his buskins ; on the heel 
His spurs inlaid of gold and steel ; 
His bonnet, all of crimson fair. 
Was button'd with a ruby rare : 
And Marmion deem'd he ne'er had seen 
A prince of such a noble mien. 

IX. 

The Monarch's form was middle size ; 
For feat of strength, or exercise, 

Shaped in proportion fair ; 
And hazel was his eagle eye, 
And auburn of the darkest dye, 

His short curl'd beard and hair. 
Light was his footstep in the dance, 

And firm his stirrup in the lists ; 
And, oh 1 he had that merry glance. 

That seldom lady's heart resists. 
Lightly from fair to fair he flew, 
And loved to plead, lament, and sue ; — 
Suit lightly won, and short-lived pain, 
For monarchs seldom sigh in vain. 

I said he joy'd in banquet bower ; 
But, 'mid his mirth, 'twas often strange. 
How suddenly his cheer would change, 

His look o'ercast and lower, 
If, in a sudden turn, he felt 
The pressure of his iron belt, 
TTiat bound his breast in penance pain, 
la memory of bis father slain.* 



Even so 'twas strange how, evermore, 
Soon as the passing pang was o'er. 
Forward he rush'd, with double glee. 
Into the stream of revelry : 
Thus, dim-seen object of affright 
Startles the courser in his flight. 
And half he halts, half springs aside ; 
But feels the quidcening spur applied. 
And, straining on the tighten'd rein. 
Scours doubly swift o'er hill and plain. 

X. 
O'er James's heart, the courtiers say, 
Sir Hugh the Heron's wife held sway: * 

To Scotland's Court she came, 
To be a hostage for her lord. 
Who Cessford's gallant heart had goied. 
And with the King to make accord. 

Had sent his lovely dame. 
Nor to that lady free alone 
Did the gay King allegiance own ; 

For the fair Queen of France 
Sent him a turquois ring and glove. 
And charged him, as her knight and love, 

For her to break a lance ; [brand,* 

And strike three strokes with Scottish 
And march three miles on Southron land. 
And bid the banners of his band 

In English breezes dance. 
And thus, for France's Queen he drest 
His manly limbs in mailM vest ; 
And thus admitted English fair 
His inmost counsels still to share ; 
And thus, for both, he madly plann'd 
The ruin of himself and land 1 

And yet, the sooth to tell. 
Nor England's fair, nor France's Queen, 
Were worth one pearl-drop, bright and 
sheen. 

From Maigaret's eyes that fell, — 
His own Queen Margaret, who, in Lith- 

gow's bower, 
All lonely sat, and wept the weary hour. 

XI. 

The Queen sits lone in Lithgow pile, 

And weeps the weary day, 
The war against her native soil. 
Her Monarch's risk in battle broil : — 
And in gay Holy-Rood, the while. 
Dame Heron rises with a smile 

Upon the harp to play. 
Fair was her rounded arm, as o'er 

The strings her fingers flew ; 
And as she touch'd and tuned them all. 
Ever her bosom's rise and fall 

Was plainer given to view ; 
For, all for heat, was laid aside 
Her wimple, and her hood untied. 
And first she pitch'd her voice to sing, 
Then glanced her dark eye on the King, 
\ Aiid l^exi sjEO\m.d lbs sil^t ring ; 
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And laugh'd, and blush'd, and oft did say 

Her pretty oath, by Yea and Nay, 

She could not, would not, durst not play 1 

At length, upon the harp, with glee, 

Mingled with arch simplicity, 

A soft, yet lively air she rung. 

While thus the wily lady sung : — 

XII. 

LOCHINVAR. 

LADY heron's SONG. 

O, young Lochinvar is come out of the 

west, [the best ; 

Through all the wide Border his steed was 

And save his good broadsword, he weapons 

had none. 
He rode all imarm'd, and he rode all aldne. 
So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war, 
There never was knight like the young 
Lochinvar. 

He staid not for brake, and he stopp'd not 
for stone, [was none ; 

He swam the Eske river where ford there 
But ere he alighted at Netherby gate, 
The bride had consented, the gallant came 

late; 
Fora laggard in love, and a dastard in war. 
Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave 
Lochinvar. 

So boldly he enter'd the Netherby Hall, 
Among bride' s-men, and kinsmen, and 

brothers, and all : ^his sword 

Then spoke the bride's father, his hand on 
(For the poor craven bridegroom said 

never a word), [war, 

"O come ye in peace here, or come ye in 
Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord 

Lochinvar?" — 

*' I long woo'd your daughter, my suit you 

denied ; — [its tide — 

Love swells hke the Solway, but ebbs like 

And now am I come, with this lost love of 

mine, [of wine. 

To lead but one measure, drink one cup 

There are maidens in Scotland more lovely 

by far, [Lochinvar." 

That would gladly be bride to the young 

The bride kiss'd the goblet; the knight 

took it up, [down the cup. 

He quaff' d off the wine, and he threw 

She look'd down to blush, and she look'd 

up to sigh, [eye. 

With a smile on her lips, and a tear in her 

He took her soft hand, ere her mother 

coiUd bar, — [Lochinvar. 

" Now tread we a measure ! " said young 

So stately his form, and so lovely her /ace,' 
That never a, hall such a galUard didgntce; / 



While her mother did fret, and her father 
did fume, [bonnet and plume ; 

And the bridegroom stood dangling his 

And the bride-maidens whispered, ' ' 'Twere 
better by far, [young Lochinvar." 

To have match' d our fair cousin with 

One touch to her hand, and one word in 

her ear, [charger stood near ; 

When they reach'd the hall door, and the 
So light to the croupe the fair lady he 

swung. 
So light to the saddle before her he sprung ! 
• ' She is won ! we are gone, over bank, 

bush, and scaur ; 
They'll have fleet steeds that follow," 

quoth young Lochinvar. 

There was mounting 'mong Graemes of 

the Netherby clan ; 
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they 

rode and they ran ; [Lee, 

There was racing and chasing, on Cannobie 
But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did 

they see. 
So daring in love, and so dauntless in war, 
Have ye e'er heard of gallant like young 

Lochinvar ? 

XIII. 

The Monarch o'er the siren hung 
And beat the measure as she sung ; 
And, pressing closer, and more near, 
He whisper' d praises in her ear. 
In loud applause the courtiers vied ; 
And ladies wink'd, and spoke aside. 
The witching dame to Marmion threw 

A glance, where seem'd to reign 
The pride that claims applauses due. 
And of her royal conquest too, 
A real or feign'd disdain : 
Familiar was the look, and told, 
Marmion and she were friends of old. 
The King observed their meeting eyes. 
With something like displeased surprise ; 
For monarchs ill can rivals brook. 
Even in a word, or smile, or look. 
Straight took he forth the parchment 
broad, [show'd : 

Which Marmion's high commission 
"Our Borders sack'd by many a raid, 
Our peaceful liegemen robb'd," he said; 
"On day of truce our Warden slain. 
Stout Barton kill'd, his vassals ta'en — 
Unworthy were we here to reign, 
Should these for vengeance cry in vain • 
Our full defiance, hate, and scorn. 
Our herald has to Henry borne." 

XIV. 

He paused, and led v/laete'Davi^as^X.oo^, 
And with stem eye l\iepa:^eajiXN\&\<' ^\ 
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I mean that Douglas, siirth of yore, 
Who coronet of Angus bore, 
And, when his blood and heart were high. 
Did the third James in camp defy, 
And all his minions led to die 

On Lauder's dreary flat : 
Princes and favourites long grew tame. 
And trembled at the homely name 

Of Archibald Bell-the-Cat ;* 
The same who left the dusky vale 
Of Hermitage in Liddisdale, 

Its dungeons and its towers, 
Where Bothwell's turrets brave the air, 
And Bothwell bank is blooming fair. 

To fix his princely bowers. 
Though now, in age, he had laid down 
His armour for the peaceful gown. 

And for a staff his brand, 
Yet often would flash forth the fire, 
That could, in youth, a monarch's ire 

And minion's pride withstand ; 
And even that day, at council board, 

Unapt to soothe his sovereign's mood. 

Against the war had Angus stood. 
And chafed his royal lord.* 

XV. 

His g^'ant-form, like ruin'd tower. 
Though fall'n its muscles' brawny vaunt. 
Huge-boned, and tall, and grim, and 
gaunt, 

Seem'd o'er the gaudy scene to lower: 
His locks and beard in silver grew ; 
His eyebrows kept their sable hue. 
Near Douglas when the Monarch stood, 
His bitter speech he thus pursued: 
• • Lord Marmion, since these letters say 
That in the North you needs must stay. 

While slightest hopes of peace remain, 
Uncourteous speech it were, and stem. 
To say — Return to Lindisfame, 

Until my herald come again. 
Then rest you in Tantallon Hold ; * 
Your host shall be the Douglas Dold, — 
A chief unlike his sires of old. 
He wears their motto on his blade,* 
Their blazon o'er his towers display'd ; 
Yet loves his sovereign to oppose, 
More than to face his country's foes. 

And, I bethink me, by Saint Stephen, 
But e'en this mom to me was given 
A prize, the first-fmits of the war, 
Ta'en by a galley from Dunbar, 

A bevy of the maids of Heaven. 
Under your guard, these holy maids 
Shall safe return to cloister shades. 
And, while they at Tantallon stay. 
Requiem for Cochrane's soul may say," 
And, with the slaughter' d favourite's name, 
Across the Monarch's brow there came 
A cloud of ire, remorse, and shame. 



XVI. 
In answer nought could Angus speak ; 
His proud heart swell'd wellnigh to break : 
He tum'd aside, and down his cheek 

A burning tear there stole. 
His hand the Monarch sudden took. 
That sight his kind heart could not brook : 

"Now, by the Bruce's soul, 
Angus, my hasty speech forgive 1 
For sure as doth his spirit live. 
As he said of the Douglas old, 

I well may say of you, — 
That never king did subject hold. 
In speech more free, in war more bold. 

More tender and more true : 
Forgive me, Douglas, once again." — 
Aift, while the King his hand did strain. 
The old man's tears fell down like rain. 
To seize the moment Marmion tried. 
And whisper'd to the King aside : 
' ' Oh 1 let such tears unwonted plead 
For respite short from dubious deed ! 
A child will weep a bramble's smart, 
A maid to see her sparrow part, 
A stripling for a woman's heart : 
But woe awaits a country, when 
She sees the tears of bearded men. 
Then, oh 1 what omen, dark and high, 
When Douglas wets his manly eyel" 

XVII. 
Displeased was James, that strangerview'd 
And tampcr'd with his changing mood. 
" Laugh those that can, weep those that 
Thus did the fiery Monarch say, [may," 
"Southward I march by break of day ; 
And if within Tantallon strong, 
The good Lord Marmion tarries long. 
Perchance our meeting next may fall 
At Tamworth, in his castle-hail." — 
The haughty Marmion felt the taunt. 
And answer'd, grave, the royal vaunt: 
" Much honour' d were my humble home, 
If in its halls King James should come; 
But Nottingham has archers good. 
And Yorkshire men are stem of mood ; 
Northumbrian prickers wild and rude. 
On Derby hills the paths are steep ; 
In Ouse and Tyne the fords are deep ; 
And many a banner will be torn. 
And many a knight to earth be bome. 
And many a sheaf of arrows spent. 
Ere Scotland's King shall cross the Trent : 
Yet pause, brave Prince, while yet you 

mayl"— 
The Monarch lightly tum'd away. 
And to his nobles loud did call, — 
" Lords, to the dance,— a halll a halll"t 
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Himself his cloak and sword flung by, 
And led Dame Heron gallantly ; 
And minstrels, at the royal order, [der." 
Rung out — "Blue Bonnets o'er the Bor- 

XVIII. 

Leave we these revels now, to tell 
What to Saint Hilda's maids befell, 
Whose galley, as they sail'd again 
To Whitby, by a Scot was ta'en. 
Now at Dun-Edin did they bide. 
Till James should of their fate decide ; 

And soon, by his command. 
Were gently summon'd to prepare 
To journey under Marmion's care, 
As escort honour'd, safe, and fair. 

Again to English land. 
The Abbess told her chaplet o'er. 
Nor knew which saint she should implore ; 
For, when she thought of Constance, sore 

She fear'd Lord Marmion's mood. 
And judge what C\sii2L. must have felt 1 
The sword, that hung in Marmion's belt, 

Had drunk De Wilton's blood. 
Unwittingly, King James had given. 

As guard to Whitby's shades. 
The man most dreaded under Heaven 

By these defenceless maids : 
Yet what petition could avail. 
Or who would listen to the tale 
Of woman, prisoner, and nun, 
'Mid bustle of a war begun? 
They deem'd it hopeless to avoid 
The convoy of their dangerous guide. 

XIX. 

Their lodging, so the King assign'd. 
To Marmioirs, as their guardian, joined ; 
And thus it fell, that, passing nigh. 
The Palmer caught the Abbess' eye. 

Who vram'd him by a scroll. 
She had a secret to reveal. 
That much concerned the Church's weal. 

And h^th of sinner's soul ; 
And, with deep charge of secrecy, 

She named a place to meet, 
V^thin an open balcony. 
That hung from dizzy pitch, and high. 

Above the stately street ; 
To which, as common to each home, 
At night Uiey might in secret come. 

XX. 

At night, in secret, there they came. 
The Palmer and the holy Dame. 
The moon among the clouds rode high. 
And all the city hum was by. 
Upon the street, where late before 
Did din of war and warriors roar. 

You might have heard a pebble fall, 
A beetle hum, a cricket sing. 
An owlet flap his boding wing 

On Giles's steeple tall. 



The antique buildings, climbing high, 
Whose Gothic frontlets sought the sky, 

Were here wrapt deep in shade ; 
There on their brows the moon-beam 

broke, 
Through the faint wreaths of silvery smoke. 
And on the casements play'd. 
And other light was none to see. 

Save torches gliding far. 
Before some chieftain of degree, 
Who left the royal revelry 
To bowne him for the war. — 
A solemn scene the Abbess chose— 
A solemn hour, her secret to disclose. 

XXI. 

" O, holy Palmer 1" she began, — 
' ' For sure he must be sainted man. 
Whose blessed feet have trod the ground 
Where the Redeemer's tomb is found, — 
For His dear Church's sake, my tale 
Attend, nor deem of light avail, 
Though I must speak of worldly love, — 
How vain to those who wed above I — 
De Wilton and Lord Marmion woo'd 
Clara de Clare, of Gloster's blood 
(Idle it were of Whitby's dame. 
To say of that same blood I came) ; 
And once, when jealous rage was high. 
Lord Marmion said despiteously, 
Wilton was traitor in his heart. 
And had made league with Martin Swart,* 
When he came here on Simnel's part ; 
And only cowardice did restrain 
His rebel aid on Stokefield's plain, — 
And down he threw his glove : — the thing 
Was tried, as wont, before the King ; 
Where frankly did De Wilton own. 
That Swart in Gueldres he had known ; 
And that between them then there went 
Some scroll of courteous compliment. 
For this he to his castle sent ; 
But when his messenger return' d, 
Judge how De Wilton's fury bum'd I 
For in his packet there were laid 
Letters that claim'd disloyal aid. 
And proved King Henry's cause betray' d. 
His fame, thus blighted, in the field 
He strove to clear, by spear and shield ; — 
To clear his fame in vain he strove. 
For wondrous are His ways above 1 
Perchance some form was unobserved ; 
Perchance in prayer, or faith, he swerved ; 
Else how could guiltless champion quail. 
Or how the blessed ordeal fail? 

XXII. 
" His squire, who now De Wilton saw 
As recreant doom'd to suffer law. 

Repentant, own'd in vain. 
That, while he had tYv^ scto^ Vcv cax^ 
A stranger maiden, passm^fei«> 
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Had drench'd him with a beverage rare ; 

His words no faith could gain. 
With Clare alone he credence won, 
Who, rather than wed Marmion, 
Did to Saint Hilda's shrine repair, 
To give our house her livings fair, 
And die a vestal vot'ress there. 
The impulse from the earth was given. 
But bent her to the paths of heaven. 
A purer heart, a lovelier maid. 
Ne'er shelter' d her in Whitby's shade, 
No, not since Saxon Edelfied ; 

Only one trace of earthly strain, 
That for her lover's loss 

She cherishes a sorrow vain. 
And murmurs at the cross. — 

And then her heritage ; — it goes 
Along the banks of Tame ; 

Deep fields of grain the reaper mows. 

In meadows rich the heifer lows. 

The falconer and huntsman knows 
Its woodlands for the game. 
Shame were it to Saint Hilda dear. 
And I, her humble vot'ress here. 

Should do a deadly sin. 
Her temple spwil'd before mine eyes. 
If this false Marmion such a prize 

By my consent should win ; 
Yet hath our boisterous Monarch sworn 
That Clare shall from our house be torn ; 
And grievous cause have I to fear, 
Such mandate doth Lord Marmion bear. 

XXIII. 

"Now, prisoner, helpless, andbetray'd 
To evil power, I claim thine aid. 

By every step that thou hast trod 
To holy shrine and grotto dim. 
By every martyr's tortured Umb, 
By angel, saint, and seraphim. 

And by the Church of God ! 
For marie: — When Wilton was betray'd. 
And with his squire forged letters laid. 
She was, alas ! that sinful maid 

By whom the deed was done, — 
Ol shame and horror to be said !— 

She was a perjured nun ! 
No clerk in all the land, like her. 
Traced quaint and varying character. 
Perchance you may a marvel deem. 

That Marmion's paramour 
(For such vile thing she was) should 
scheme 

Her lover's nuptial hour ; 
But o'er him thus she hoped to gain, 
As privy to his honour's stain. 

Illimitable power: 
For this she secretly retaln'd 

Each proof that might the plot reveal, 
Instructions with his hand and seal ; 
4nd thus Saint Hilda deign'd, 



Through sinner's perfidy impure, 
Her house's glory to secure, 
And Clare's immortal weaL 

XXIV. 

"'Twere long, and needless, here to tell, 
How to my hand these papers fell ; 

With me they must not stay. 
Saint Hilda keep her Abbess true! 
Who knows what outrage he might do, 

While journeying by the way? — 
O, blessed Saint, if e'er again 
I venturous leave thy calm domain, 
To travel or by land or main. 

Deep penance may I pay ! — 
Now, saintly Palmer, mark my prayer : 
I give this packet to thy care, 
For thee to stop they will not dare ; 

And 1 with cautious speed, 
To Wolsey's hand the papers bring, 
That he may show them to the King : 

And, for thy well-eam'd meed, 
Thou holy man, at Whitby's shrine, 
A weekly mass shall still be thine. 

While priests can sing and read. — 
What ail'st thou?— SpeSc!" For as he took 
The charge, a strong emotion shook 

His frame ; and, e'er reply. 
They heard a faint, yet shrilly tone. 
Like distant clarion feebly blown, 

That on the breeze did die ; 
And loud the Abbess shriek'd in fear, 
"Saint Withold, save us! — What is here? 

Look at yon City Cross ! 
See on its battled tower appear 
Phantoms, that scutcheons seem to rear, 

And blazon'd banners toss ! " — 

XXV. 

Dun-Edin's Cross, a pillar'd stone,* 

Rose on a turret octagon ; 

(But now is razed that monument. 

Whence royal edict rang, 
And voice of Scotland's law was sent 

In glorious trumpet-clang. 
O ! be his tomb as lead to lead, 
Upon its dull destroyer's head !— 
A minstrel's malison is said.) — 
Then on its battlements they saw 
A vision, passing Nature's law. 

Strange, wild, and dimly seen ; 
Figures that seem'd to rise and die. 
Gibber and sign, advance and fly, 
While nought confirm'd could ear or eye 

Discern of sound or mien. 
Yet darkly did it seem, as there 
Heralds and pursuivants prepare, 
With trumpet sound and bla!zon fair, 

A summons to proclaim : 
But indistinct the pageant proud. 
As fancy forms of midnight cloud, 
\ "W\ieii ftmgs \Xift TsvoQ!tk.\iLY«!L\«x shxomil 
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A wavering tinge of flame ; 
It flits, expands, and shifts, till loud, 
From midimost of the spectre crowd, 

This awful summons came :* 

XXVI. 

"Prince, prelate, potentate, and peer. 

Whose names I now shaU call, 
Scottish, or foreigner, give ear ; 
Subjects of him who sent me here. 
At his tribunal to appear, 

I summon one and all : 
I cite you by each deadly sin. 
That e'er hath soil'd your hearts within : 
I cite you by each brutal lust. 
That e'er defiled your earthly dust, — 

By wrath, by pride, by fear. 
By each o'er-mastering passion's tone, 
By the dark grave, and dying groan 1 
When forty days are pass'd and gone, 
I cite you, at your Monarch's throne. 

To answer and appear." 
Then thunder'd forth a roll of names : 
The first was thine, unhappy James I 

Then all thy nobles came ; 
Crawford, Glencaim, Montrose, Argyle, 
Ross, Bothwell, Forbes, Lennox, Lyle, — 
Why should I tell their separate style? 

Each chief of birth and fame. 
Of Lowland, Highland, Border, Isle, 
Fore-doom'd to Flodden's carnage pile, 

Was cited there by name ; 
And Marmion, Lord of Fontenaye, 
Of Lutterward, and Scrivelbaye ; 
De Wilton, erst of Aberley, 
The self-same thundering voice did say. — 

But then another spoke : 
" Thy fatal summons I deny. 
And thine infernal Lord defy, 
App^ding me to Him on High, 

Who burst the sinner's yoke." 
At that dread accent, with a scream, 
Parted the pageant like a dream, 

The summoner was gone. 
Prone on her face the Abbess fell. 
And fast, and fast, her beads did tell ; 
Her nuns came, startled by the yell, 

And found her there alone. 
She mark'd not, at the scene aghast. 
What time, or how, the Palmer pass'd. 

xxvii. 
Shift we the scene. — The camp doth move, 

Dun-Edin's streets are empty now, 
Save when, for weal of those they love. 

To pray the prayer, and vow the vow. 
The tottering child, the anxious feiir. 
The grey-hair'd sire, with pious care. 
To chapels and to shrines repair — 
Where is the Palmer now? and where 
The Abbess, Marmion, and Clare?— 
Bold Dougja^ i to TantaUon £air 



They journey in thy charge : 
Lord Marmion rode on his right hand, 
The Palmer still was with the band ; 
Angus, like Lindesay, did command, 

That none should roam at large. 
But in that Palmer's altered mien 
A wondrous change might now be seen ; 

Freely he spoke of war. 
Of marvels wrought by single hand. 
When lifted for a native land ; 
And still look'd high, as if he plann'd 

Some desperate deed afar. 
His courser would he feed and stroke. 
And, tucking up his sable frocke, 
Would first his mettle bold provoke, 

Then soothe or quell his pride. 
Old Hubert said, that never one 
He saw, except Lord Marmion, 

A steed so fairly ride. 

XXVIII. 

Some half-hour's march behind, there 
came. 
By Eustace govem'd fair, 
A troop escorting Hilda's Dame, 
With all her nuns, and Clare. 
No audience had Lord Marmion sought ; 
Ever he fear'd to aggravate 
Clara de Clare's suspicious hate ; 
And safer 'twas, he thought, 
To wait till, from the nuns removed, 
The influence of kinsmen loved, 
And suit by Henry's self approved, 
Her slow consent had wrought. 
His was no flickering flame, that dies 
Unless when fann'd by looks and sighs, 
And hghted oft at lady's eyes ; 
He long'd to stretch his wide command 
O'er ludcless Clara's ample land : 
Besides, when Wilton with him vied, 
Although the pang of humbled pride 
The place of jealousy suppUed, 
Yet conquest by that meanness won 
He almost loath'd to think upon, 
Led him, at times, to hate the cause 
Which made him burst through honour's 

laws. 
If e'er he loved, 'twas her alone, 
Who died within that vault of stone. 

XXIX. 

And now, when close at hand they saw 
North Berwick's town, and lofty Law, 
Fitz-Eustace bade them pause awhile, 
Before a venerable pile. 

Whose turrets view'd, afar, 
The lofty Bass, the Lambie Isle, 
• The ocean's peace or war. 
At tolling of a bell, forth came 
The convent's venerable Dame, 
And pray'd Saint H\\Aa!s Wo\ie5!&t«^ 
With her, a \oved and Vionova' d ^^X, 
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nil Douglas should a bark prepare 
To waft her back to Whitby fair. 
Glad was the Abbess, you may guess, 
And thank'd the Scottish Prioress ; 
And tedious were to tell, I ween, 
The courteous speech that pass'd between. 

O'eijoy'd the nuns their palfreys leave ; 
But when fair Clara did intend, 
Like them, from horseback to descend, 

Fitz-Eustace said, — "I grieve, 
Fair lady, grieve e'en from my heart, 
Such gentle company to part ; — 

Think not discourtesy. 
But lords' commands must be obey'd ; 
And Marmion and the Douglas said, 

That you must wend with me. 
Lord Marmion hath a letter broad. 
Which to the Scottish Earl he show'd. 
Commanding that, beneath his care. 
Without delay, you shall repair 
To your good kinsman, Lord Fitz-Clare." 

XXX. 

The startled Abbess loud ezclaim'd ; 
But she, at whom the blow was aim'd. 
Grew pale as death, and cold as lead, — 
Shedeem'dsheheardherdeath-doomread. 
• ' Cheer thee, my child I " the Abbess said, 
"They dare not tear thee from my hand, 
To ride alone with arm^d band." — 

" Nay, holy mother, nay," 
Fitz-Eustace said, "the lovely Clare 
Will be in Lady Angus' care. 

In Scotland while we stay ; 
And, when we move, an easy ride 
Will bring us to the English side. 
Female attendance to provide 

Befitting Gloster's heir: 
Nor thinks nor dreams my noble lord, 
By slightest look, or act, or word, 

To harass Lady Clare, 
Her faithful guardian he will be, 
Nor sue for slightest courtesy 

That e'en to stranger falls. 
Till he shall place her, safe and free. 

Within her kinsman's halls." 
He sjKjke, and blush'd with earnest grace ; 
His faith was painted on his face, 

And Clare's worst fear relieved.' 
The Lady Abbess loud exclaim'd 
On Henry, and the Douglas blamed. 

Entreated, threaten'd, grieved; 
To martyr, saint, and prophet pray'd. 
Against Lord Marmion inveigh' d. 
And call'd the Prioress to aid, 
To curse with candle, bell, and book. 
Her head the grave Cistertian shook : 
" The Douglas, and the King," she said, 
*' Jn their commands will be obey'd ; 
Grieve not, nor dream that harm can fall 
The maiden in TantalJon hall." 



ZZXI. 

The Abbess, seeing strife was vain. 
Assumed her wonted state again, — 

For much of state she had, — 
Composed her veil, and raised her head, 
And — " Bid," in solemn voice she said, 

' ' Thy master, bold and bad. 
The records of his house turn o'er, 

And, when he shall there written see, 

That one of his own ancestry 

Drove the Monks forth of Coventry,* 
Bid him his fate explore 1 

Prancing in pride of earthly trust. 

His charger hurl'd him to the dust, 

And, by a base plebeian thrust. 
He died his band before. 

God judge 'twixt Marmion and me; 

He is a Chief of high degree. 
And I a poor recluse : 

Yet oft, in holy writ, we see 

Even such weak minister as me 
May the oppressor bruise : 

For thus, inspired, did Judith slay 
The mighty in his sin. 

And Jael thus, and Deborahs- 
Here hasty Blount broke in: 
" Fitz-Eustace, we must march our band; 
St. Anton' fire thee 1 wilt thou stand 
All day, with bonnet in thy hand, 

To hear the lady preach ? 
By this good light 1 if thus we stay, 
Lord Marmion, for our fond delay. 

Will sharper sermon teach. 
Come, don thy cap, and mount thy 

horse; 
The Dame must patience take perforce."— 

xxxn. 
"Submit we then to force," said Clare, 
" But let this barbarous lord despair 

His purposed aim to win ; 
Let him take living, land, and life ; 
But to be Marmion's wedded wife 

In me were deadly sin : 
And if it be the King's decree. 
That I must find no sanctuary, 
In that inviolable dome. 
Where even a homicide might come^ 

And safely rest his head, 
Though at its open portals stood. 
Thirsting to pour forth blood for blood. 

The kinsmen of the dead ; 
Yet one asylum is my own 

Against the dreaded hour ; 
A low, a silent, and a lone. 

Where kings have little power. 
One victim is before me tiiere. — 
Mother, your blessing; and in prayer 
Remember your unhappy Clare!" 
\ Loud weeps the Abbess, and bestows 
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Weeping and wailing loud arose, 
Round patient Clare, the clamorous woes 

Of every simple nun. 
His eyes the gentle Eustace dried. 
And scarce rude Blount the sight could 

Then took the squire her rein, [bide. 
And gently led away her steed, 
And, by each courteous word and deed. 

To cheer her strove in vain. 
XXXIII. 

But scant three miles the band had rode, 

When o'er a height they pass'd. 
And, sudden, close before them show'd 

His towers, Tantallon vast ; 
Broad, massive, high, and stretching far, 
And held impregnable in war, 
On a projecting rock they rose. 
And round three sides the ocean flows. 
The fourth did battled walls enclose. 

And double mound and fosse. 
By narrow drawbridge, outworks strong. 
Through studded gates, an entrance long, 

To Uie main court they cross. 
It was a wide and stately square : 
Around were lodgings, fit and fiEur, 

And towers of various form, 
Which on the court projected far. 
And broke its lines quadrangular. 
Here was square keep, there tuiret high, 
Or pinnacle that sought the sky, 
Whence oft the Warder could descry 

The gathering ocean-storm. 

XXXIV. 

Here did they rest. — ^The princely care 
Of Douglas, why should I declare. 
Or say they met reception fair? 

Or why the tidings say, 
Which, varying, to Tantallon came, 
By hurrying posts, or fleeter fame. 

With ever varying day? 
And, first, they heard King James had won 

Etall. and Wark, and Ford ; and then, 

That Norham Castle strong was ta'en. 
At that sore marvell'd Marmion ; — 
And Douglas hoped his Monarch's hand 
Would soon subdue Northumberland : 

But whisper'd news there came. 
That, while his host inactive lay. 
And melted by degrees away. 
King James was dallying off the day 

With Heron's wily dame. — 
Such acts to chronicles I yield ; 

Go seek them there, and see: 
Mine is a tale of Flodden Field, 

And not a history. — 
At length they heard the Scottish host 
On that high ridge had made their post. 

Which frowns o'er Millfield Plain ; 
And that brave Surrey many- a band 
Ha(J gatber'd in tbfi soutbem km4, 



And march'd into Northumberland, 

And camp at Wooler ta'en. 
Marmion, like charger in the stall. 
That hears, without, the trumpet-call. 

Began to chafe, and swear : — 
"A sorry thing to hide my head 
In castle, like a fearful maid, 
When such a field is near ! 
Needs must I see this battle-day: 
Death to my fame if such a fray 
Were fought, and Marmion away ! 
The Douglas, too, I wot not why. 
Hath 'bated of his courtesy : 
No longer in his halls I '11 stay." 
Then bade his band they should array 
For march against the dawning day. 



INTRODUCTION TO CANTO 
SIXTH. 

TO RICHARD HEBER, ESQ. 

Mertoun-Hovse, Christmas. 
Heap on more wood ! — the wind is chill ; 
But let it whistle as it will. 
We '11 keep our Christmas merry still. 
Each age has deem'd the new-bom year 
The fittest time for festal cheer : 
Even, heathen yet, the savage Dane 
At lol more deep the mead did drain ; * 
High on the beach his galleys drew, 
And feasted all his pirate crew ; 
Then in his low and pine-built hall. 
Where shields and axes deck'd the wall, 
They gorged upon the half-dress'd steer ; 
Caroused in seas of sable beer ; 
While round, in brutal jest, were thrown 
The half-gnaw'd rib and marrow-bone : 
Or listen'd all, in grim delight. 
While Scalds yell'd out the joys of fight. 
Then forth, in frenzy, would they hie. 
While wildly-loose their red locks fly. 
And dancing roimd the blazing pile. 
They make such barbarous mirth the while, 
As best might to the mind recall 
The boisterous joys of Odin's halL 

And well our Christian sires of old 
Loved when the year its course had roll'd. 
And brought blithe Christmas back again, 
With all his hospitable train. 
Domestic and religious rite 
Gave honour to the holy night ; 
On Christmas eve the bells were rung ; 
On Christmas eve the mass was sung : 
That only night in all the year. 
Saw the stoled priest the cnalice rear.* 
The damsel donn'd her kirtle sheen ; 
The hall was dress'd with holly green ; 
Forth to the wood d\d. meit^-icv^ii ^o. 
To gather in the Tn\st\eiQe. 
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Then open'd wide the Baron's hall 
To vassal, tenant, serf, and all ; 
Power laid his rod of rule aside, 
And Ceremony doff'd his pride. 
The heir, with roses in his shoes, 
That night might village partner choose ; 
The Lord, imderogating, share 
The vulgar game of •' post and pair." 
All hail'd with uncontroll'd delight, 
And general voice, the happy night. 
That to the cottage, as the crown. 
Brought tidings of salvation down. 

The fire, with well-dried logs supplied. 
Went roaring up the chimney wide ; 
The huge hall-table's oaken face, 
Scrubb'd till it shone, the day to grace. 
Bore then upon its massive board 
No mark to part the squire and lord. 
Then was brought in the lusty brawn, 
By old blue-coated serving-man ; 
Then the grim boar'shead frown'd on high, 
Crested with bays and rosemary. 
Well can the green-garb' d ranger tell, 
How, when, and where, the monster ifell ; 
What dogs before his death he tore. 
And all the baiting of the boar. 
The wassel round, in good brown bowls, 
Gamish'd with ribbons, blithely trowls. 
There the huge sirloin reek'd ; hard by 
Plum-porridge stood, and Christmas pie ; 
Nor fail'd old Scotland to produce. 
At such high tide, her savoury goose. 
Then came the merry maskers in, 
And carols roar'd with blithesome din ; 
If unmelodious was the song. 
It was a hearty note, and strong. 
Who lists may in their mumming see 
Traces of ancient mystery ; * 
White shirts supplied the masquerade. 
And smutted cheeks the visors made ; 
But, O 1 what maskers, richly dight. 
Can boast of bosoms half so light ! 
England was merry England, when 
Old Christmas brought his sports again. 
'TwasChristmasbroach'd the mightiest ale; 
'Twas Christmas told the merriest tale ; 
A Christmas gambol oft could cheer 
The poor man's heartthrough half the year. 

Still linger, in our northern clime. 
Some remnants of the good old time ; 
And still, within our valleys here. 
We hold the kindred title dear, [claim 
Even when, perchance, its far-fetched 
To Southern ear sounds empty name ; 
For course of blood, our proverbs deem, 
Is warmer than the mountain-stream. 
And thus, my Christmas still I hold 
Where my great grandsire came of old, 






With amber beard, and flaxen hair. 
And reverend apostolic air — 
The feast and holy-tide to share. 
And mix sobriety with wine. 
And honest mirth with thoughts divine : 
Small thought was his, in after time 
E'er to be hitch'd into a rhyme. 
The simple sire could only boast. 
That he was loyal to his cost ; 
The banish' d race of kings revered. 
And lost his land, — ^but kept his bc^urd. 

In these dear halls, where welcome kind 
Is with fair liberty combined ; 
Where cordial friendship gives the hand. 
And flies constraint the magic wand 
Of the fair dame that rules the land. 
Little we heed the tempest drear. 
While music, mirth, and social cheer. 
Speed on their wings the passing year. 
And Mertoun's halb are fair e'en now. 
When not a leaf is on the bough. 
Tweed loves them well, and turns again. 
As loath to leave the sweet domain. 
And holds his mirror to her face. 
And clips her with a close embrace : — 
Gladly as he, we seek the dome, 
And as reluctant turn us home. 

How just that, at this time of glee. 
My thoughts should, Heber, turn to thee ! 
For many a merry hour we 've Imown, 
And heard the chimes of midnight's tone. 
Cease, then, my friend 1 a moment cease, 
And leave these classic tomes in peace 1 
Of Roman and of Grecian lore. 
Sure mortal brain can hold no more. 
These ancients, as Noll Blufi* might say, 
' • Were pretty fellows in their day ; " 
But time and tide o'er all prevail — 
On Christmas Eve a Christmas tale — 
Of wonder and of war— ' • Profane ! 
What I leave the lofty Latian strain. 
Her stately prose, her verse's charms, 
To hear the clash of rusty arms : 
In Fairy Land or Limbo lost. 
To jostle conjurer and ghost. 
Goblin and witch !" — Nay, Heber dear. 
Before you touch my charter, hear: 
Though Leyden aids, alas ! no more. 
My cause with many-languaged lore. 
This may I say : — in realms of death 
Ulysses meets Alcides' wraith; 
Mneas, upon Thracia's shore. 
The ghost of murder'd Polydore; 
For omens, we in Livy cross. 
At every turn, locutus Bos, 
As grave and duly speaks that ox. 
As if he told the price of stocks , 
Or held, in Rome republican. 
The p\ace ol ComTIlOT!L'4:x>^»kKsS^^ 
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All nations have their omens drear, 
Their leg^ends wild of woe and fear. 
To Cambria look — the peasant see, 
Bethink him of Glendowerdy, 
And shun "the spirit's Blasted Tree." 
The Highlander, whose red claymore 
The battle tnm'd on Maida's shore. 
Will, on a Friday morn, look pale. 
If ask'd to tell a fairy tale : * 
He fears the vengeful Elfin King, 
Who leaves that day his grassy ring : 
Invisible to human ken, 
He walks among the sons of men. 

Didst e'er, dear Heber, pass along 
Beneath the towers of Franch^mont, 
Which, like an eagle's nest in air, 
Hang o'er the stream and hamlet fair ? 
Deep in their vaults, the peasants say, 
A mighty treasure buried lay, [wrong, 
Amass'd through rapine and tnrough 
By the last Lord of Franch^mont,* 
The iron chest is bolted hard ; 
A huntsman sits, its constant guard ; 
Around his neck his horn is hung. 
His hanger in his belt is slung ; 
Before his feet his blood-hounds lie : 
An 'twere not for his gloomy eye, 
Whose withering glance no heart can 
As true a huntsman doth he look, [brook. 
As bugle e'er in brake did sound. 
Or ever halloo'd to a hound. 
To chase the fiend, and win the prize. 
In that same dungeon ever tries 
An aged necromantic priest ; 
It is an hundred years at least. 
Since 'twixt them first the strife begun. 
And neither yet has lost nor won. 
And oft the Conjurer's words will make 
The stubborn Demon groan and quake ; 
And oft the bands of iron break, 
Or bursts one lock, that still amain. 
Fast as 'tis open'd, shuts again. 
That magic strife within the tomb 
May last until the day of doom, 
Umess the adept shall learn to tell 
The very word that dench'd the spell, 
WlMn Franch'mont^lock'd the treasure 

ceU. 
An hundred years are pass'd and gone, 
And scarce three letters has he won. 

Such general superstition may 
Excuse for old Pitscottie say ; 
Whose gossip history has given 
My song the messenger from Heaven, f 
That wam'd, in Lithgow, Scotland's King, 
Nor less the infernal summoning ; 

t See Note to Canto IV., Stanza, xiv, | 



May pass the Monk of Durham's tale. 
Whose demon fought in Gothic mail ; 
May pardon plead for Fordun grave. 
Who told of Gifford's Goblin-Cave. 
But why such instances to you, 
Who, in an instant, can renew 
Your treasured hoards of various lore, 
And furnish twenty thousand more ? [rest 
Hoards, not like theirs whose volumes 
Like treasures in the Franch'mont chest. 
While gripple owners still refuse 
To others what they cannot use ; 
Give them the priest's whole century, 
They shall not spell you letters three ; 
Their pleasure in the books the same 
The magpie takes in pilfer'd gem. 
Thy volumes, open as thy heart. 
Delight, amusement, science, art, 
To every ear and eye impart ; 
Yet who of all who thus employ them. 
Can like the owner's self enjoy them ? — 
But, hark ! I hear the distant drum ! 
The day of Flodden Field is come. — 
Adieu, dear Heber ! life and health. 
And store of Hterary wealth 1 



CANTO SIXTH. 

THE BATTLE. 
I. 

While great events were on the gale. 
And each hour brought a vsLTying tale. 
And the demeanour, changed and cold, 
Of Douglas, fretted Marmion bold. 
And, like the impatient steed of war. 
He snuffed the battle from afar ; 
And hopes were none, that back again 
Herald should come from Terouenne, 
Where England's King in leaguer lay. 
Before decisive battle-day ; [Clare 

Whilst these things were, the mournful 
Did in the Dame's devotions share : 
For the good Countess ceaseless pray'd 
To Heaven and Saints her sons to aid. 
And, with short interval, did pass 
From prayer to book, from book to mass. 
And all in high Baronial pride, — 
A life both dull and dignified ; — 
Yet, as Lord Marmion nothing press'd 
Upon her intervals of rest. 
Dejected Clara well could bear 
The formal state, the lengthen'd prayer, 
Though dearest to her wotmded heart 
The hours that she might spend apart. 

IL 

I said, Tantallon's dizzy steep 
Htmg o'er the margin of the deep. 
Many a rude tower and tatK^^aiX ^<a& 
Repell'd the insuil oi lYxe oat. 
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Which, when the tempest vex'd the sky, 
Half breeze, half spray, came whistling 
Above the rest, a turret square [by. 

Did o'er its Gothic entrance bear. 
Of sculpture rude, a stony shield ; 
The Bloody Heart was in the Field, 
And in the chief three mullets stood, 
The cognizance of Douglas blood. 
The turret held a narrow stair. 
Which, mounted, gave you access where 
A parapet's embattled row 
Did seaward round the castle go. 
Sometimes in dizzy steps descending. 
Sometimes in narrow circuit bending. 
Sometimes in platform broad extending, 
Its varying circle did combine 
Bulwark, and bartizan, and line. 
And bastion, tower, and vantage-coign ; 
Above the booming ocean leant 
The far-projecting battlement ; 
The billows burst, in ceaseless flow, 
Upon the precipice below. 
Where'er Tantallon faced the land. 
Gate-works, and walls, were strongly 
No need upon the sea-girt side — [mann'd ; 
The steepy rock, and frantic tide. 
Approach of human step denied ; 
And thus these lines, and ramparts rude, 
Were left in deepest solitude. 

III. 
And, for they were so lonely, Clare 
Would to these battlements repair. 
And muse upon her sorrows there, 

And list the sea-bird's cry ; 
Or slow, like noon-tide ghost, would glide 
Along the dark-grey biHwarks' side. 
And ever on the heaving tide 

Look down with weary eye. 
Oft did the cliff, and sweUing main. 
Recall the thoughts of Whitby's fan^ — 
A home she ne'er might see again ; 

For she had laid adown, 
So Douglas bade, the hood and veil. 
And frontlet of the cloister pale. 

And Benedictine gown : 
It were unseemly sight, he said, 
A novice out of convent shade. — 
Now her bright locks, with sunny glow. 
Again adom'd her brow of snow ; 
Her mantle rich, whose borders, round, 
A deep and fretted broidery bound. 
In golden foldings sought the groimd ; 
Of holy ornament, alone 
Remain'd a cross with ruby stone ; 

And often did she look 
On that which in her hand she bore. 
With velvet bound, and broider'd o'er, 

Her breviary book. 
In such a place, so lone, so grim, 
At dawning pah, or twilight dim, 
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It fearful would Jiave been 
To meet a form so richly dress'd. 
With book in hand, and cross on breast. 

And such a woeful mien. 
Fitz-Eustace, loitering with his bow. 
To practise on the guH and crow, 
Saw her, at distance, gliding slow. 

And did by Mary swear, — 
Some love-lorn Fay she might have been. 
Or, in Romance, some spell -bound 

Queen; 
For ne'er in work-day world, was seen 

A form so witching ^lir. 

IV. 
Once walking thus, at evening tide. 
It chanced a gliding sail she spied, 
And, sighing, thought — "The Abbess, 

there. 
Perchance, does to her home repair ; 
Her peaceful rule, where Duty, free, 
Walks hand in hand with Chaiity ; 
Where oft Devotion's trancM glow 
Can such a glimpse of Heaven bestow. 
That the enraptured sisters sde 
High vision and deep mystery ; 
The very form of Hilda fair. 
Hovering upon the sunny air. 
And smiling on her votaries' prayer. 
O ! wherefore, to my duller eye. 
Did still the Saint her form deny? 
Was it, that, sear'd by sinful scorn. 
My heart could neither melt nor bum? 
Or lie my warm affections low. 
With him'that taught them first to glow? 
Yet, gentle Abbess, weU I knew. 
To pay thy kindness grateful due. 
And well could brook the mild command, 
That ruled thy simple maiden band. 
How different nowl condemned to bide 
My doom from this dark tyrant's pride.— 
But Marmion has to learn, ere long. 
That constant mind, and hate of wrong. 
Descended to a feeble girl. 
From Red de Clare, 'stout Gloster's Earl: 
Of such a stem, a sapling weak. 
He ne'er shall bend, although he break. 

V. 

"But seel — ^what makes this armour 
For in her path there lay [here?"— 
Targe, corslet, helm ; — she view'd them 
near. — [fear, 

"The breast-plate pierced ! — ^Ay, much I 
Weak fence wert thou 'gainst foeman's 

spear. 
That hath made &tal «itiance here^ 
As these dark blood-gouts say. — 
Thus Wilton 1— Oh 1 not corslet's ward. 
Not truth, as diamond pure and hard, 
Could be thy manly bosom'jB guard. 
On 7on ^aaaaMn^ ^ I"— 
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She raised her eyes in mournful mood, — 
Wilton himself before her stood 1 
It might have seem'd his passing ghost, 
For every youthful grace was lost ; 
And joy imwonted, and surprise, 
Gave their strange wildness to his eyes. — 
Expect not, noble dames and lords. 
That I can tell such scene in words : 
What skilful hmner e'er would choose 
To paint the rainbow's vaiying hues, 
Unless to mortal it were given 
To dip his brush in dyes of heaven? 
Far less can my weak line declare 

Each changing passion's shade ; 
Brightening to rapture from despair, 
Sorrow, surprise, and pity there, 
And joy, with her angelic air. 
And hope, that paints the future fair, 

Their vaiying hues display'd : 
Each o'er its rival's groimd extending, 
Alternate conquering, shifting, blending, 
Till all, fatigued, the conflict jrield. 
And mighty Love retains the field. 
Shortly I tell what then he said. 
By many a tender word dday'd. 
And modest blush, and bursting sigh. 
And question land, and fond reply : — 

VI. 
DE WILTON'S HISTORY. 

" Foiget we that disastrous day. 
When senseless in the lists I lay. 

Thence diagsfd, — ^but how I cannot 
know. 
For sense and recollection fled, — 

I found me on a pallet low, 
Within my ancient beadsman's shed. 

Austin, — Remember^st thou, my CUure, 
How thou didst blush, when the old man, 
When first our infant love began, 

Said we would make a matchless pair? — 
Menials, and friends, and kinsmen fled 
From the degraded traitor's bed, — 
He only held my burning head. 
And tended me for many a day, 
While wounds and fever held their sway. 
But far more needful was his care, 
When sense retum'd to wake despair ; 

For I did tear the closing wound. 

And dash me frantic on the ground. 
If e'er I heard the name of Clare. 
At length, to calmer reason brought, 
Much by his kind attendance wrought, 

With him I left my native strand, 
And, in a Palmer^s weeds array'd, 
My hated name and form to shade, 

I joumey'd many a land ; 
No more a lord of rank and birth. 
But mingled with the dregs of earth. 

Oft Austin for my naaon feared, [ 



When I would sit, and deeply brood 
On dark revenge, and deeds of blood, 

Or wild mad schemes uprear'd. 
My friend at length fell sick, and said, 

God would remove him soon : 
And, while upon his dying bed, 

He begg'd of me a boon — 
If e'er my deadliest enemy 
Beneath my brand should conquer'd lie. 
Even then my mercy should awake. 
And spare his life for Austin's sake. 

VII. 

"Still restless as a second Cain, 

To Scotland next my route was ta'en, 

Full well the paths I knew. 
Fame of my fate made various sound, 
That death in pilgrimage I found, 
That I had perish'd of my wound, — 

None cared which tale was true: 
And hving eye could never guess 
De Wilton in his Palmer's dress ; 
For now that sable slough is shed, 
And trimm'd my shaggy beard and head, 
I scarcely know me in the glass. 
A chance most wondrous cSd provide. 
That I should be that Baron's guide — 

I will not name his name 1 — 
Vengeance to God alone belongs ; 
But, when I think on all my wrongs, 

My blood is liquid flame 1 
And ne'er the time shall I forget. 
When, in a Scottish hostel set. 

Dark looks we did exchange : 
What were his thoughts I cannot tell ; 
But in my bosom mustered Hell 

Its plans of dark revenge. 

VIII. 
"A word of vulgar augury. 
That broke from me, I scarce knew why. 

Brought on a village tale ; 
Which wrought upon his moody sprite, 
And sent him armed forth by night. 

I borrow'd steed and mail. 
And weapons, from his sleeping band ; 

And, passing from a postern door, 
We met, and 'counter'd hand to hand, — 

He fell on Gifibrd moor. 
For the death-stroke my brand I drew 
(O then my helmed head he knew. 

The Palmer's cowl was gone), 
Then had three inches of my blade 
The heavy debt of vengeance paid, — 
My hand the thought of Austin staid ; 

I left him there alone. — 
O good old man 1 even from the grave 
Thy spirit could thy master save : 
Iff had slain my foeman, ne'er 
Had Whitby's Abbess, in her fear« 
Given to my Viand tYAs v^ut^X d«tt« 
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Of power to clear my injured fame, 
And vindicate De Wilton's name. — 
Perchance you heard the Abbess tell 
Of the strange pageantry of Hell, 

That broke our secret speech — 
It rose from the infernal shade, 
Or featly was some juggle play'd, 

A tale of peace to teach. 
Appeal to Heaven I judged was best, 
When my name came among the rest. 

IX. 

•' Now here, within Tantallon Hold, 
To Douglas late my tale I told, 
To whom my house was known of old. 
Won by my proofs, his falchion bright 
This eve anew shall dub me knight. 
These were the arms that once did turn 
The tide of fight on Otterbume, 
And Harry Hotspur forced to yield. 
When the Dead Douglas won the field. 
These Angus gave — his armourer's care, 
Ere mom, shall every breach repair ; 
For nought, he said, was in his halls. 
But ancient armour on the walls. 
And ag6d chargers in the stalls, 
And women, priests, andgrey-hair'dmen; 
The rest were all in Twisel glen. 
And now I watch my armour here, . 
By law of arms, till midnight's near ; 
Then, once again a belted knight, 
Seek Surrey's camp with dawn of light. 

X. 

•* There soon again we meet, my Clare! 
This Baron means to guide thee there : 
Douglas reveres his King's command. 
Else would he take thee from his band. 
And there thy kinsman, Surrey, too, 
Will give De Wilton justice due. 
Now meeter far for martial broil, 
Firmer my limbs, and strung by toil, 

Once more" "O Wilton 1 must we 

then 
Risk new-found happiness again, 

Trust fate of arms once more ? 
And is there not an humble glen, 

Where we, content and poor, 
Might build a cottage in the shade, 
A shepherd thou, and I to aid 

Thy task on dale and moor? 

That reddening brow ! — too well I know, 
Not even thy Clare can peace bestow, 

While falsehood stains thy name : 
Go then to fight 1 Clare bids thee go I 
Clare can a warrior's feelings know, 

And weep a warrior's shame ; 
Can Red Earl Gilbert's spirit feel, 
Buckle the spurs upon thy heel, 
And belt thee with thy brand of steel, 
And send thee forth to fame l" 



XI. 
That night, upon the rocks and bay, 
The midnight moonbeam slumbering lay, 
And pour'd its silver light, and pure. 
Through loop-hole, and through embra- 

Upon Tantallon tower and hall ; [zure, 
But chief where archM windows wide, 
Illuminate the chapel's pride. 

The sober glances fall. 
Much was their need ; though seam'd with 

scars, 
Two veterans of the Douglas' wars. 

Though two grey priests were there, 
And each a blazing torch held high, 
You could not by their blaze descry 

The chapel's carving fair. 
Amid that dim and smoky light. 
Chequering the silver moonshine bright, 

A bishop by the altar stood, 

A noble lord of Douglas blood. 
With mitre sheen, and rocquet white. 
Yet showed his meek and thoughtful eye 
But little pride of prelacy ; 
More pleased that, in a barbarous age, 
He gave rude Scotland Virgil's page, 
Thsm that beneath his rule he held 
The bishopric of fair Dunkeld. 
Beside him ancient Angus stood, 
DofiTd his furr'd gown and sable hood 
O'er his huge form and visage pale. 
He wore a cap and shirt of mall ; 
And lean'd his large and wrinkled hand 
Upon the huge and sweeping brand 
Which wont of yore, in battle fray. 
His foeman's limbs to shred away. 
As wood-knife lops the sapling spray.* 

He seem'd as. from the tombs around 
Rising at judgment-day, 

Some giant Douglas may be found 
In all his old array ; 
So pale his face, so huge his limb, 
So old his arms, his look so grim. 

XII. 
Then at the altar Wilton kneels. 
And Clare the spurs bound on his heels ; 
And think what next he must have felt. 
At buckling of the falchion belt ! 

And judge how Clara changed her hue, 
While fastening to her lover's side 
A friend, which, though in danger tried, 

He once had found untrue I 
Then Douglas struck him with his blade: 
"Saint Michael and Saint Andrew aid, 

I dub thee knight. 
Arise, Sir Ralph, De Wilton's heir 1 
For King, for Church, for Lady feir, 

See that thou fight."— 
And Bishop Gawain, as he rose, 
Said — *• Wilton 1 grieve not for thy woe% 
Disgrace, and trouble ; 




The s^ ilopg Ihe irawbiidge flies, 
Juslu il mmHed an Ihe rise."— p. 97. 



VI.] 



Mamtion. 



97 



For He, who honour best bestows, 

May give thee double." — 
De Wilton sobb'd, for sob he must — 
" Where'er I meet a Douglas, trust 

That Douglas is my brother 1" — 
'• Nay, nay," old Angus said, "not so ; 
To Surrey's camp thou now must go. 

Thy wrongs no longer smother. 
I have two sons in yonder field ; 
And, if thou meet'st them under shield, 
Upon them bravely — do thy worst ; 
And foul fall him that blenches first 1 " 

XIII. 

Not fJEu* advanced was morning day. 
When Marmion did his troop array 

To Surrey's camp to ride ; 
He had safe-conduct for his band, 
Beneath the royal seal and hand. 

And Douglas gave a guide : 
The ancient Earl, with stately grace. 
Would Clara on her palfrey place. 
And whisper' d in an under tone, 
"Let the hawk stoop, his prey is 

flown."— 
The train from out the castle drew, 
But Marmion stopp'd to bid adieu : — 

'* Though something I might plain," he 
•• Of cold respect to stranger guest, [said, 
Sent hither by your King's behest, 

While in Tantallon's towers I staid ; 
Part we in friendship from your land, 
And, noble Earl, receive my hand." — 
But Douglas round him drew his cloak. 
Folded his arms, and thus he spoke : — 
" My manors, halls, and bowers, shall still 
Be open, at my Sovereign's will, 
To each one whom he lists, howe'ex 
Unmeet to be the owner's peer. 
My castles are my King's alone. 
From turret to foundation-stone — 
The hand of Douglas is his own ; 
And never shall in friendly grasp 
The hand of such as Marmion clasp." — 

XIV. 

Bom'd Marmion's swarthy cheek like fire. 
And shook his very frame for ire. 

And— "This to me!" he said,— 
"An 'twere not for thy hoary beard, 
Such hafld as Marmion's had not spared 

To cleave the Douglas' head! 
And, first, I tell thee, haughty Peer, 
He who does England's message here. 
Although the meanest in her state, 
Mny well, proud Ang^, bcLthy mate : 
And, Douglas, more I tell thee here. 

Even in thy pitch of pride. 
Here in thy hold, thy vassals near 
(Nay, never look upon your lord, 
And kiy your hands upon your sword), 

I tell thee, thou'rt defied / 



And if thou said'st I am not peer 
To any lord in Scotland here. 
Lowland or Highland, far or near. 

Lord Angus, thou hast lied!" — 
On the Earl's cheek the flush of rage 
O'ercame the ashen hue of age : [then 
Fierce he broke forth, — " And darest thou 
To beard the lion in his den. 

The Douglas in his hall ? 
And hopest thou hence unscathed to go? — 
No, by Saint Bride of Bothwell, no I [ho ! 
Up drawbridge, grooms ! — what. Warder, 

Let the portcullis fall.* 
Lord Marmion turn' d, —well was his need, 
And dash'd the rowels in his steed, 
Like arrow through the archway sprung, 
The ponderous grate behind him rung ; 
To pass there was such scanty room, 
The bars, descending, razed his plume. 

XV. 

The steed along the drawbridge flies, 
Just as it trembled on the rise ; 
Nor lighter does the swallow skim 
Along the smooth lake's level brim : 
And when Lord Marmion reach'd his band, 
He halts, and turns with clenched hand, 
And shout of loud defiance pours, 
And shook his gauntlet at the towers. 
' ' Horse ! horse ! " the Douglas cried, "and 

chase!" 
But soon he rein'd his fury's pace : 
" A royal messenger he came. 
Though most unworthy of the name. — 
A letter forged ! Saint Jude to speed ! 
Did ever knight so foul a deed ! * 
At first in heart it liked me ill, 
When the King praised his clerkly skilL 
Thanks to Saint Bothan, son of mine. 
Save Gawain, ne'er could pen a line : 
So swore I. and I swear it still, 
Let my boy-bishop fret his fill. — 
Saint Mary mend my fiery mood ! 
Old age ne'er cools the Douglas blood, 
I thought to slay him where he stood. 
'Tis pity of him too," he cried : 
" Bold can he speak, and fairly ride ; 
I warrant him a warrior tried." 
With this his mandate he recalls. 
And slowly seeks his castle halls. 

XVI. 

The day in Marmion's journey wore ; 
Yet, ere his passion's gust was o'er. 
They cross'd the heights of Stanrig-moor. 
His troop morcclosely there he scann'd. 
And miss'd the Palmer from the band. — 
" Palmer or not," young Blount did say, 
" He parted at the peep of day ; 
Good sooth, it was in strange array." — 
" In what array?" sa\d Maim\oxv, q^Ok* 
" My Lord, 1 ill caw spe^i Vti^ \x\0»l\ 
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But all night long, with clink and bang, 
Close to my couch did hammers clang ; 
At dawn the falling drawbridge rang, 
And from a loop-hole while I peep, 
Old Bell-the-Cat came from the Keep, 
Wrapp'd in a gown of sables fair, 
As fearful of the morning air ; 
Beneath, when that was blown aside, 
A rusty shirt of mail I spied, 
By Archibald won in bloody work, 
Against the Saracen and Turk : 
Last night it hung not in the hall ; 
I thought some marvel would befall. 
And next I saw them saddled lead 
Old Cheviot forth, the Earl's best steed ; 
A matchless horse, though something old, 
Prompt in his paces, cool and bold. 
I heard the SheriflF Sholto say. 
The Earl did much the Master pray 
To use him on the battle-day ; 
But he preferred" "Nay, Henry, 

cease 1 
Thou sworn horse - courser, hold thy 

peace. — 
Eustace, thou bear'st a brain — I pray 
What did Blount see at break of day?" — 

XVII. 

"In brief, my lord, we both descried 
(For then I stood by Henry's side) 
The Palmer mount, and outwards ride. 

Upon the Earl's own favourite steed : 
All sheathed he was in armour bright, 
And much resembled that same knight. 
Subdued by you in Cotswold fight : 

Lord Angus wish'd him speed." — 
The instant that Fitz-Eustace spoke, 
A sudden light on Marnnon broke ; — 
*' Ah 1 dastard fool, to reason lost 1" 
He mutter'd ; " 'Twas nor fay nor ghost 
I met upon the moonlight wold. 
But living man of earthly mould. — 

O dotage blind and gross 1 
Had I but fought as wont, one thrust 
Had laid De Wilton in the dust. 

My path no more to cross. — 
How stand we now? — ^he told his tale 
To Douglas ; and with some avail ; 

'Twas therefore gloom'd his rugged 
brow. — 
Will Surrey dare to entertain, 
'Gainst Marmion, charge disproved and 

Small risk of that, I trow. [vain ? 

Yet Clare's sharp questions must I shun ; 
Must separate Constance from the Nun — 
O, what a tangled web we weave. 
When first we practise to deceive ! 
A Palmer too 1— no wonder why 
J feh rebuked beneath his eye: 
I might have known there was but one 
Whose look could quell Lord Marmion." 



XVIII. 

Stung with these thoughts, he urged to 

speed 
His troop, and reach'd, at eve, the Tweed, 
WhereLennel's convent closed their march. 
(There now is left but one frail arch. 

Yet mourn thou not its cells ; 
Our time a fair exchange has made ; 
Hard by, in hospitable shade, 

A reverend pilgrim dwells, 
Well worth the whole Bernardine brood. 
That ere wore sandal, frock, or hood.) 
Yet did Saint Bernard's Abbot there 
Give Marmion entertainment fair. 
And lodging for his train and Clare. 
Next mom the Baron climb'd the tower 
To view afar the Scottish power, 

Encamp'd on Flodden edge: 
The white pavilions made a show, 
Like remnants of the winter snow, 

Along the dusky ridge. 
Lord Marmion look'd : — at length his eye 
Unusual movement might descry 

Amid the shifting lines: 
The Scottish host drawn out appears. 
For, flashing on the hedge of spears. 

The eastern sunbeam shines. [ing ; 

Their front now deepening, now extend- 
Their flank inclining, wheeling, bending. 
Now drawing back, and now descending. 
The skilful Mannion well could know. 
They watch'd the motions of some foe, 
Who travers'd on the plain below. 

XIX. 
Even so it was. From Flodden ridge 

The Scots beheld the English host 

Lea veBarm ore-wood, their eveningpost. 

And heedful watch'd them as they 
cross'd 
The TiU by Twisel Bridge.* 

High sight it is, and haughty, while 

They dive into the deep defile ; 

Beneath the cavem'd diff they fall. 

Beneath the castle's airy wall. 
By rock, by oak, by hawthorn-tree. 

Troop after troop are disappearing ; 

Troop after troop their banners rearing, 
Upon the eastern bank you see. 
Still pouring down the rocky den, 

Where flows the sullen Till, 
And rising from the dim-wood glen. 
Standards on standards, men on men. 

In slow succession still. 
And, sweeping o'er the Gothic arch. 
And pressing on, in ceaseless march. 

To gain the opposing hiU. 
That mom, to many a trampet clang, 
Twisel 1 thy rock's deep echo rang; 
And many a chief of birth and rank, 
vSainl HdexiV aX \\i7 io>uaain drank. 
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Thy havrthom glade, which now we see 
In spring-tide bloom so lavishly, 
Had then from many an axe its doom, 
To give the marching columns room. 

XX. 

And why stands Scotland idly now. 
Dark Flodden 1 on thy airy brow. 
Since England gains the pass the while, 
And struggles through the deep defile? 
What chedcs the fiery soul of James? 
Why sits that champion of the dames 

Inactive on his steed. 
And sees, between him and his land, 
Between him and Tweed's southern strand, 

His host Lord Surrey lead? [brand? — 
What 'vails the vain knight-errant's 
O, Douglas, for thy leading wand ! 

Fierce Randolph, for thy speed 1 
O for one hour of Wallace wight. 
Or well-skill'd Bruce, to rule the fight. 
And cry — * * Saint Andrew and our right 1 " 
Another sight had seen that mom. 
From Fate's dark book a leaf been torn. 
And Flodden had been Bannockboume 1 — 
The precious hour has pass'd in vain, 
And England's host has gain'd the plain ; 
Wheeling their march, and circling still, 
Around the base of Flodden hill. 

XXI. 
Ere yet the bands met Marmion's eye, 
Fitz-Eustace shouted loud and high, 
"Harkl hark I mylord, an English drum I 
And see ascending squadrons come 

Between Tweed's river and the hill. 
Foot, horse, and cannon : — ^hap what hap. 
My basnet to a prentice cap, 

Lord Surrey's o'er the Till I— 
Yet more ! yet more I — ^how far array'd 
They file from out the hawthorn shade. 

And sweep so gallant by ! 
With all their banners bravely spread. 

And all their armour flashing high. 
Saint George might waken from the dead. 

To see fair England's standards fly." — 

Stint in thy prate," quoth Blount, 
" thou'dst best. 
And listen to our lord's behest." — 
With kindling brow Lord Marmion said, — 
"This instant be our band array'd ; 
rhe river must be quickly cross d, 
Fhat we may join Lord Surrey's host. 
If fight King James, — as well I trust. 
That fight he Mrill, and fight he must, — 
The Lady Clare behind our lines 
Shall tar^, while the battle joins." 

xxn. 
Himself he swift on horseback threw. 
Scarce to the Abbot bade adieu ; 
Far less would listen to his prayer. 
To leave behind the helpless Clare, 
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Down to the Tweed his band he drew, 
And mutter'd, as the flood they view, 
"The pheasant in the falcon's claw. 
He scarce will yield to please a daw: 
Lord Angus may the Abbot awe. 

So Clare shall bide with me." 
Then on that dangerous ford, and deep. 
Where to the Tweed Leat's eddies creep. 

He ventured desperately : 
And not a moment will he bide. 
Till squire, or groom, before him ride ; 
Headmost of ail he stems the tide, 

And stems it gallantly. 
Eustace held Clare upon her horse. 

Old Hubert led her rein, 
Stoutly they braved the current's course. 
And, though far downward driven per 
force. 

The southern bank they gain ; 
Behind them straggling, came to shore, 

As best they might, the train : 
Each o'er his* head his yew-bow bore, 

A caution not in vain : 
Deep need that day that every string. 
By wet unharm'd, should sharply ring. 
A moment then Lord Marmion staid. 
And breathed his steed, his men array'd. 

Then forward moved his band. 
Until, Lord Surrey's rear-guard won, 
He halted by a Cross of Stone, 
That, on a hillock standing lone, 

Did all the field command. 
XXIII. 
Hence might they see the full array 
Of either host, for deadly fray ;* 
Their marshall'd lines stretch'd east and 
west. 

And fronted north and south, 
And distant salutation pass'd 

From the loud cannon mouth ; 
Not in the close successive rattle, 
That breathes the voice of modem battle, 

But slow and far between. — 
The hillock gain'd, Lord Marmion staid: 
" Here, by this Cross," he gently said, 

•'You well may view the scene. 
Here shalt thou tarry, lovely Clare : 
O ! think of Marmion in thy prayer I— 
Thou wilt not? — well, — no less my care 
Shall, watchful, for thy weal prepare. — 
You, Blount and Eustace, are her guard, 

With ten picked archers of my train ; 
With England if the day go hard, 

To Berwick speed amain. — 
But if we conquer, cmel maid. 
My spoils shall at your feet be laid. 

When here we meet again." 
He waited not for answer there» 
And would not maiV. tYie ma^^^ ^es^^T, 

Nor heed the d^conX«DX<ed\ooV 
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From either squire ; but spurr'd amain, 
And, dashing through the battle plain, 
His way to Surrey took. 

XXIV, 

•• The good Lord Marmion, by my 

Ufe! 

Welcome to danger's hour ! — 
Short greeting serves in time of strife : — 

Thus have 1 ranged my power : — 
Myself will rule this central host, 

Stout Stanley fronts their right. 
My sons command the vanward post, 

With Brian Tunstall, stainless knight ;* 

Lord Dacre, with his horsemen light, 

Shall be in rear-ward of the fight, 
And succour those that need it most. 

Now gallant Marmion, well I know. 

Would gladly to the vanguard go ; 
Edmund, the Admiral, Tunstall there, 
With thee their charge will blithely share ; 
There fight thine own retainers too, 
Beneath De Burg, thy steward true." — 
"Thanks, noble Surrey !" Marmion said. 
Nor farther greeting there he paid ; 
But parting like a thunderbolt. 
First in the vanguard made a halt. 

Where such a shout there rose 
Of " Marmion ! Marmion I " that the cry, 
Up Flodden Moimtain shrilling high, 

Startled the Scottish foes. 

XXV. 

Blount and Fitz-Eustace rested still 
With Lady Clare upon the hill ! 
On which (for far the day was spent) 
The western sunbeams now were bent. 
The cry they heard, its meaning knew. 
Could plain their distant comrades view : 
Sadly to Blount did Eustace say, 
• ' Unworthy office here to stay ! 
No hope of gilded spurs to-day. — 
But see! look up !— on Flodden bent 
The Scottish foe has fired his tent." 

And sudden, as he spoke. 
From the sharp ridges of the hill. 
All downward to the banks of Till, 

Was wreathed in sable smoke. 
Volumed and fast, and rolling far. 
The cloud enveloped Scotland's war. 

As down the hill they broke ; 
Nor martial shout, nor minstrel tone, 
Announced their march ; their tread alone. 
At times one warning trumpet blown, 

At times a stifled hum. 
Told England, from his mountain-throne 

King James did rushing come. — 
Scarce could they hear or see their foes. 

Until at weapon-point they close. — 
They close, in clouds of smoke and dust. 
With sword'Sway, and with lance's thrust ; 
And such a yeU. was there, 



Of sudden and portentous birth. 
As if men fought upon the earth, 

And fiends in upper air ; 
Oh 1 life and death were in the shout. 
Recoil and rally, charge and rout. 

And triumph and despair. 
Long look'd the anxious squires ,* their eye 
Could in the darkness nought descry. 

XXVI. 

At length the freshening western blast 
Aside the shroud of battle cast ; 
And, first, the ridge of mingled spears 
Above the brightening doud appears ; 
And in the smoke the pennons flew. 
As in the storm the white sea-mew. 
Then mark'd they, dashing broad and far. 
The broken billows of the war. 
And plumM crests of chieftains brave, 
Floating like foam upon the wave ; 

But nought distinct they see : 
Wide raged the batde on the plain ; 
Spears shook, and falchions flash'd amain ; 
Fell England's arrow-flight like rain ; 
Crests rose, and stoop'd, and rose again. 

Wild and disorderly. 
Amid the scene of tumult, high 
They saw Lord Marmion's falcon fly : 
And stainless Tunstall's banner white, 
And Edmund Howard's lion bright. 
Still bear them bravely in the fight ; 

Although against them come. 
Of gallant Gordons many a one, 
And many a stubborn Badenoch-man, 
And many a rugged Border clan. 

With Huntly, and with Home. 

XXVII. 

Far on the left, unseen the while, 
Stanley broke Lennox and Argyle : 
Though there the western mountaineer 
Rush'd with bare bosom on the spear. 
And flung the feeble targe aside, 
And with both hands the broadsword plied, 
'Twas vain : — But Fortune, on the right, 
With fickle smile, cheer'd Scotland's 

fight. 
Then fell that spotless banner white. 

The Howard's lion fell ; 
Yet still Lord Marmion's falcon flew 
With wavering flight, while fiercer grew 

Around the battle-yell. 
The Border slogan rent the sky 1 
A Home I a Gordon 1 was the cry: 

Loud were the clanging blows ; 
Advanced, — forced back, — ^now low, now 

The pennon sunk and rose ; [high, 
As bends the bark's mast in the gale, 
When rent are rigging, shrouds, and sail, 

It waver' d 'mid the foes. 
. No longer Blount the view could bear: 
\ " By Heaven axi^ ^\\,^ saints, I swear 
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I will not see it lost 1 
Fltz-Eustace, vou with Lady Clare 
May bid your beads, and patter prayer, — 

I gallop to the host." 
And to the fray he rode amain, 
Follow'd by all the archer train. 
The fiery youth, with desperate charge, 
Made, for a space, an opening large, — 

The rescued banner rose, — 
But darkly closed the war around, 
like pine-tree, rooted from the grotmd. 

It sunk among the foes. 
Then Eustace mounted too :— yet staid, 
As loath to leave the helpless maid. 

When, fast as shaft can fly. 
Blood-shot his eyes, his nostrils spread. 
The loose rein dangling fix>m his head. 
Housing and saddle bloody red, 

Lord Marmion's steed rush'd by ; 
And Eustace, maddening at the sight, 

A look and sign to Claxa cast. 

To mark he would return in haste, 
Then plunged into the fight. 

XXVIII. 

Ask me not what the maiden feels. 
Left in that dreadful hour alone : 
Perchance her reason stoops, or reels ; 
Perchance a coiurage, not her own, 
Braces her mind to desperate tone. — 
The scatter'd van of England wheels ; — 
She only said, as loud in air 
Thetumultroar'd, •' Is Wilton there?"— 
They fly, or, madden'd by despair. 
Fight but to die,—" Is Wilton there?" 
With that, straight up the hill there rode 

Two horsemen drench'd with gore, 
And in their arms, a helpless load, 

A wounded knight they bore. 
His hand still strain'd the broken brand ; 
His arms were smear'd with blood and 

sand. 
Dragg'd from among the horse*^ feet, 
With dinted shield, and helmet beat. 
The falcon-crest and plumage gone. 
Can that be haughty Marmion 1 . . . 
Young Blount his armour did unlace. 
And, gazing on his ghastly face, 

Said— •• By Saint George, he's gone ! 
That spear-wound has our master sped. 
And see the deep cut on his head 1 

Good night to Marmion." — 
" Unnurtured Blount 1 thy brawling cease : 
He opes his eyes, "said Eustace; "peace!" 

XXIX. 

When, dofiTd his casque, he felt free air, 
Around 'gan Marmion wildly stare : — 
"Where's Harry Blount? Fitz-Eustace 
Linger ye here, ye hearts of hare 1 [where? 
Redeem my pennon,— chaige again 1 
Cry—* Marmion to the rescue /'—Vain ! | 



Last of my race, on battle-plain 
That shout shall ne'er be heard again !^ 
Yet my last thought is England's — fly. 
To Dacre bear my signet-ring : 
Tell him his squadrons up to bring. — 
Fitz-Eustace, to Lord Surrey hie ; 
TuDstall lies dead upon the field, 
His life-blood stains the spotless shield : 
Edmund is down : — my life is reft ; 
The Admiral alone is left. 
Let Stanley charge with spur of fire, — 
With Chester charge, and Lancashire, 
Full upon Scotland's central host. 
Or victory and England 's lost. — 
Must I bid twice? — hence, varlets ! fly ! 
Leave Marmion here alone — to die." 
They parted, and alone he lay ; 
Clare drew her from the sight away, 
Till pain wrung forth a lowly moan. 
And half he murmur' d, — " Is there none, 

Of all my halls have nurst. 
Page, squire,' or groom, one cup to bring 
Of blessed water from the spring, 
To slake my dying thirst 1" 

XXX. 

O, woman ! in our hours of ease. 
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please. 
And variable as the shade 
By the light quivering aspen made ; 
When pain and anguish wring the brow, 
A ministering angel thou 1 — 
Scarce were the piteous accents said. 
When, with the Baron's casque, the maid 

To the nigh streamlet ran : 
Forgot were hatred, wrongs, and fears ; 
The plaintive voice alone she hears. 

Sees but the dying man. 
She stoop'd her by the runnel's side, 

But in abhorrence backward drew ; 
For, oozing from the mountain's side. 
Where raged the war, a dark-red tide 

Was curdling in the streamlet blue. 
Where shall she turn?— behold her mark 

A little fountain cell, 
Where water, clear as diamond-spark, 

In a stone basin fell. 
Above, some half-worn letters say, 

Brink . hiearg • )nlgttm . tinnft . anH . ptB^f • 

jFor . tfje . ftino . soul . of . dgbil . ® rao . 

829^0 • biiili • ^W • ct088 . anH . iDtlT. 

She fill'd the helm, and back she hied. 
And with surprise and joy espied 

A monk supporting Marmion's head — 
A pious man, whom duty brought 
To dubious verge of battle fought, 

To shrieve the dying, bless the dead. 

XXXI. 

Deep drank Lord Maradoii oi XVa ^«?»^* 
A^d, as she stoop* d\jjks\>iQW \Q\a.N^— ' 
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" Is it the hand of Clare." he said, 

* ' Or injured Constance, bathes my head ? " 

Then, as remembrance rose, — 
" Speak not to me of shrift or prayer 1 

I must redress her woes. 
Short space, few words, are mine to spare; 
Forgive and listen, gentle Clare ! " — 

•• Alas 1 " she said, "the while,— 
O, think of your immortal weal 1 
In vain for Constance is your zeal ; 

She died at Holy Isle."— 

Lord Marmion started from the ground, 
As light as if he felt no wound ; 
Though in the action burst the tide, 
In torrents, from his wounded side. 
•' Then it was truth," he said — "I knew 
That the dark presage must be true. — 
I would the Fiend, to whom belongs 
The vengeance due to all her wrongs, 

Would spare me but a day 1 
For wasting fire, and dying groan, 
And priests slain on the altar-stone, 

Might bribe him for delay. 
It may not be !— this dizzy trance — 
Curse on yon base marauder's lance. 
And doubly cursed my failing brand 1 
A sinful heart makes feeble hand." 
Then, fainting, down on earth he sunk. 
Supported by the trembling Monk. 

XXXII. 
With fruitless labour, Clara bound, 
And strove to stanch the gushing wound : 
The Monk, with unavailing cares. 
Exhausted all the Church's prayers. 
Ever, he said, that, close and near, 
A lady's voice was in his ear. 
And that the priest he could not hear. 

For that she ever sung, 
"/« the lost battle^ borne down by the flying. 
Where mingles war's rattle with groans 
of the dying r 

So the notes rung ; — 
"Avoid thee. Fiend! — ^with cruel hand, 
Shake not the dying sinner's sand I — 
O look, my son, upon yon sign 
Of the Redeemer's grace divine ; 

O think on faith and bhss ! — 
By many a death-bed I have been, 
And many a sinner's parting seen, 

But never aught like this." — 
The war, that for a space did fail. 
Now trebly thundering swell'd the gale. 

And — Stanley 1 was the cry ; — 
A light on Marmion's visage spread, 

And fired his glazing eye : 
With dying hand, above his head. 
He shook the fragment of his blade, 

And shouted "Victory! — 
Charge, Chester, chaise! On, Stanley, 
IVere the last words of Marmion. [on l" 



XXXI IL 

By this, though deep the evening fell, 
Still rose the battle's deadly swell, 
For still the Scots, around their King, 
Unbroken, fought in desperate ring. 
Where 's now their victor vanward wing. 

Where Huntly, and where Home? — 
O for a blast of that dread horn, 
On Fontarabian echoes borne, 

That to King Charles did come. 
When Rowland brave, and Olivier, 
And every paladin and peer. 

On Roncesvalles died I 
Such blast might warn them, not in vain, 
To quit the plunder of the slain, 
And turn the doubtful day again. 

While yet on Flodden side, 
Afar, the Royal Standard flies, 
And round it toils, and bleeds, and dies. 

Our Caledonian pride 1 
In vain the wish— for far away. 
While spoil and havoc mark their way. 
Near Sybil's Cross the plunderers stray. — 
" O Lady," cried the Monk, "away I" 

And placed her on her steed. 
And led her to the chapel fair, 

Of Tillmouth upon Tweed. 
There all the night they spent in prayer. 
And at the dawn of morning, there 
She met her kinsman, Lord Fit^Clare. 

XXXIV. 

But as they left the dark'ning heath. 
More desperate grew the strife of death. 
The English shafts in volleys hail'd, 
In headlong charge their horse assail'd ; 
Front, flanJc, and rear, the squadrons 

sweep 
To break the Scottish circle deep. 

That fought around their King. 
But yet, though thick the shafts as snow, 
Though charging knights like whirl- 

virinds go. 
Though biU-men ply the ghastly blow. 

Unbroken was the ring ; 
The stubborn spear-men still made good 
Their dark impenetrable wood. 
Each stepping where his comrade stood, 

The instant that he fell. 
No thought was there of dastard flight ; 
Link'd in the serried phalanx tight. 
Groom fought like noble, squire like 
knight. 

As fearlessly and well ; 
Till utter darkness closed her wing 
O'er their thin host and wounded King. 
Then skilful Surrey's sage commands 
Led back from strife his shatter'd bands; 

And from the charge they drew. 
As mountain-waves, from wasted lands, 
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Then did their loss his foemen know ; 
Their King, their Lords, their mightiest 
They melt^ from the field, as snow, [low, 
When streams are swoln and south winds 

Dissolves in silent dew. [blow, 

Tweed's echoes heard the ceaseless plash, 

While many a broken band. 
Disorder' d, through her currents dash. 

To gain the Scottish land ; 
To town and tower, to down and dale. 
To tell red Flodden's dismal tale. 
And raise the universal waiL 
Tradition, legend, tune, and song. 
Shall many an age that wail prolong : 
Still from the sire the son shall hear 
Of the stem strife, and carnage drear, 

Of Flodden's fatal field, 
Where shiver'd was fair Scotland's spear. 

And broken was her shield 1 

XXXV. 

Day dawns upon the mountain's side : — 
There, Scotkmd ! lay thy bravest pride. 
Chiefs, knights, and nobles, many a one : 
The sad survivors all are gone. — 
View not that corpse mistrustfully, 
Defaced and mangled though it be ; 
Nor to yon Border castle high. 
Look northward with upbraiding eye ; 

Nor cherish hope in vain. 
That, journeying far on foreign strand, 
The Royal Klgrim to his land 

May yet return again. 
He saw the wreck his rashness wrought ; 
Reckless of life, he desperate fought, 

And fell on Flodden plain : 
And wdl in death his trusty brand. 
Firm clench'd within his manly hand, 

Beseem'd the Monarch slain.* 
But, O 1 how changed since yon blithe 
Gladly I turn me from the sight, [night I — 

Unto my tale again. 

XXXVI. 

Short is my tale : — Fitz-Eustace' care 
A pierced and mangled body bare 
To moated Lichfield's lofty pile; 
And there, beneath the southern aisle, 
A tomb, with Gothic sculpture fair. 
Did long Lord Marnion's image bear 
(Now vainly for its sight you look ; 
'Twas levell'd when fanatic Brook 
The fair cathedral storm'd and took ;* 
But, thanks to Heaven and good Saint 
A guerdon meet the spoiler had). [Chad I 
There erst was martial Marmion found. 
His feet upon a couchant hound. 

His hands to heaven upraised ; 
And all around, on scutdxeon rich. 
And tablet carved, and fretted niche. 

His arms and feats were blazed. 



And yet, though all was carved so fair. 
And priest for Marmion breathed the 

prayer, 
The last Lord Marmion lay not there. 
From Ettrick woods, a peasant swain 
FoUow'd his lord to Flodden plain, — 
One of those flowers whom plaintive lay 
In Scotland mourns as " wede away: ' 
Sore wounded, Sybil's Cross he spied. 
And dragg'd him to its foot, and died, 
Close by the noble Marmion's side. 
The spoilers stripp'd and gash'd the slain. 
And thus their corpses were mista'en ; 
And thus, in the proud Baron's tomb, 
The lowly woodsman took the room. 

XXXVII. 

Less easy task it were, to show 

Lord Marmion's nameless grave, and low. 

They dug his grave e'en where he lay. 
But every mark is gone ; 

Time's wasting hand has done away 

The simple Cross of Sybil Gray, 
And broke her font of stone : 
But yet out from the little hill 
Oozes the slender springlet still. 

Oft halts the stranger there. 
For thence may best his curious eye 
The memorable field descry ; 

And shepherd boys repair 
To seek the water-flag and rush. 
And rest them by the hazel bush. 

And plait their garlands fair ; 
Nor dream they sit upon the grave 
That holds the bones of Marmion brave. — 
When thou shalt find the little hill, 
With thy heart commune, and be still. 
If ever, in temptation strong. 
Thou left'st the right path for the wrong ; 
If every devious step, thas trod. 
Still led thee further from the road ; 
Dread thou to speak presumptuous doom 
On noble Marmion's lowly tomb ; 
But say, " He died a gallant knight. 
With sword in hand, for England's right." 

XXXVIII. 

I do not rhyme to that dull elf. 

Who cannot image to himself. 

That all through Flodden's dismal night, 

Wilton was foremost in the fight ; 

That, when brave Surrey's steed was slain, 

'Twas Wilton mounted him again ; 

'Twas Wilton's brand that deepest hew'd, 

Amid the spearmen's stubborn wood : 

Unnamed by Hollinshed or Hall, 

He was the living soul of all ; 

That, after fight, his faith made plain. 

He won his rank and lands again ; 

And charged his o\d paXernaX ^\^^ 

With bearin^^ y(oxv oxvYVQ^^^XiYvSA^ 
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Nor sing I to that simple maid, 

To whom it must ia terms be said, 

That King and kinsmen did agree 

To bless fair Clara's constancy ; 

Who cannot, unless I relate, 

Paint to her mind the bridal's state ; 

That Wolsey's voice the blessing spoke, 

More, Sands, and Denny pass'd the joke ; 

That bluff King Hal the curtain drew. 

And Catherine's hand the stocking threw ; 

And afterwards, for many a day, 

That it was held enough to say. 

In blessing to a wedded pair, 

*• Love they like Wilton and like Clare 1 " 



L' ENVOY, 

TO THE READER. 

Why then a final note prolong, 
Or lengthen out a closing song. 



Unless to bid the gentles speed. 
Who long have listed to my rede? 
To Statesmen grave, if such may deign 
To read the Minstrel's idle strain, 
Sound head, clean hand, and piercing 

wit, 
And patriotic heart — as Pitt 1 
A garland for the hero's crest. 
And twined by her he loves the best ; 
To every lovely lady bright. 
What can I wish but faithful knight? 
To every faithful lover too. 
What can I wish but lady true? 
And knowledge to the studious sage ; 
And pillow to the head of age. 
To thee, dear school-boy, whom my lay 
Has cheated of thy hour of play, 
Light task, and merry holiday 1 
To all, to each, a fair good-night, 
And pleasing dreams, and slumbers light 1 
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A POEM IN SIX CANTOS. 
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INTRODUCTION TO EDITION 1830. 

After the success of " Marmion/' I felt inclined to exclaim with Ulysses in the " Odyssey*'— 

" One venturous game my hand has won to-day — 
Another, gallants, yet remains to play." 

The ancient manners, the habits and customs, of the aboriginal race by whom the Highlands 
of Scotland were inhabited, had always appeared to me peculiarly adapted to poetry, llie 
change in their manners, too, had taken place almost within my own time, or at least I had 
learned many particulars concerning the ancient state of the Highlands from the old men of the 
last generation. I had always thought the old Scottish Gael Highly adapted for poetical com- 
position. The feuds and political dissensions which, half-a-century earlier, would have 
rendered the richer and wealthier part of the kingdom indisposed to countenance a poem the 
scene of which was laid in the Highlands, were now sunk in the generous compassion which the 
English, more than any other nation, feel for the misfortimes of an honourable foe. The Poems 
oCOssian had, by their popularity, sufficiently shown^ that if writings on Highland subjects were 
qualified to interest the reader, mere national prejudices were, in the present day, very unlikely 
to interfere with their success. 

I had also read a great deal, seen much, and heard more, of that romantic country, where I 
*as in the habit of spending some time every autumn ; and the scenery of Loch Katrine was 
OMuiected with the recollection of many a dear friend and merry expedition of former days. 
This poem, the action of which lay among scenes so beautiful, and so deeply imprinted on my 
Recollection, was a labour of love, and it was no less so to recall the manners and incidents 
•ntroduced. The frequent custom of James IV., and particularly of James V., to walk through 
fheir kingdom in disguise, afforded me the hint of an incident, which never fails to be interesting, 
if managed with the slightest address or dexterity. 

I may now confess, however^ that the employment, though attended with great pleasure, was 
^ot without its doubts and anxieties. A laciy, to whom I was nearly related, and with whom 
* lived, during her whole life, on the most brotherly terms of affection^ N»asTesv6L\xv^vj\^Tsv& ^x 
the time when the ivork was in progress^ and used to ask me, what 1 co\i\d v^s&vqVj ^oXq^ca 
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so early in the morning (that happening to be the most convenient time to me for composition). 
At last I told her the subject of my meditations ; and I can never forget the anxiety and affec- 
tion expressed in her reply. " Do not be so rash," she said, " my dearest cousin. You are 
already popular — more so, perhaps, than you yourself will believe, or than even I, or other 

Eartial friends, can fairly aXXov/ to your merit. You stand high — do not rashly attempt to climb 
igher, and incur the risk of a fall ; for, depend upon it, a favourite will not be permitted even 
to stumble with impimity." 1 replied to this affectionate expostulation in the words of 
Montrose — 

" He either fears his fate too much, 
Or his deserts are small, 
Who dares not put it to the touch 
To gain or lose it all.'' 

" If I fail," I said — for the dialogue is strong in my recollection — "It is a sign that I ought 
never to have succeeded, and I will write prose for life : you shall see no change in my temper, 
nor will I eat a single meal the worse. But if I succeed, 

' Up with the bonnie blue bonnet, 
The dirk, and the feather, and a' I' " 

Afterwards I showed my affectionate and anxious critic the first canto of the poem, which 
reconciled her to my imprudence. Nevertheless, although I answered thus confidently, with 
the obstinacy often said to be proper to those who bear my surname, I acknowledge that my 
confidence was considerably shaken by the warning of her excellent taste nnd unbiassed fi-iend- 
ship. Nor was I much comforted by her retraction of the unfavourable judgment, when I 
recollected how likely a natural partiality was to affect that change of opinion. In such cases, 
affection rises like a light on the canvas, improves any favourable tints which it formerly 
exhibited, and throws its defects into the shade. 

I remember that about the same time a friend start^ in to "heeze up my hope,*' like the 
" sportsman with his cutty-gun," in the old song. He was bred a farmer, but a man of powerful 
understanding, natural good taste, and warm poetical feeling, perfectly competent to supply the 
wants of an imperfect or irregular education. He was a passionate admirer of field-sports, which 
we often pursued together. 

As this friend happened to dine with me at Ashestiel one day, I took the opportunity of read- 
ing to him the first canto of " The Lady of the L^e," in order to ascertain the effect the poem 
was likely to produce upon a person who ■""'"' but too favourable a representative of readers at 
large. It is, of course, to be supposed, that 1 determined rather to guide my opinion by what 
my friend might appear to feel, than by what he might think fit to say. His reception of my 
recitation, or prelection, was rather singular. He placed his hand across his brow, and listened 
with great attention through the whole account of the stag-hunt, till the dogs threw themselves 
into the lake to follow their master, who embarks with Ellen Douglas. He then started up with 
a sudden exclamation, struck his hand on the table, and declare.', m a voice of censure calculated 
for the occasion, that the dogs must have been totally ruined by being permitted to take the 
water after such a severe chase. I own I was much encouraged by the species of reverie which 
had possessed so zealous a follower of the sports of the ancient Nimrod, who had been com- 
pletely surprised out of all doubts of the reality of the tale. Another of his remarks gave me 
less pleasure. He detected the identity of the King with the wandering knight, Fitz- James, 
when he winds his bugle to summon his attendants. He was probably thinking of the lively, 
but somewhat licentious, old ballad, in which the denouement of a royal intrigue takes place 
as follows :— 

" He took a bugle firae his side^ 
He blew both loud and shrill,^ 
And four-and-twenty belted knights 

Came skipping ower the hill ; 
Then he toolc out a little knife. 

Let a' his duddies fa'. 
And he was the brawest gentleman 
That was amang them a'. 

And we'll go no more a-roving," &ct 

This discovery, as Mr. Pepys says of the rent in his camlet cloak, vras but a trifle, yet it 
troubled me ; and I was at a good deal of pains to efface any marks by which I thought my 
secret could be traced before the conclusion, when I relied on it with the same hope of producing 
effect, with which the Irish post-boy is said to reserve a " trot for the avenue." 

I took uncommon pains to verify the accuracy of the local circumstances of this story. I 
recollect, in particular, that to ascertain whether I was telling a probable tale, I went into 
Perthshire, to see whether King James could actually have ridden from the banks of Loch 
Vennachar to Stirling Castle within the time supposed in the Poem, and had the pleasure to 
satisfy myself that it was quite practicable. 

After a, considerable delay, "The Lady of the Lake" appeared in May, i8xo; and its 
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success was certainly so extraordinary as to induce me lor the moment to conclude that I had at 
last fixed a nail in the proverbially inconstant wheel of Fortune, whose stability in behalf of an 
individual who had so boldly courted her favours for three successive times had not as yet been 
shaken. I had attained, perhaps, that degree of public reputation at which prudence, or 
certainly timidity, would have made a halt, and discontinued efforts by which I was far more 
likely to diminish my fame than to increase it. But, as the celebrated John Wilkes is said to 
have explained to his late Majesty, that he himself, amid his full tide of popularity, was never a 
Wilkite, so I can, with honest truth, exculpate myself from having been at any time a partisan 
of my own poetry, even when it was in the highest fashion with the million. It must not be 
supposed that I was either so ungrateful, or so superabundantly candid, as to despise or scorn 
the value of those whose voice had elevated me so much higher than my own opinion told me I 
deserved. I felt, on the contrary, the more grateful to the public, as receiving that from 
partiality to me which I could not have claimed from merit ; and I endeavoured to deserve the 
partiality, by continuing such exertions as I was capable of for their amusement. 

It may be that I did not, in this continued course of scribbling, consult either the interest of 
the public or my own. But the former had effectual means of defending themselves, and could, 
by their coldness. suflSciently check any approach to intrusion ; and for myself, I had now for 
several years deaicated my hours so much" to literary labour, that I should have felt difficulty 
b employing myself otherwise ; and so, like Dogberry, I generously bestowed all my tedious- 
ness on the public, comfortine myself with the reflection, that if posterity should think me 
undeserving of the favour with which I was regarded by my contemporaries, " they could not 
but say I had the crown," and had enjoyed for a i time that popularity which is so much coveted. 

I conceived, however, that I held the^ distinguished situation I had obtained, however 
unworthily, rather like the champion of pugilism,t on the condition of being always ready to show 
proofs of my skill, than in the manner of the champion of chivalry, who performs his duties 
only on rare and solemn occasions. I was in any case conscious that I could not long hold a 
situation which the caprice, rather than the judgment, of the public, had bestowed upon me, 
and preferred being deprived of my precedence by some more worthy rival, to sinking into con- 
tempt for my indolence, and losing my reputation by what Scottish lawyers call the negative 
prescription. Accordingly, those who choose to look at the Introduction to Rokeby, in the 
present edition, will be able to trace the steps by which I declined as a poet to figure as a 
novelist; as the ballad says, Queen Eleanor sunk at Charing-Cross to rise again at Queenhithe. 

It only remains for me to say, that, during my short pre-eminence of popularity, I faithfully 
observed me rules of moderation which I had resolved to follow before I began my course as 
a man of letters. If a man is determined to make a noise in the world, he is as sure to encounter 
abuse and ridicule, as he who gallops furiously through a village must reckon on being followed 
by the curs in full cry. Experienced persons know, that in stretching to flog the latter, the 
nder is very apt to catch a bad fall ; nor is an attempt to chastise a malignant critic attended 
with less danger to the author. On this principle, I let parody, burlesque, and squibs find their 
Own level ; and while the latter hissed most fiercely, I was cautious never to catoh them up, as 
schoolboys do, to throw them back against the naughty boy who fired them off, wisely remem- 
bering that they are, in such cases, apt to explode in the handling. Let me add, that my reign 
(since Byron has so called it) was marked by some instances of good-nature as Well as patience. 
I never refused a literary person of merit such services in smoothing his way to the public as 
were in my power : and I had the advantage, rather an uncommon one with our irritable race, 
to enjoy general favour^ without incurring permanent ill-will, so far as is known to me, among 
any of my contemporaries. 

Abbotsforp, Aprils 1830. 



girgttttiettt* 



The Scene 0/ ike /allowing Poem is laid chiefly in the Vicinity of Loch Katrine^ in the 
Western Highlands of Perthshire^ The time 0/ Action includes Six Days^ and the trans- 
actions of each Day occupy a Canto, 

f " In twice five years the 'ejeatest living poet,' 
Like to the champion In the fisty ring, 
Is call'd on to support his claim, or show it. 
Although 'tis an imaginary thing," &c. 

Don yuan, canto xl. st. 55. 
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CANTO FIRST. 

THE CHASE. 

Hasp of the North ! that moukkriiig Umg 
hast hung [FiUan's spring. 

On the witch-ehn that shades Saint 
And down the fitful breeze thy numbers 
flung, 
Till envious ivy did around thee ding. 
Muffling with verdant ringlet evmy string — 
O Minstrel Harp, still must thinr arrents 
sleep? 
Mid rustling leaves and fountains mur- 
muring, [sHoioe keep. 
Still must thy sweeter sounds their 
Nor bid a warrior smile, nor teadi a maid 
to weq)? 

Not thus, in ancient days of Caledon, 
Was thy voice mute amid the festal 
crowd. 
When lay of hopeless love, or glory won. 
Aroused the fearful, or subdued tiie 
proud. 
At each according pause, was heard aloud 
Thine ardent symphony suUime and 
high 1 [bow'd ; 

Fair dames and crested chiefs attention 

For still the burden of thy minstrdsy 
Was Knighthood's dauntless deed, and 
Beauty's matchless eye. 

O wake once more I how rude soe'er the 
hand [stray; 

That ventures o'er thy magic maze to 
O wake once more! though scarce my 
skill command 
Some feeble echoing of thine earlier lay: 
Though harsh and faint, and soon to die 
away. 
And ail unworthy of thy nobler strain. 
Yet if one heart throb higher at its sway. 
The Mrizard note has not been toudti'd 
in vain. [wake again ! 

Then silent be no more! Enchantress, 



> 



I. 



staf at eve had drunk his fill, 

m danced the moon on Monan s t\\\. 



And deep his midnight lair had made 
In lone Glmartn^'s hazd shade ; 
But, when the sun his beacon red 
Had kindled om Benvoirlich's head. 
The deep-mouth'd bloodhound's heavy 
Resounded jxp the rodqr way, [bay 

And foint, from £suther distance borne. 
Were heard the clanging hoof and horn. 

II. 
As ChieC who hears his warder call, 
" To arms! the foemen storm the wall," 
The antler'd monardi of the waste 
Spnmg from his heatheiy couch in haste. 
E^ ere his fleet career be took. 
The dew-drops from his flianks he shook; 
like crested leader proud and high, 
Toss'd his beam'd frontlet to the slqr ; 
A moment gazed adown the dale, 
A moment snuff 'd the tainted gale, 
A moment listen'd to tiie ciy. 
That thicken'd as the chase drew nigh ; 
Then, as the headmost foes appear'd. 
With one brave bound the copse he 

dear'd. 
And, stretdiing forward free and fru*. 
Sought the wild heaths of Uam-Var. 

III. 
Ydl'd on the view the opening pack; 
Rock, glen, and cavern paid them back ; 
To many a mingled sound at once 
The awucoi'd mountain gave response. 
A hundred dogs bay'd deep and strong, 
Clatter'd a hundred steeds along, 
Thdr peal the marry horns rung out, 
A hundred voices joined the shout ; 
With haik and whoop and wild halloo^ 
No rest Benvoiriich's edioes kneir. 
Far from the tumult fled the roe. 
Close in her covert oower'd the doe; 
The £Edcon, firom her cairn on high. 
Cast on the rout a wondering eye. 
Till far beyond her piapdng ken 
The hurricane had sw^t the glen* 
Faint, and more fiunt, its failing din 
Retum'd firom cavom, cliff, and linn, 
And silence settled, wide and still. 
On \\\e \oik^ ^ood and mighty hill. 
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IV. 

Less loud the sounds of sylvan war 
Disturbed the heights of Uam-Var, 
And roused the cavern, where, 'tis told, 
A giant made his den of old ; * 
For ere that steep ascent was won, 
High in his pathway hung the sim. 
And many a gallant, stay d perforce, 
Was fain to breathe his faltering horse. 
And of the trackers of the deer. 
Scarce half the lessening pack was near ; 
So shrewdly on the mountain side 
Had the bold burst their mettle tried. 

V. 

The noble stag was pausing now 
Upon the mountain's southern brow, 
\\^ere broad extended, far beneath. 
The varied realms of fair Menteith. 
With anxious eye he wandered o'er 
Mountain and meadow, moss and moor, 
And ponder'd refuge from his toil. 
By far Lochard or Aberfoyle. 
But nearer was the copsewood grey. 
That waved and wept on Loch-Achray, 
And mingled with the pine-trees blue 
On the bold cliffs of Benvenue. 
Fresh vigour with the hope retum'd. 
With flying foot the heatH he spum'd. 
Held westward with unwearied race. 
And left behind the panting chase. 

VI. 

'Twere long to tell what steeds gave o'er. 
As swept the hunt through Cambus-more ; 
What reins were tighten'd in despair. 
When rose Benledi's ridge in air ; 
Who flagg'd upon Bochastle's heath. 
Who shunn'd to stem the flooded Teith, — 
For twice that day, from shore to shore, 
The gallant stag swam stoutly o'er. 
Few were the stragglers, following far, 
That reach'd the lake of Vennachar ; 
And when the Brigg of Turk was won. 
The headmost horseman rode alone. 

VII. 

Alone, but with unbated zeal, 
That horseman pHed the scourge and steel ; 
For jaded now, and spent with toil, 
Emboss'd with foam, and dark with soil, 
While every gasp with sobs he drew. 
The labouring stag strained full in view. 
Two dogs of black Saint Hubert's breed, 
Unmatch'd for courage, breath, and 
Fast on his flying traces came, [speed,* 
And all but won that desperate game ; 
For, scarce a spear!s length from his 

haunch. 
Vindictive toiled the bloodhounds staunch; 

* An asterisk in these pafi;es signifies that a 
note upon the passage is to he found at ih^ end 
of the volume. 1 



Nor nearer might the dogs attain. 
Nor farther might the quarry strahi. 
Thus up the margin of the lake, 
Between the precipice and brake. 
O'er stock and rock their race they take. 

VIII. 

The Hunter mark'd that mountain high, 
The lone lake's western boundary, 
And deem'd the stag must turn to bay. 
Where that huge rampart barr'd the way ; 
Already glorying in the prize, 
Measured his antlers with his eyes ; 
For the death-wound and death-halloo, 
Muster'd his breath, his whin-yard 

drew ; — ♦ 
But thundering as he came prepared. 
With ready arm and weapon bared, 
The wily quarry shunn'd the shock. 
And turn'd him from the opposing rock ; 
Then, dashing down a darksome glen, 
Soon lost to hound and Hunter's ken. 
In the deep Trosach's wildest nook 
His solitary refuge took. [shed 

There, while close couch'd, the thicket 
Cold dews and wild-flowers on his head. 
He heard the baffled dogs in vain 
Rave through the hollow pass amain, 
Chiding the rocks that yell'd again. 

IX. 

Close on the hounds the Hunter came. 
To cheer them on the vanish'd game ; 
But, stumbling in the rugged dell. 
The gallant horse exhausted fell. 
The impatient rider strove in vain 
To rouse him with the spur and rein. 
For the good steed, his labours o'er, 
Stretch'd his stiff limbs, to rise no more ; 
Then, touch'd with pity and remorse. 
He sorrow'd o'er the expiring horse. 
" I little thought, when first thy rein 
I slack'd upon the banks of Seine, 
That Highland eagle e'er should feed 
On thy fleet hmbs, my matchless steed ! 
Woe worth the chase, woe worth the day. 
That costs thy life, my gallant grey 1 " 

X. 

Then through the dell his horn resounds, 
From vain pursuit to call the hounds. 
Back limp'd, with slow and crippled pace. 
The sulky leaders of the chase ; 
Close to their master's side they press'd, 
With drooping tail and humbled crest ; 
But still the dingle's hollow throat 
Prolong' d the swelling bugle-note. 
The owlets started from their dream, 
The eagles answer'd with their scream, 
Round and around the sounds were cast, 
Till echo seem'd an answering blast ; 
And on the Hunter \\\e<i^\s "wa.^^ 
To join some comrades ol x^aa da:^ \ 
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Yet often paused, so strange the road, 
So wondrous were the scenes it show'd. 

XI. 
The western waves of ebbing day 
Roll'd o'er the glen their level way ; 
Each purple peak, each flinty spire, 
Was bathed in floods of living Are. 
But not a setting beam could glow 
Within the dark ravines below. 
Where twined the path in shadow hid, 
Round many a rocky pyramid. 
Shooting abruptly from the dell 
Its thunder-splinter'd pinnacle ; 
Round many an insulated mass, 
The native bulwarks of the pass. 
Huge as the tower which builders vain 
Presumptuous piled on Shinar's plain. 
The rocky summits, split and rent, 
Form'd turret, dome, or battlement, 
Or seem'd fantastically set 
With cupola or minaret, 
Wild crests as pagod ever deck'd. 
Or mosque of Eastern architect. 
Nor were these earth-bom castles bare. 
Nor lack'd they many a banner fair ; 
For, from their shiver'd brows display' d. 
Far o'er the unfathomable glade. 
All twinkling with the dewdrops sheen, 
The briar-rose fell in streamers green. 
And creeping shrubs, of thousand dyes, 
Waved in the west-wind's summer sighs. 

XII. 
Boon nature scatter'd, free and wild. 
Each plant or flower, the mountain's child. 
Here eglantine embalm'd the air. 
Hawthorn and hazel mingled there ; 
The primrose pale, and violet flower, 
Found in each cliff a narrow bower ; 
Fox-glove and night-shade, side by side, 
Emblems of punishment and pride. 
Group' d their dark hues with every stain 
The weather-beaten crags retain. 
With boughs that quaked at every breath, 
Grey birch and aspen wept beneath ; 
Aloft, the ash and warrior oak 
Cast anchor in the rifted rock ; 
And, higher yet, the pine-tree hung 
His shatter' d trunk, and frequent flung. 
Where seem'd the cliffs to meet on high, 
His boughs athwart the narrow'd sky. 
Highest of all, where white peaks glanced, 
Where glist'ning streamers waved and 

danced. 
The wanderer's eye could barely view 
The summer heaven's delicious blue ; 
So wondrous wild, the whole might seem 
The scenery of a fairy dream. 

XIII. 

Onwardt amid the copse 'gan peep 
A narrow inlet, still and deep, 



Affording scarce such breadth of brim. 
As served the wild duck's brood to swim. 
Lost for a space, through thickets veering, 
But broader when again appearing, 
Tall rocks and tufted knolls their face 
Could on the dark-blue mirror trace ; 
And farther as the Hunter stray'd. 
Still broader sweep its channels made. 
The shaggy mounds no longer stood, 
Emerging from entangled wood, 
But, wave-encircled, seem'd to float. 
Like castle girdled with its moat ; 
Yet broader floods extending still 
Divide them from their parent hill, 
Till each, retiring, claims to be 
An islet in a inland sea. 

XIV. 

And now, to issue from the glen, 

No pathway meets the wanderer's ken, 

Unless he climb, with footing nice, 

A far projecting precipice.* 

The broom's tough roots his ladder made, 

The hazel saplings lent their aid ; 

And thus an airy point he won. 

Where, gleaming with the setting sun. 

One burnish'd sheet of living gold, 

Loch Katrine lay beneath him roll'd,t 

In all her length far winding lay. 

With promontory, creek, and biay. 

And islands that, empurpled bright. 

Floated amid the livelier light. 

And mountains, that like giants stand, 

To sentinel enchanted land. 

High on the south, huge BenvenueiJ: 

Down on the lake in masses threw 

Crags, knolls, and mounds, confusedly 

hurl'd. 
The fragments of an earlier world ; 
A wildering forest feather'd o'er 
His ruin'd sides and summit hoar. 
While on the north, through middle air, 
Ben-an heaved high his forehead bare. 

XV. 

From the steep promontory gazed 
The stranger, raptured and amazed. 
And, ' * What a scene were here, " he cried, 
"For princely pomp, or churchman's 
On this bold brow, a lordly tower ; [pride! 
In that soft vale, a lady's bower ; 
On yonder meadow, far away. 
The turrets of a cloister grey ; 
How blithely might the bugle-horn 
Chide, on the lake, the lingering mom 1 

t Loch-Ketturin is the Celtic pronundaticxi. 
In his notes to T/te Fair Maid of Pertht the 
author has signified his belief that the lake was 
named after the Catterint^ or wild robbeff, 
who haunted its shores. 

\X Benvenue is literalhr the little mountun-* 
i.e., «& cotiXx«&Xe^Vv2Ki>tt«DSk»dltJQd Bcnlomond. 
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How sweet, at eve, the lover's lute 
Chime, when the groves were still and 

mute! 
And, when the midnight moon should 

lave 
Her forehead in the silver wave, 
How solemn on the ear would come 
The holy matins' distant hum. 
While the deep peal's commanding tone 
Should wake, in yonder islet lone, 
A sainted hermit from his cell. 
To drop a bead with every knell — 
And bugle, lute, and bell, and all, 
Should each bewilder'd stranger call 
To friendly feast, and lighted halL 

XVI. 
" Blithe were it then to wander here ! 
But now, — ^beshrew yon nimble deer, — 
Like that same hermit's, thin and spare, 
The copse must give my evening fare ; 
Some mossy bank my couch must be, 
Some rustling oak my canopy. 
Yet pass we that ; the war and chase 
Give little choice of resting-place ; — 
A summer night, in greenwood spent, 
Were but to-morrow's merriment : 
But hosts may in these wilds abound. 
Such as are better miss'd than found ; 
To m^t with Highland plimderers here, 
Were worse than loss of steed or deer. — * 
I am alone ; — my bugle strain 
May call some straggler of the train ; 
Or, fall the worst that may betide. 
Ere now this falchion has been tried." 

XVII. 

But scarce again his horn he woimd. 

When lo 1 forth starting at the sound, 

From underneath an aged oak. 

That slanted from the islet rock, 

A damsel guider of its way, 

A little skS shot to the bay. 

That round the promontory steep 

Led its deep Une in graceful sweep. 

Eddying, in almost viewless wave. 

The weeping willow twig to lave. 

And kiss, with whispering soimd and slow. 

The beELch of pebbles bright as snow. 

The boat had touch'd this silver strand, 

Just as the Hunter left his stand. 

And stood conceal'd amid the brake. 

To view this Lady of the Lake. 

The maiden paused, as if again 

She thought to catch the distant strain. 

Vnth head up-raised, and look intent, 

And eye and ear attentive bent. 

And lodes flung back, and lips apart, 

Lake monument of Grecian art. 

In listening mood, she seem'd to stand, 

Tlie guardian Naiad oi the strand. 



XVIII. 

And ne'er did Grecian chisel trace 

A Nymph, a Naiad, or a Grace, 

Of finer form, or lovelier face 1 

What though the sun, with ardent frown. 

Had slightly tinged her cheek with 

brown, — 
The sportive toil, which, short and light. 
Had dyed her glowing hue so bright. 
Served too in hastier swell to show 
Short glimpses of a breast of snow : 
What though no rule of courtly grace 
To measured mood had train'd her pace, — 
A foot more light, a step more true. 
Ne'er from the heath-flower dash'd the 

dew; 
E'en the slight harebell raised its head. 
Elastic from her airy tread : 
What though upon her speech there hung 
The accents of the mountain tongue, — 
Those silver sounds, so soft, so dear. 
The listener held his breath to hear 1 

XIX. 

A chieftain's daughter seem'd the maid ; 
Her satin snood,T her silken plaid. 
Her golden brooch, such birth betray'd. 
And seldom was a snood amid 
Such wild luxuriant ringlets hid, 
Whose glossy black to shame might bring 
The plumage of the raven's wing ; 
And seldom o'er a breast so fair 
Mantled a plaid with modest care, 
And never brooch the folds combined 
Above a heart more good and kind. 
Her kindness and her worth to spy, 
You need but gaze on Ellen's eye ; 
Not Katrine, in her mirror blue, 
Gives back the shaggy banks more true, 
Than every free-born glance confess' d 
The guileless movements of her breast ; 
Whether joy danced in her dark eye. 
Or woe or pity claim'd a sigh. 
Or filial love was glowing there. 
Or meek devotion pour'd a prayer. 
Or tale of injury call'd forth 
The indignant spirit of the North. 
One only passion unreveal'd. 
With maiden pride the maid conceal'd. 
Yet not less purely felt the flame ; — 
1 need I tell that passion's name? 

XX. 

Impatient of the silent horn, 
Now on the gale her voice was borne : — 
*' Father I" she cried ; the rocks around 
Loved to prolong the gentle sound. 
Awhile she paused, no answer came, — 
•'Malcolm, was thine the blast?" the 
name 

t See Note on Canto 111,, ^taxoaix. 
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Less resolutely uttered fell, 
The echoes could not catch the swelL 
" A stranger I," the Huntsman said, 
Advancing from the hazel shade. 
The maid, alarm'd, with hasty oar, 
Push'd her light shallop from the shore, 
And when a space was gain'd between, 
Closer she drew her bosom's screen 
(So forth the startled swan would swing, 
So turn to prune his ruffled wing). 
Then safe, though flutter'd and amazed. 
She paused, and on the stranger gazed. 
Not his the form, nor his the eye, 
That youthful maidens wont to fly. 

XXI. 
On his bold visage middle age 
Had slightly press'd its signet sage, 
Yet had not quench'd the open truth 
And fiery vehemence of youth ; 
Forward and frolic glee was there. 
The will to do, the soul to dare, 
The sparkling glance, soon blown to fire, 
Of hasty love, or headlong ire. 
His limbs were cast in manly mould, 
For hardy sports or contest bold ; 
And though in peaceful garb array 'd. 
And weaponless, except his blade, 
His stately mien as well implied 
A high-bom heart, a martial pride, 
As if a Baron's crest he wore, 
And sheathed in armour trode the shore. 
Slighting the petty need he show'd, 
He told of his benighted road ; 
His ready speech flow'd fair and free, 
In phrase of gentlest coiu^esy ; 
Yet seem'd that tone, and gesture bland. 
Less used to sue than to command. 

XXII. 

A while the maid the stranger eyed. 
And, reassured, at length replied. 
That Highland halls were open still 
To wilder'd wanderers of the hill. 
'* Nor think you unexpected come 
To yon lone isle, our desert home ; 
Before the heath had lost the dew, 
This mom, a couch was pull'd for you ; 
On yonder mountain's purple head 
Have ptarmigan and heath-cock bled. 
And our broad nets have swept the mere. 
To furnish forth your evening cheer." — 
" Now, by the rood, my lovely maid. 
Your courtesy has err'd," he said ; 
" No right have I to claim, misplaced. 
The welcome of expected guest, 
A wanderer, here by fortune tost, 
My way, my friends, my courser lost, 
I ne'er before, believe me, fair, 
Have ever drawn your mountain air, 
Till on this lake's romantic strand, 
/ found a fay in fairy land ! " 



XXIII. 
" I well believe," the maid replied. 
As her light skiiF approach'd the side, — 
" I well believe, that ne'er before 
Your foot has trod Loch Katrine's shore ; 
But yet, as far as yesternight, 
Old Allan-Bane foretold your plight, — 
A grey-hair'd sire, whose eye intent 
Was on the vision'd future bent.* 
He saw your steed, a dappled grey. 
Lie dead beneath the birchen way ; 
Painted exact your form and mien. 
Your hunting suit of Lincoln green, 
That tassell'd horn so gaily gilt. 
That falchion's crookM blade and hilt, 
That cap with heron plumage trim, 
And yon two hounds so dark and grim. 
He bade that all should ready be. 
To grace a guest of fair degree ; 
But light I held his prophecy. 
And deem'd it was my fsaither's horn. 
Whose echoes o'er the lake were borne." 

XXIV. 

The stranger smiled: — "Since to your 

home 
A destined errant-knight I come. 
Announced by prophet sooth and old, 
Doom'd, doubtless, for achievement bold, 
I '11 lightly front each high emprise. 
For one kind glance of those bright eyes. 
Permit me, first, the task to guide 
Your fairy frigate o'er the tide." 
The maid,* with smile suppress'd and sly, 
The toil unwonted saw him try ; 
For seldom sure, if e'er before, 
His noble hand had grasp' d an oar: 
Yet with main strength his strokes he drew, 
And o'er the lake the shallop flew ; 
With heads erect, and whimpering cry, 
The hounds behind their passage ply. 
Nor frequent does the bright oar break 
The dark'ning mirror of the lake. 
Until the rocky isle they reach. 
And moor their shallop on the beach. 

XXV. 

The stranger view'd the shore around ; 
'Twas all so close with copsewood bound. 
Nor track nor pathway might declare 
That human foot frequented there, 
Until the mountain-maiden show'd 
A clambering unsuspected road. 
That winded through the tangled screen, 
And open'd on a narrow green. 
Where weeping birch and willow round 
With their long fibres swept the ground. 
Here, for retreat in dangerous hour. 
Some chief had framed a rustic bower.* 

XXVI. 

It was a lodge of ample size, 

B\i\ sltaiig,'^ of structure and device ; 
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Of such materials, as around 

The .workman's hand had readiest found. 

Lopp'd off their .boughs, their hoar trunks 

bared. 
And by the hatchet rudely squared, 
To give the walls their destined height. 
The sturdy oak and ash unite ; 
While moss and clay and leaves combined 
To fence each crevice from the wind. 
The lighter pine-trees, overhead. 
Their slender length for rafters spread, 
And wither'd heath and rushes dry 
Supplied a russet canopy. 
Due westward, fronting to the green, 
A rural portico was seen. 
Aloft on native pillars borne. 
Of mountain fir with bark unshorn. 
Where Ellen's hand had taught to twine 
The ivy and Idsean vine, 
The clematis, the lavour'd flower 
Which boasts the name of virgin-bower, 
And every hardy plant could bear 
Loch Katrine's keen and searching air. 
An instant in this porch she staid, 
And gaily to the stranger said, 
" On heaven and on thy lady call. 
And enter the enchanted hall 1 " 

XXVII. 

"My hope, ray heaven, my trust must be. 
My gentle guide, in following thee." 
He cross'd the threshold— and a clang 
Of angry steel that instant rang. 
To his bold brow his spirit rusb'd, 
But soon for vain alarm he blush'd. 
When on the floor he saw display'd, 
Quose of the din, a naked blade 
Dropp'd from the sheath, that, careless 

flung. 
Upon a stag's huge antlers swung ; 
For all aroimd, the walls to grace. 
Huge trophies of the fight or chase : 
A taiget there, a bugle here, 
A battle-axe, a hunting-spear, 
And broadswords, bows, and arrows store, 
With the tusk'd trophies of the boar. 
Here grins the wolf as when he died. 
And there the wild-cat's brindled hide 
The frontlet of the elk adorns, 
Or mantles o'er the bison's horns ; 
Pennons and flags defaced and stain'd, 
That bladkening streaks of blood retain'd, 
And deer-skins, dappled, dun, and white. 
With otter's fur and seal's unite. 
In rude and uncouth tapestry all. 
To garnish forth the sylvan halL 

XXVIII. 

The wondering stranger roimd him gazed, 
And next the fallen weapon raised : — 
Few were the arms whose sinewy strength 
Sufficed to stretch it forth at length, ^ 

a 



And as the brand he poised and sway'd, 

" I never knew but one," he said, 

' 'Whose stalwart arm might brook to wield 

A blade like this in battle-field." 

She sigh'd, then smiled and took the word: 

' * You see the guardian champion's sword ; 

As light it trembles in his hand, 

As in my grasp a hazel wand ; 

My sire's tall form might grace the part 

Of Ferragus or Ascabart ;* 

But in the absent giant's hold 

Are women now, and menials old." 

XXIX. 

The mistress of the mansion came, 
Mature of age, a graceful dame ; 
Whose easy step and stately port 
Had well become a princely court, 
To whom, though more than kindred 
Young Ellen gave a mother's due. [knew, 
Meet welcome to her guest she made, 
And every courteous rite was paid, 
That hospitality could claim, 
Though all unasked his birth and name.* 
Such then the reverence to a guest. 
That fellest foe might join the feast. 
And from his deadliest foeman's door 
Unquestion'd turn, the banquet o'er. 
At length his rank the stranger names, 
"The Knight of Snowdoun, James Fitz- 
Lord of a barren heritage, [James ; 

Which his brave sires, from age to age. 
By their good swords had held with toil ; 
His sire had fall'n in such turmoil. 
And he, God wot, was forced to stand 
Oft for his right with blade in hand. 
This morning, with Lord Moray's train. 
He chased a stalwart stag in vain, 
Outstripp'd his comrades, miss'd the deer. 
Lost his good steed, and wandered here." 

XXX. 

Fain would the Knight in turn require 
The name and state of Ellen's sire. 
Well show'd the elder lady's mien, 
That courts and cities she had seen ; 
Ellen, though more her looks display'd 
The simple grace of sylvan maid, 
In speech and gesture, form and face, 
Show'd she was come of gentle race. 
'Twere strange in ruder rank to find 
Such looks, such manners, and such mind. 
Each hint the Knight of Snowdoun gave. 
Dame Margaret heard with silence grave; 
Or Ellen, innocently gay, 
Tum'd all enquiry light away : — 
"Weird women wel by dale and down 
We dwell, afar from tower and town. 
We stem the flood, we ride the blast. 
On wandering knights our spells we cast ; 
While viewless minstieVs Xomc^i \Jfta %\.Tva^, 
'Tis thus our charmed T\i"^mes ni^ ivci^r 
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She sung, and still a harp unseen 
Fill'd up the symphony between. 

XXXI. 

SONG. 

•• Soldier, rest 1 thy warfare o'er, 

Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking; 
Dream of battled fields no more, 

Days of danger, nights of waking. 
In our isle's enchanted hall, 

Hands unseen thy couch are strewing, 
Fairy strains of music fall. 

Every sense in slumber dewing. 
Soldier, rest 1 thy warfare o'er, 
Dream of fighting fields no more: 
Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking, 
Morn of toil, nor night of waking. 

" No rude sound shall reach thine ear. 

Armour's clang, or war-steed champing, 
Trump nor pibroch summon here 

Mustering clan, or squadron tramping. 
Yet the lark's shrill fife may come 

At the day-break from the fallow, 
And the bittern sound his drum, 

Booming from the sedgy shallow. 
Ruder sounds shall none be near. 
Guards nor warders challenge here, 
Here's no war-steed's neigh and champing, 
Shouting clans, or squadrons stamping. ' 

xxxir. 

She paused — then, blushing, led the lay 
To grace the stranger of the day. 
Her mellow notes awhile prolong 
The cadence of the flowing song. 
Till to her lips in measured frame 
The minstrel verse spontaneous came. 

SONG CONTINUED. 

" Huntsman, rest 1 thy chase is done ; 

While our slumbrous spells assail ye. 
Dream not, with the rising sun. 

Bugles here shall sound reveille. 
Sleep 1 the deer is in his den ; 

Sleep I thy hounds are by thee lying ; 
Sleep 1 nor dream in yonder glen, 

How thy gallant steed lay dying. 
Huntsman, rest 1 thy chase is done, 
Think not of the rising sun, 
For at dawning to assail ye. 
Here no bugles sound reveille." 

XXXIII. 

The hall was clear' d— the stranger's bed 
Was there of mountain heather spread, 
Where oft a hundred guests had lain. 
And dream'd their forest sports again. 
But vainly did the heath-flower shed 
Its moorland fragrance round his head ; 
Not Ellen'a spell had luU'd to rest 
The fever of bis troubled breast. 



In broken dreams the image rose 
Of varied perils, pains, and woes: 
His steed now flounders in the brake, 
Now sinks his barge upon the lake ; 
Now leader of a broken host. 
His standard falls^ his honour's lost. 
Then, — from mycouch may heavenly might 
Chase that worst phantom of the night I — 
Again retum'd the scenes of youth. 
Of confident, undoubting truth ; 
Again his soul he interchanged [estranged. 
With friends whose hearts were long 
They come, in dim procession led. 
The cold, the faithless, and the dead ; 
As warm each hand, each brow as gay, 
As if they parted yesterday. 
And doubt distracts him at the view — 
O were his senses false or true ? 
Dream'd he of death, or broken vow. 
Or is it all a vision now? 

XXXIV. 

At length, with Ellen in a grove 

He seem'd to walk, and speak of love ; 

She listen'd with a blush and sigh. 

His suit was warm, his hopes were high. 

He sought her yielded hand to clasp. 

And a cold gauntlet met his grasp ; 

The phantom's sex was changed and gone. 

Upon its head a helmet shone ; 

Slowly enlarged to giant size, 

With darken'd cheek and threatening eyes. 

The grisly visage, stem and hoar, 

To Ellen still a likeness bore. — 

He woke, and, panting with afiright, 

Recall'd the vision of the night. 

The hearth's decaying brands were red, 

And deep and dusky lustre shed. 

Half showing, half concealing, all 

The uncouth trophies of the hall. 

'Mid those the stranger fix'd his eye. 

Where that huge falchion hung on high, 

And thoughts on thoughts, a countless 

throng, 
Rush'd, chasing countless thoughts along. 
Until, the giddy whirl to cure. 
He rose, and sought the moonshine pure. 

XXXV. 

The wild rose, eglantine, and broom. 
Wafted around their rich perfume: 
The birch-trees wept in fragrant balm. 
The aspens slept beneath the calm ; 
The silver light, with quivering glance, 
Play'd on the water's still expanse, — 
Wild were the heart whose passions' sway 
Could rage beneath the sober ray ! 
He felt its calm, that warrior guest. 
While thus he communed with his 

breast : — 
•« Why is it, at each turn I trace 
\Some memory ol>Xiik\. eaalod tace? 



11.] 



The Lady of the Lake. 



tiS 



Can I not mountain-maiden spy, 
But she must bear the Douglas eye? 
Can I not view a Highland brand, 
But it must match the Douglas hand? 
Can I not frame a fever'd dream, 
But still the Douglas is the theme? 
I 'U dream no more — ^by manly mind 
Not even in sleep is will resign'd. 
My midnight orisons said o'er, 
ru turn to rest, and dream no more." 
His midnight orisons he told, 
A prayer with every bead of gold, 
Consign'd to heaven his cares and woes, 
And sunk in undisturb'd repose ; 
Until the heath-cock shrilly crew. 
And morning dawn'd on Benvenue. 



CANTO SECOND. 

THE ISLAND. 
I. 

At mom the black-cock trims his jetty 

wing, [blithest lay, 

'Tis morning prompts the linnet's 

All Nature's children feel the matin spring 

Of life reviving, with reviving day ; 
And while yon Uttle bark glides down the 
bay. 
Wafting the stranger on his way again, 
Mom's genial influence roused a minstrel 
grey, [strain, 

And sweetly o'er the lake was heard thy 
Mix'd with the sounding h£up, O white- 
hair'd Allan-Bane 1* 

n. 

SONG. 

*' Not &ster yonder rowers' might 
Flings from their oars the spray. 

Not faster yonder rippling bright, 

rhat tracks the shallop's course in light, 
Melts in the lake away. 

Than men from memory erase 

The benefits of former days ; 

Then, stranger, go 1 good speed the while, 

Nor think again of the lonely isle. 

" High place to thee in royal court, 

High place in battle line, 
Good hawk and hound for sylvan sport. 
Where beauty sees the brave resort. 

The honour'd meed be thine 1 
True be thy sword, thy friend sincere. 
Thy lady constant, kind, and dear, 
And lost in love and friendship's smile 
Be memory of the lonely isle. 

III. 

SONG CONTINUED. 

" But if beneath yon southern sky 
A plaided ^Xnaiger roam, j 



Whose drooping crest and stifled sigh. 
And sunken cheek and heavy ^e, 

Pine for his Highland home ; 
Then, warrior, then be thine to show 
The care that soothes a wanderer's woe ; 
Remember then thy hap ere while, 
A stranger in the lonely isle. 

"Or if on life's uncertain main 

Mishap shall mar thy sail ; 
If faithful, wise, and brave in vain, 
Woe, want, and exile thou sustain 

Beneath the fickle gale ; 
Waste not a sigh on fortune changed. 
On thankless courts, or friends estranged. 
But come where kindred worth shall smile. 
To greet thee in the lonely isle," 

IV. 

As died the sounds upon the tide, 
The shallop reach' d the mainland side, 
And ere his onward way he took, 
The stranger cast a lingering look. 
Where easily his eye might reach 
The Harper on the islet beach. 
Reclined against a blighted tree, 
As wasted, grey, and worn as he. 
To minstrel meditation given. 
His reverend brow was raised to heaven, 
As from the rising sun to claim 
A sparkle of inspiring flame. 
His hand, reclined upon the wire, 
Seem'd watching the awakening fire ; 
So still he sate, as those who wait 
Till judgment speak the doom of fate ; 
So still, as if no breeze might dare 
To lift one lock of hoary hair; 
So still, as life itself were fled. 
In the last sound his harp had sped. 

V. 

Upon a rock with lichens wild. 
Beside him Ellen sate and smiled. — 
Smiled she to see the stately drake 
Lead forth his fleet upon the lake, 
While her vex'd spaniel, from the beadi, 
Bay'd at the prize beyond his reach? 
Yet tell me, then, the maid who knows. 
Why deepen' d on her cheek the rose?— . 
Forgive, forgive, Fidelity! 
Perchance the maiden smiled to see 
Yon parting lingerer wave adieu, 
And stop and turn to wave anew ; 
And, lovely ladies, ere your ire 
Condemn the heroine of my lyre. 
Show me the fair would scom to spy, 
And prize such conquest of her eye 1 

VI. 

While yet he loiter' d on the spot. 
It seem'd as Ellen mark'd him not ; 
But when he turn* d \iVm \o MJaa ^-aAa, 
One courteous paiWivg s\^ ^^i'fe ToaAa\ 
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And after, oft the Knight would say, 
That not when prize of festal day 
Was dealt him by the brightest fair 
Who e'er wore jewel in her hair, 
So highly did his bosom swell, 
As at that simple mute farewell. 
Now with a trusty mountain-guide, 
And his dark stag-hounds by his side. 
He parts — the maid, imconsdous still. 
Watch' d him wind slowly round the hill ; 
But when his stately form was hid, 
The guardian in her bosom chid — 
" Thy Malcolm ! vain and selfish maid !" 
'Twas thus upbraiding conscience said, — 
" Not so had Malcolm idly hung 
On the smooth phrase of southern tongue ; 
Not so had Malcolm strain'd his eye, 
Another step than thine to spy. — 
Wake, Allan-Bane," aloud she cried. 
To the old Minstrel by her side, — 
•' Arouse thee from thy moody dream ! 
I '11 give thy harp heroic theme. 
And warm thee with a noble name ; 
Pour forth the glory of the Graeme 1 "* 
Scarce from her lip the word had rush'd, 
When deep the conscious maiden blush'd ; 
For of his clan, in hall and bower, [flower. 
Yoimg Malcolm Graeme was held the 

VII. 

The Minstrel waked his harp —three times 
Arose the well-known martial chimes. 
And thrice their high heroic pride 
In melancholy murmurs died. 
•• Vainly thou bid'st, O noble maid," 
Clasping his wither'd hands, he said, 
" Vainly thou bid'st me wake the strain, 
Though all unwont to bid in vain. 
Alas ! than mine a mightier hand 
Has tuned my harp, my strings has spann'd! 
I touch the chords of joy, but low 
And mournful answer notes of woe ; 
And the proud march, which victors tread, 
Sinks in the wailing for the dead. 
O well for me, if mine alone 
That dirge's deep prophetic tone I 
If, as my tuneful fathers said, [sway'd,* 
This harp, which erst Saint Modan 
Can thus its master's fate foretell. 
Then welcome be the minstrel's knell I 

VIII. 

*' But ah ! dear lady, thus it sigh'd 

The eve thy sainted mother died ; 

And such the sounds which, while I strove 

To wake a lay of war or love, 

Came marring all the festal mirth. 

Appalling me who gave them birth, 

And, disobedient to my call, 

Wail'd loud through Bothwell's banner'd 



Ere Douglasses, to ruin driven,* 
Were exiled from their native heaven. — 
Oh 1 if yet worse mishap and woe 
My master's house must undergo, 
Or aught but weal to Ellen fair 
Brood in these accents of despair, 
No future bard, sad Harp I shall fling 
Triumph or rapture from thy string ; 
One short, one final strain shall flow. 
Fraught with imutterable woe, 
Then shiver'd shall thy fragments lie. 
Thy master cast him down and die ! " 

IX. 

Soothing she answer'd him — "Assuage, 
Mine honour'd friend, the fears of age ; 
All melodies to thee are known. 
That harp has rung, or pipe has blown. 
In Lowland vale or Highland glen, 
From Tweed to Spey — what marvel, then, 
At times, unbidden notes should rise, 
Confusedly bound in memory's ties, 
Entangling, as they rush along. 
The war-march with the funeral song? — 
Small ground is now for boding fear ; 
Obscure, but safe, we rest us here. 
My sire, in native virtue great. 
Resigning lordship, lands, and state, 
Not then to fortune more resign'd, 
Than yonder oak might give the wind ; 
The graceful foliage storms may reave, 
The noble stem they cannot grieve. 
Forme," — shestoop'd, and,looldngromid, 
Pluck'd a blue harebell from the ground, — 
" For me, whose memory scarce conveys 
An image of more splendid days. 
This little flower, that loves the lea. 
May well my simple emblem be ; 
It chinks heaven's dew as blithe as rose 
That in the King's own gaidea grows « 
And when I place it in my hair, 
Allan, a bard, is bound to swear 
He ne'er saw coronet so fair." 
Then playfully the chaplet wild 
She wreath'd in her dark locks, and smiled. 

X. 

Her smile, her speech, with winning sway, 
Wiled the old harper's mood away. 
With such a look as hermits throw. 
When angels stoop to soothe their woe. 
He gazed, till fond regret and pride 
ThriU'd to a tear, then thus replied: 
' ' Loveliest and best ! thou littus know'st 
The rank, the honours, thou hast lost ! 
O might I live to see thee grace. 
In Scotland's court, thy birth-right plaoe^ 
To see my favourite's step advance. 
The hghtest in the courtly dance. 
The cause of eveiy gallant's sigh, 
\ \nd\eadmsstar of every eye, 
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And theme of every minstrel's art, 
The Lady of the Bleeding Heart ! " t 

XI. 
" Fair dreams are these," the maiden cried 
(Light was her accent, yet she sighed ) ; 
'* Yet is this mossy rock to me 
Worth splendid chair and canopy ; 
Nor would my footsteps spring more gay 
In courtly dance than blithe strathspey, 
Nor half so pleased mine ear incline, 
To royal minstrel's lay as thine. 
And then for suitors proud and high. 
To bend before my conquering eye, — 
Thou, flattering bard! thyself wilt say, 
That grim Sir Roderick owns its sway. 
The Saxon scourge, Clan-Alpine's pride. 
The terror of Loch Lomond's side, 
Would, at my suit, thou know'st, delay 
A Lennox foray — for a day." — 

XII. 

The ancient bard his glee repress' d : 
" lU hast thou chosen theme for jest 1 
For who, through all this western wild. 
Named Blade Sir Roderick e'er, and 

smiled! 
In Holy-Rood a knight he slew ;♦ 
I saw, when back the dirk he drew, 
Courtio^ give place before the stride 
Of the im^unted homicide ; 
And since, though outlaw' d, hath his hand 
Full sternly kept his mountain land. 
Who else dared give — ah I woe the day, 
That I such hated truth should say — 
The Douglas, like a stricken deer, 
Disown'd by every noble peer,* 
Even the rude refuge we have here ? 
Alas, this wild marauding Chief 
Abne might hazard oiu: relief. 
And now thy maiden charms expand, 
Ux>ks for his guerdon in thy hand ; 
Full soon may dispensation sought. 
To back his suit, from Rome be brought. 
Then, though an exile on the hill, 
Thy father, as the Douglas, still 
Be held in reverence and fear ; 
And though to Roderick thou'rt so dear, 
That thou might'st guide with silken 

thread. 
Slave of thy will, this chieftain dread ; 
Yet, loved maid, thy mirth refrain ! 
Thy hand is on a lion's mane." — 

xiir. 
"Minstrel," the maid replied, and high 
Her father's soul glanced from her eye, 
"My debts to Roderick's house I know : 
^ that a mother could bestow, 
To Lady Margaret's care I owe, 

t The well-known cognizance of the Dot^glas 



Since first an orphan in the wild 
She sorrow'd o'er her sister's child ; 
To her brave chieftain son, from ire 
Of Scotland's king who shrouds my sire, 
A deeper, holier debt is owed ; 
And, could I pay it with my blood, 
Allan I Sir Roderick should command 
My blood, my life,— but not my hand. 
Rather will Ellen Douglas dwell 
A votaress in Maronnan's cell ; * 
Rather through realms beyond the sea, 
Seeking the world's cold charity, 
Where ne'er was spoke a Scottish word. 
And ne'er the name of Douglas heard. 
An outcast pilgrim will she rove, 
Than wed the man she cannot love. 

XIV. 

"Thou shak'st, good friend, thy tresses 

grey,— 
That pleading look, what can it say 
But what I own ? — I grant him brave. 
But wild as Bracklinn's thundering wave ;* 
And generous — save vindictive mood, 
Or jealous transport, chafe his blood : 
I grant him true to friendly band, 
As his claymore is to his hand ; 
But O ! that very blade of steel 
More mercy for a foe would feel : 
I grant him liberal, to fling 
Among his clan the wealth they bring, 
When back by lake and glen they wind. 
And in the Lowland leave behind. 
Where once some pleasant hamlet stood, 
A mass of ashes slaked with blood. 
The hand that for my father fought, 
I honour, as his daughter ought ; 
But can I clasp it reeking red 
From peasants slaughter'd in their shed? 
No ! wildly while his virtues gleam, 
They make his passions darker seem. 
And flash along his spirit high, 
Like lightning o'er the midnight sky. 
While yet a child, — and children know. 
Instinctive taught, the friend and foe,— 
I shudder'd at his brow of gloom. 
His shadowy plaid, and sable plume ; 
A maiden grown, I ill could bear 
His haughty mien and lordly air : 
But, if thou join'st a suitor's claim, 
In serious mood, to Roderick's name, 
I thrill with anguish ! or, if e'er 
A Douglas knew the word, with fear. 
To change such odious theme were best, — 
What think'st thou of our stranger 

guest?"— 

XV. 

" What think I of him? — woe the while 
That brought such wanderer to our Isle i 
Thy father's baU\e-\jtaiid, oi-^ox^ 
For Tine-m?Ln iorgedb^ fe.\T>} Vix^ * 
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What time he leagued, no longer foes, 
His Border spears with Hotspur's bows, 
Did, self-unseablmrded, foreshow 
The footstep of a secret foe.* 
If courtly spy hath harbour'd here. 
What may we for the Douglas fear? 
What for this island, deem'd of old 
Clan-Alpine's last and surest hold ? 
If neither spy nor foe, I pray, 
What yet may jealous Roderick say? 
— Nay, wave not thy disdainful head, 
Bethink thee of the discord dread 
That kindled when at Beltane game 
Thou ledd'st the dance with Malcolm 

Graeme; 
Still, though thy sire the peace renew'd. 
Smoulders in Roderick's breast the feud. 
Beware! — But hark, what sounds are 

these? 
My dull ears catch no faltering breeze. 
No weeping birch nor aspens wake. 
Nor breath is dimpling in the lake. 
Still is the canna'sf hoary beard. 
Yet, by my minstrel faith, I heard — 
And hark again 1 some pipe of war 
Sends the bold pibroch from afar." 

XVI. 

Far up the lengthen' d lake were spied 
Four darkening specks upon the tide, 
That, slow enlarging on the view. 
Four mann'd and masted barges grew. 
And, bearing downwards from Glengyle, 
Steer'd full upon the lonely isle ; 
The point of Brianchoil they pass'd. 
And, to the windward as they cast, 
Against the sun they gave to shine 
The bold Sir Roderick's banner'd Pine. 
Nearer and nearer as they bear. 
Spear, pikes, and axes flash in air. 
Now might you see the tartans brave. 
And plaids and plumage dance and wave : 
Now see the bonnets sink and nse, 
As his tough oar the rower plies ; 
See, flashing at each sturdy stroke. 
The wave ascending into smoke ; 
See the proud pipers on the bow. 
And mark the gaudy streamers flow 
From their loud chantersf down, ami 
The furrow'd bosom of the deep, [sweep 
As, rushing through the lake amain. 
They plied the ancient Highland strain. 

XVII. 

Ever, as on they bore, more loud 
And louder rung the pibroch proud. 
At first the sound, by distance tame, 
Mellow'd along the waters came, 

f Tho cotton-grass, 
t TJ!ie>/>r of the bagpipe. 



And, lingering long by cape and bay, 
Wail'd every harsher note avray ; 
Then bursting bolder on the ear. 
The clan's shnll Gathering they could hear; 
Those thrilling soimds, that c^the might 
Of Old Clan-Alpine to the fight.* 
Thick beat the rapid notes, as when 
The mustering hundreds shake the glen. 
And, hurrying at the signal dread, 
The batter'd earth returns their tread. 
Then prelude hght, of livelier tone, 
Express'd their meny marching on, 
Ere peal of closing battle rose. 
With mingled outcry, shrieks, and blows ; 
And mimic din of stroke and ward, 
As broadsword upon target jarr'd ; 
And groaning pause, ere yet again, 
Condensed, the battle yell'd amain ; 
The rapid charge, the rallying shout, 
Retreat borne headlong into rout. 
And bursts of triumph, to declare 
Clan-Alpine's conquest — all were there. 
Nor ended thus the strain ; but slow 
Sunk in a moan prolong'd and low. 
And changed the conquering clarion 
For wild lament o'er those that fell, [swell, 

XVIII. 

The war-pipes ceased ; but lake and hill 
Were busy with their echoes still ; 
And, when they slept, a vocal strain 
Bade their hoarse chorus wake again. 
While loud a hundred clansmen raise 
Their voices in their Chieftain's praise. 
Each boatman, bending to his oar, 
With measured sweep the burden bore. 
In such wild cadence, as the breeze 
Makes through December's leafless trees. 
The chorus first could Allan know, 
" Roderick Vich Alpine, ho 1 iro I " 
And near, and nearer as they row'd. 
Distinct the martjal ditty flow'd. 

XIX. 

BOAT SONG. 

Hail to the Chief who in triumph 
advances ! [Pine I 

Honour'd and bless'd be the ever-green 
Long may the tree, in his banner that 
glances, [line I 

Flourish, the shelter and grace of our 
Heaven send it happy dew, 
Earth lend it sap anew. 
Gaily to bourgeon, and broadly to grow. 
While every Highland glen 
Sends our shout back agen, 
"Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho! 
ieroe ! "♦ 

Ours is no sapling, chance-sown by the 

fountain, 
\ B\oomm^ aX "^^Waxift, in. winter to fade ; 



The Lady of the Lake. 



When the whirlwind has atripp'd erery 

leaf on the mountain, [shade. 

The mora shall Clan-Alpine Biuli in her 



Be outa," she cried, "Ihe slfifFla gTiide, 
And wafl him from the inounla.ia side." 
Then, Ulce a sunbeam, jwift and bright. 
She darted to her shallnp Ught, 
And, eagerly while Roderick scann'd. 
For her dear form, his mother's band. 
The islel far behind her lay. 



Somi 



Proudly! 



IT Pibrocli 



s thrill'd in Gien 
[replied; 

And Bannochar s Eroan? to our slogan 
Glen Luss and Ross-dhu, tliey are smok- 
ing in ruin, [on her side. 
And the Irest of Ijich Ijimond he dead 
Widow and Saxoa maid 



Hofea 



Thinl 



Lennc 



[wc 



Row. vassals, row, for the pride of ll 
Highlands 1 [Phil 

Streich to your oars, for Ihe ever-gteen 
O that the rosebud that graces '"- 
islands [to iwi 

Were wreathed in a garland around him 
O that some seedling gem, 
Worthy such noble stem, 
Honotu'd and bless'd in their shadow 
might grow I 
Loud should Clan-Alpine Ihei 
Ring from the deep:nost glen, 
"Roderigh Vicli Alpine dhu, 
ieroel" 



l\lth all her joyfiil female band. 

Had Lady Mai^rel sought the strand. 

X*ose on the breeze their tresses flew. 

And high their snowy arras they threw. 

As echoing back with shrill acclaim. 

And chorus wild, the Chieftain's name ; 

While, prompt to please, with mother's 

The darling passion of his heart, [art. 

The Dame eaU'd Ellen to the strand, 

To greet her kinsraan ere he land : 

■' Come, loiterer, come I a Donglas thou. 

And shun to wreathe a victor's brow I "— 

Reluctantly and slow, the maid 

The unwelcome summoning obey'd, 

And, when a distant bugle rung, 

Jn the mid-path aside she sprung ; — 

■" List, Allan-Bane 1 From maii3and cait 

I hear my father's signal blast. 



Then d. 



t Blaelt Koden 



t of Alpine. 



From passion's dross refined and dear, 
A tear so limpid and so meek. 
It would not stain an angel's cheek, 
'Tb that which pious fathers shtd 
Upon a duteous daughter's head 1 
And as the Douglas to his breast 
His darling KUen closely press'd. 
Such holy drops het tresses sleep'd. 

Nor while on KUen's faltering tongue 
Her filial welcomes crowded hung, 
Mark'd she that fear (affection's proof) 
Still held a graceful youth aloof; 
Nol not tillDouglas named his name, 
Although the youth was Malcolm Griemb 

Allan, with wistful look the while, 
Mark'd Roderick landing on the isle ; 
His master ppleously he eyed, 
Then gaeed upon Ihe Chieftain's pride, 

■" with hasty hand, away 

m'd eye the gathering spray; 
Douglas, as his hand he laid 
On Malcolm's shoulder, kindly said, [spy 
" Canst thou, young friend, no mearung 
In my poor follower's glistening eye? 
I'll lell thee:— he recalls the day 
When in my praise he led the lay 

er the arch d gale of Bothwell proud. 
While many a minstrel answerd loud. 
When Percy's Norman pennon, won 
In bloody field, before me shone, 
■ - ' twice ten knights, the least a name 

lighty as yon Chief may claim. 
Gracing my pomp, behind me came. 
Yet trust me, Malcolm, nol so proud 
Was I of all that marsbali'd crowd. 
Though the waned crescent own'd my 

might, 

in mytiaJn troap'd lord and knight, 
Though Blantyre hymn'd her holiest lays. 
And Bolhwell's bards flung back my praise, 

'■ man's siieuHear, 

id's affection dear, 

Forgive, my friend, B.ia^.\^e^s^loa», 

01 it out-beggars aliltosvV 
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XXIV. 

Delightful praise ! — like summer rose. 
That brighter in the dew-drop glows. 
The bashful maiden's cheek appeared, 
For Douglas spoke and Malcolm heard. 
The flush of shame-faced joy to hide, 
The hounds, the hawk, her cares divide ; 
The loved caresses of the maid 
The dogs with crouch and whimper paid ; 
And, at her whistle, on her hand 
The falcon took his favourite stand, 
Closed his dark wing, relax'd his eye. 
Nor, though unhooded, sought to fly. 
And, trust, while in such guise she stood. 
Like fabled Goddess of the wood. 
That if a father's partial thought 
O'erweighed her worth and beauty aught, 
Well might the lover's judgment fail 
To balance with a juster scale ; 
For with each secret glance he stole, 
The fond enthusiast sent his soul. 

XXV. 

Of stature tall, and slender frame, 
But firmly knit, was Malcolm Graeme. 
The belted plaid and tartan hose 
Did ne'er more graceful limbs disclose ; 
His flaxen hair, of sunny hue, 
Curl'd closely round his bonnet blue. 
Train' d to the chase, his eagle eye 
The ptarmigan in snow could spy : 
Each pass, by mountain, lake, and heath. 
He knew, through Lennox and Menteith : 
Vain was the bound of dark-brown doe, 
When Malcolm bent his sounding bow ; 
And scarce that doe, though wing'd with 

fear, 
Outstripp'd in speed the mountaineer : 
Right up Ben-Lomond could he press, 
And not a sob his toil confess. 
His form accorded with a mind 
Lively and ardent, frank and kind ; 
A blither heart, till Ellen came, 
Did never love nor sorrow tame ; 
It danced as lightsome in his breast, 
As play'd the feather on his crest. 
Yet friends, who nearest knew the youth, 
His scorn of wrong, his zeal for truth, 
And bards, who saw his features bold, 
When kindled by the tales of old, 
Said, were that youth to manhood grown. 
Not long should Roderick Dhu's renown 
Be foremost voiced by mountain fame, 
But quail to that of Malcolm Graeme. 

XXVI. 

Now back they wend their watery way, 
And, " O my sire 1" did Ellen say, 
** WTiy urge thy chase so far astray ? 
And why so late retum'd ?— And why" — 
TAe rest was in ber speaking eye. — 



" My child, the chase I follow far, 
'Tis mimicry of noble war ; 
And with that gallant pastime reft 
Were all of Douglas I have left. 
I met young Malcolm as I stray'd 
Far eastward, in Glenflnlas' shade. 
Nor stray'd I safe ; for, all around, 
Hunters and horsemen scour' d the ground. 
This youth, though still a royal ward, 
Risk'd life and land to be my guard. 
And through the passes of the wood 
Guided my steps, not unpiusued ; 
And Roderick shall his welcome make. 
Despite old spleen, for Douglas' sake. 
Then must he seek Strath-Endrick glen, 
Nor peril aught for me agen." 

XXVII. 

Sir Roderick, who to meet them came, 
Redden'd at sight of Malcolm Graeme, 
Yet, not in action, word, or eye, 
Fail'd aught in hospitality. 
In talk and sport they wMled away 
The morning of that summer day ; 
But at high noon a courier light 
Held secret parley with the knight. 
Whose moody aspect soon deckired, 
That evil were the news he heard. 
Deep thought seem'd toiling in his head ; 
Yet was the evening banquet made, 
Ere he assembled round the flame. 
His mother, Douglas, and the Graeme, 
And Ellen, too ; then cast around 
His eyes, then flx'd them on the ground. 
As studying phrase that might avail 
Best to convey unpleasant tale. 
Long with his dagger's hilt he play'd. 
Then raised his haughty brow and said : — 

XXVIII. 

" Short be my speech ; — nor time affords. 
Nor my plain temper, glozing words. 
Kinsman and father, — if such name 
Douglas vouchsafe to Roderick's claim ; 
Mine honour'd mother : — Ellen — ^why. 
My cousin, turn away thine eye? — 
And Graeme ; in whom I hope to know 
Full soon a noble friend or foe. 
When age shall give thee thy command, 
And leading in thy native land, — 
List all I — ^The King's vindictive pride 
Boasts to have tamed the Border-side, 
Where chiefs, with hound and hawk who 

came 
To share their monarch's sylvan game. 
Themselves in bloody toils were snared ; 
And when the banquet they prepared. 
And wide their loyal portals flung, 
O'er their own gateway struggling hung. 
Loud cries their blood from M^;gat's 

mead, 
^ YtomYano'N biaes^ and banks of Twee^ 
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Where the lone streams of Ettrick glide, 

And from the silver Teviot's side ; 

The dales, where martial clans did ride. 

Are now one she^>-walk, waste and wide. 

This tyrant of the Scottish throne, 

So faithless, and so ruthless known, 

Now hither comes ; his end the same, 

The same pretext of sylvan game. 

What grace for Highland Chiefs, judge ye 

By fate of Border chivalry. 

Yet more ; amid Glenfinlas green, 

Douglas, thy stately form was seen — 

This by espial sure I know : 

Your counsel in the streight I show." 

XXIX. 

Ellen and Margaret fearfully 
Sought comfort in each other's eye, 
Then tum'd their ghastly look, each one. 
This to her sire — ^that to her son. 
The hasty colour went and came 
In the bold cheek of Malcolm Graeme ; 
But from his glance it well appear'd, 
'Twas but for Ellen that he fear'd ; 
While, sorrowful, but undismay'd, 
The Douglas thus his counsel said : — 
' ' Brave Roderick, though the tempest roar. 
It may but thunder, and pass o'er ; 
Nor will I here remain an hour. 
To draw the lightning on thy bower ; 
For well thou know'st, at this grey head 
The royal bolt were fiercest sped. 
For thee, who, at thy King's command. 
Canst aid him with a gallant band. 
Submission, homage, humbled pride. 
Shall turn the Monarch's wrath aside. 
Poor remnants of the Bleeding Heart, 
EQen and I will seek, apart. 
The refuge of some forest cell. 
There, like the hunted quarry, dwell, 
Till on the mountain and the moor. 
The stem pursuit be pass'd and o'er." — 

XXX. 

"No, by mine honour," Roderick said, 
" So help me. Heaven, and my good blade I 
No, never I Blasted be yon Pine, 
My fathers' ancient crest and mine. 
If from its shade in danger part 
The lineage of the Bleeding Heart I 
Hear my blunt speech : grant me this maid 
To wife, thy counsel to mine aid ; 
To Douglas, leagued with Roderick Dhu, 
Will friends and allies flock enow ; 
like cause of doubt, distrust, and grief, 
Will bind to us each Western Chief. 
When the loud pipes my bridal tell. 
The Links of Forth shall hear the knell, 
The guards shall start in Stirling's porch ; 
And, when I light the nuptial torch, 
A thousand villages in flames 
Shall scare the slumbers o/KiOig'yames i ^ 



— Nay, Ellen, blench not thus away. 
And, mother, cease these signs, I pray ; 
I meant not all my heart might say. 
Small need of inroad, or of fight. 
When the sage Douglas may unite 
Each mountain clan in friendly band. 
To guard the passes of their land. 
Till the foil'd king, from pathless glen, 
Shall bootless turn him home agen." 

XXXI. 

There are who have, at midnight hour, 
In slumber scaled a dizzy tower. 
And, on the verge that beetled o'er 
The ocean-tide's incessant roar, 
Dream'd calmly out their dangerous dream. 
Till waken' d by the morning beam ; 
When, dazzled by the eastern glow. 
Such startler cast his glance below, 
And saw unmeasured depth around. 
And heard unintermitted sound. 
And thought the battled fence so frail. 
It waved like cobweb in the gale ; — 
Amid his senses' giddy wheel. 
Did he not desperate impulse feel. 
Headlong to plunge himself below, 
And meet the worst his fears foreshow?^ 
Thus Ellen, dizzy and astound. 
As sudden ruin yawn'd around. 
By crossing terrors wildly toss'd, 
Still for the Douglas fearing most. 
Could scarce the desperate thought with- 
stand. 
To buy his safety with her hand. 

. XXXII. 

Such purpose dread could Malcolm spy 
In Ellen's quivering lip and eye. 
And eager rose to speak — but ere 
His tongue could hurry forth his fear. 
Had Douglas mark'd the hectic strife. 
Where death seem'd combating with life ; 
For to her cheek, in feverish flood, 
One instant rush'd the throbbing blood. 
Then ebbing back, with sudden sway. 
Left its domain as wan as clay. 
'* Roderick, enough I enough !" he cried, 
' ' My daughter cannot be thy bride ; 
Not that the blush to wooer dear. 
Nor paleness that of maiden fear. 
It may not be — forgive her. Chief, 
Nor hazard aught for our relief. 
Against his sovereign, Douglas ne'er 
Will level a rebellious spear. 
'Twas I that taught his youthful hand 
To rein a steed and wield a brand ; 
I see him yet, the princely boy ! 
Not Ellen more my pride and joy ; 
I love him still, despite my wrongs. 
By hasty wrath, and slanderous tongues. 
O seek the grace you vieW m^cj ^tiQi., 
Without a cause to mm^ com\i\ii^" 
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XXXIII. 

Twice through the hall the Chieftain 
The waving of his tartans broad, [strode ; 
And darken'd brow, where wounded pride 
With ire and disappointment vied, 
Seem'd, by the torch's gloomy light, 
Like the ill Demon of the night, 
Stoopijig his pinions' shadowy sway 
Upon the nighted pilgrim's way: 
But, unrequited Love 1 thy dart 
Plunged deepest its envenom'd smart. 
And Roderick, with thine anguish stung, 
At length the hand of Douglas wrung. 
While eyes, that mock'd at tears before, 
With bitter drops were running o'er. 
The death-pangs of long-cherished hope 
Scarce in that ample breast had scope. 
But, struggling with his spirit proud. 
Convulsive heaved its chequer'd shroud, 
While every sob — so mute were all — 
Was heard distinctly through the hall. 
The son's despair, the mother's look, 
111 might the gentle Ellen brook; 
She rose, and to her side there came. 
To aid her parting steps, the Graeme. 

XXXIV. 

Then Roderick from the Douglas broke — 
As flashes flame through sable smoke, 
Kindling its wreaths, long, dark, and low, 
To one broad blaze of ruddy glow, 
So the deep anguish of despair 
Burst, in fierce jealousy, to air. 
With stalwart grasp his hand he laid 
On Malcolm's breast and belted plaid : 
" Back, beardless boy 1" he sternly said, 
*' Back, minion I hold'st thou thus at 
The lesson I so lately taught ? [nought 
This roof, the Douglas, and that maid, 
Thank thou for punishment delay'd." 
Eager as greyhound on his game, 
Fiercely with Roderick grappled Graeme. 
" Perish my name, if aught afford 
Its Chieftain safety save his sword I " 
Thus, as they strove, their desperate hand 
Griped to the dagger or the brand. 
And death had been — but Douglas rose, 
And thrust between the struggling foes 
His giant strength : — "Chieftains, foregol 
I hold the first who strikes, my foe. — 
Madmen, forbear your frantic jar 1 
What I is the Douglas fall'n so far. 
His daughter's hand is doom'd the spoil 
Of such dishonourable broil 1 " 
Sullen and slowly they unclasp. 
As struck with shame, their desperate 
And each upon his rival glared, [grasp. 
With foot advanced, and blade half bared. 

XXXV. 

Ere yet the brands aloft were flung, 
Margaret on Rodenck's mantle hung, 



And Malcolm heard his Ellen's scream, 
As falter'd through terrific dream, [sword, 
Then Roderick plunged in sheath bis 
And veil'd his wrath in scornful word : 
" Rest safe till morning ; pity 'twere 
Such cheek should feel the midnight air 1 
Then mayest thou to James Stuart tell, 
Roderick will l^eep the lake and fell. 
Nor lackey, with his freeborn clan, 
The pageant pomp of earthly man. 
More would he of Clan-Alpine know, 
Thou canst our strength, and passes 

show. — 
Malise, what ho I"— his henchman came ; 
"Give our safe-conduct to the Graeme." 
Young Malcolm answer'd, calm and bold, 
• • Fear nothing for thy favourite hold ; 
The spot an angel deign'd to grace 
Is bless'd, though robbers haunt theplace. 
Thy churlish courtesy for those 
Reserve, who fear to be thy foes. 
As safe to me the mountain way 
At midnight as in blaze of day. 
Though with his boldest at his back, 
Even Roderick Dhu beset the track. — 
Brave Douglas, — lovely Ellen, — nay, 
Nought here of parting will I say. 
Earth does not hold a lonesome glen 
So secret, but we meet agen. — 
Chieftain 1 we too shall find an hour," — 
He said, and left the sylvan bower. 

XXXVI. 

Old Allan foUow'd to the strand 
(Such was the Douglas's command). 
And anxious told, how, on the mom, 
The stem Sir Roderick deep had sworn, 
The Fiery Cross should circle o'er 
Dale, glen, and valley, down, and moor. 
Much were the peril to the Graeme, 
From those who to the signal came ; 
Far up the lake 'twere safest land. 
Himself would row him to the strand. 
He gave his counsel to the wind, 
While Malcolm did, unheeding, bind. 
Round dirk and pouch and broadsword 
His ample plaid in tighten'd fold, [roll'd. 
And stripp'd his limbs to such array. 
As best might suit the watery way, — 

XXXVII. 

Then spoke abrupt : ' ' Farewell to thee, 
Pattern of old fidelity I " 
The Minstrel's hand he kindly press'd, — 
" 1 could I point a place of rest 1 
My sovereign holds in ward my land. 
My imcle leads my vassal band ; 
To tame his foes, his friends to aid, 
Poor Malcolm has but heart and blade. 
Yet, if there be one faithful Graeme, 
^'Who \ove!& \\i<& ^<6S\ani ol bis name, 
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Not long shall honour'd Douglas dwell, 
Like hunted stag, in mountain cell ; 
Nor, ere yon pride-swoll'n robber dare, — 
I may not give the rest to air 1 
TeU Roderick Dhu, I owed him nought. 
Not the poor service of a boat. 
To waft me to yon mountain-side." 
Then plunged he in the flashing tide. 
Bold o'er the flood his head he bore, 
And stoutly steer'd him from the shore ; 
And Allan strain'd bis anxious eye. 
Far 'mid the lake bis form to spy. 
Darkening across each puny wave 
To which the moon her silver gave. 
Fast as the cormorant could skim, 
The swimmer plied each active limb ; 
Then landing in the moonlight dell, 
Loud shouted of his weal to tell. 
The Minstrel heard the far halloo. 
And joyful from the shore withdrew. 



CANTO THIRD. 

THE GATHERING. 

I. 

Time rolls his ceaseless course. The race 
of yore, [knee, 

Who danced our infancy upon their 
And told our marvelling boyhood legends 
store, [or sea, 

Of their strange ventures happ'd by land 
How are they blotted from the things 
that be I [force, 

How few, all weak and wither'd of their 
Wait on the verge of dark eternity. 
Like stranded wrecks, the tide returning 
hoarse. 
To sweep them from our sight ! Time 
rolls his ceaseless course. 

Yet live there still who can remember well, 
How, when a mountain chief his bugle 
blew, 
Both field and forest, dingle, cliff, and dell. 

And solitary heath, the signal knew ; 
And fast the faithful clan around him drew. 
What time the warning note was keenly 
wound, 
What time aloft their kindred banner flew, 
While clamorous war-pipes yell'd the 
gathering sound. 
And while the Fiery Cross glanced, like a 
meteor, round.* 

II. 
The summer dawn's reflected hue 
To purple changed Loch Katrine blue ; 
Mildly and soft the western breeze 
Just kiss'd the lake, just stirr'd the trees ; 
And the pleased lake, like maiden coy, 
Trembled but dimpled not for joy; I 



The mountain-shadows on her breast 

Were neither broken nor at rest ; 

In bright uncertainty they lie. 

Like future joys to Fancy's eye. 

The water-lily to the light 

Her chalice rear'd of silver bright ; 

The doe awoke, and to the lawn, 

Begemm'd with dew-drops, led her fawn ; 

The grey mist left the mountain-side, 

The torrent show'd its glistening pride ; 

Invisible in flecked sky, 

The lark sent down her revelry ; 

The blackbird and the speckled thrush 

Good-morrow gave from brake and bush; 

In answer coo'd the cushat dove 

Her notes of peace, and rest, and love. 

III. 
No thought of peace, no thought of rest, 
Assuaged the storm in Roderick's breast. 
With sheathed broadsword in his hand, 
Abrupt he paced the islet strand, 
And eyed the rising sun, and laid 
His hand on his impatient blade. 
Beneath a rock, his vassals' care 
Was prompt the ritual to prepare. 
With deep and deathful meaning fraught ; 
For such Antiquity had taught 
Was preface meet, ere yet abroad 
The Cross of Fire should take its road. 
The shrinking band stood oft aghast 
At the impatient glance he cast ; — 
Such glance the mountain eagle threw. 
As, from the cliffs of Benvenue, 
She spread her dark sails on the wind, 
And, high in middle heav'n reclined, 
With her broad shadow on the lake. 
Silenced the warblers of the brake. 

IV. 

A heap of wither'd boughs was piled, 
Of juniper and rowan wild, 
Mingled with shivers from the oak, 
Rent by the lightning's recent stroke. 
Brian, the Hermit, by it stood. 
Barefooted, in his frock and hood. 
His grisled beard and matted hair 
Obscured a visage of despair ; 
His naked arms and legs, seam'd o'er, 
The scars of frantic penance bore. 
That monk, of savage form and face,* 
The impending danger of his race 
Had drawn from deepest solitude, 
Far in Benharrow's bosom rude. 
Not his the mien of Christian priest. 
But Druid's, from the grave released. 
Whose harden'd heart and eye might 
On human sacrifice to look ; [brook 

And much, 'twas said, of heathen lore 
Mix'd in the charms he mutter'd o'er. 
The hallow'd creed gav^ oivVj >«c>\^^ 
And deadlier emphasvs oi cvxt?»^\ 
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No peasant sought that Hermit's prayer, 
His cave the Pilgrim shumi'd with care, 
The eager huntsman knew his boimd, 
And in mid chase call'd off his hound ; 
Or if, in lonely glen or strath, 
The desert-dweUer met his path, 
He pray'd, and sign'd the cross between. 
While terror took devotion's mien. 

V. 

Of Brian's birth strange tales were told.* 
His mother watch'd a midnight fold. 
Built deep within a dreary glen, 
Where scatter'd lay the bones of men. 
In some forgotten battle slain, 
And bleach'd by drifting wind and rain. 
It might have tamed a warrior's heart. 
To view such mockery of his art I 
The knot-grass fetter'd there the hand. 
Which once could burst an iron band ; 
Beneath the broad and ample bone, 
That buckler'd heart to fear unknown, 
A feeble and a timorous guest, 
The field-fare framed her lowly nest; 
There the slow blind- worm left his slime 
On the fleet limbs that mock'd at time ; 
And there, too, lay the leader's skull. 
Still wreathed with chaplet, flush' d and full. 
For heath-bell with her purple bloom 
Supplied the bonnet and the plume. 
All night, in this sad glen, the maid 
Sate, shrouded in her mantle's shade : 
—She said, no shepherd sought her side. 
No hunter's hand her snood untied. 
Yet ne'er again, to braid her hair, 
The virgin snood did Alice wear ;* 
Gone was her maiden glee and sport. 
Her maiden girdle all too short ; 
Nor sought she, from that fatal night. 
Or holy church, or blessed rite. 
But lock'd her secret in her breast. 
And died in travail, unconfess'd. 

VI. 

Alone, among his young compeers, 
Was Brian from his infant years ; 
A moody and heart-broken boy, 
Estranged from sympathy and joy. 
Bearing each taunt which careless tongue 
On his mysterious lineage flung. 
Whole nights he spent by moonlight pale, 
To wood and stream his hap to wail, 
Till, frantic, he as truth received 
What of his birth the crowd believed. 
And sought, in mist and meteor fire. 
To meet and know his Phantom Sire I 
In vain, to soothe his wayward fate. 
The cloister oped her pitying gate ; 
In vain, the learning of the age 
Unclasp' d the sable-letter'd page ; 
Even in its treasures he could find 
Food for the fever of his mind. 
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Eager he read whatever tells 
Of magic, cabala, and spells, 
And every dark pursuit allied 
To curious and presumptuous pride ; 
Till, with fired brain and nerves o'erstrung, 
And heart with mystic horrors wrung. 
Desperate he sought Benharrow's den. 
And hid him from the haunts of men. 

VII. 

The desert gave him visions wild, 

Such as might suit the spectre's child. 

Where with black cliffs the torrents toil, 

He watch'd the wheeling eddies boil. 

Till, from their foam, his dazzled eyes 

Beheld the River Demon rise ; 

The mountain mist took form and limb, 

Of noontide hag, or gobhn grim ; 

The midnight wind came wild and dread, 

Swell'd with the voices of the dead ; 

Far on the future battle-heath 

His eye beheld the ranks of death : 

Thus the lone Seer, from mankind hurl'd. 

Shaped forth a disembodied world. 

One lingering sympathy of mind 

Still bound him to the mortal kind ; 

The only parent he could claim 

Of ancient Alpine's lineage came. 

Late had he heard, in prophet's dream, 

The fatal Ben-Shie's boding scream ;* 

Sounds, too, had come in midnight blast, 

Of charging steeds, careering fast 

Along Benharrow's shingly side. 

Where mortal horsemen ne'er might ride;* 

The thunderbolt had split the pine, — 

All augur'd ill to Alpine's line. 

He girt his loins, and came to show 

The signals of impending woe, 

And now stood prompt to bless or ban. 

As bade the Chieftain of his clan. 

VIII. 

'Twas all prepared ; — and from the rock, 
A goat, the patriarch of the flock, 
Before the kindling pile was laid. 
And pierced by Roderick's ready blade. 
Patient the sickening victim eyed 
The hfe-blood ebb in crimson tide, 
Down his clogg'd beard and shaggy limb, 
Till darkness glazed his eyeballs dim. 
The grisly priest, with murmuring prayer, 
A slender crosslet form'd with care, 
A cubit's length in measure due ; 
The shaft and limbs were rods of yew, 
Whose parents in Inch-CaiUiach wave 
Their shadows o'er Clan-Alpine's grave. 
And, answering Lomond's breezes deep. 
Soothe many a chieftain's endless sleep. 
The Cross, thus form'd, he held on high, 
With wasted hand, and haggard eye. 
And strange and mingled feelings woke, 
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IX. 

" Woe to the dansman, who shall view 
This symbol of sepulchral yew, 
Forgetful that its branches grew 
Where weep the heavens their holiest dew, 

On Alpine's dweUing low 1 
Deserter of his Chieftain's trust, 
He ne'er sh^ mingle with their dust, 
But. from his sires and kindred thrust. 
Each clansman's execration just 

Shall doom him wrath and woe." 
He paused ; — the word the vassals took, 
With forwatrd step and fiery look. 
On high their naked brands they shook. 
Their clattering targets wildly strook ; 

And first in murmur low, 
Then, like the billow in his course, 
That far to seaward finds his source. 
And flings to shore his muster'd force, 
Burst, with loud roar, their answer hoarse, 

" Woe to the traitor, woe ! " 
Ben-an's grey scalp the accents knew. 
The joyous wolf from covert drew, 
The exulting eagle scream'd afar, — 
Th^ knew the voice of Alpine's war. 

X. 

The shout was hush'd on lake and fell. 
The Monk resumed his mutter'd spell : 
Dismal and low its accents came, 
Tbe while he scathed the Cross with 

flame; 
And the few words that reach'd the air. 
Although the holiest name was there, 
Had more of blasphemy than prayer. 
But when he shook above the crowd 
Its kindled points, he spoke aloud : — 
" Woe to the wretch who fails to rear 
At this dread sign the ready spear 1 
For, as the flames this symbol sear. 
His home, the refuge of his fear, 

A kindred fate shall know ; 
Far o'er its roof the volumed flame 
Clan-Alpine's vengeance shall proclaim. 
While maids and matrons on his name 
Shall call down wretchedness and shame. 

And infamy and woe." 
Then rose the cry of females, shrill 
As goss-hawk's whistle on the hill, 
Denouncing misery and ill. 
Mingled with childhood's babbling trill 

Of curses stammer'd slow ; 
Answering, with imprecation dread, 
" Sunk be his home in embers red 1 
And cuis^d be the meanest shed 
That e'er shall hide the houseless head 

We doom to want and woe 1 " 
A sharp and shrieking echo gave, 
Coir-Uri^in, thy goblin caye 1 
And the grey pass where birches wave, 
On Beaiarnam-bo. 



XI. 

Then deeper paused the priest anew. 
And hard his labouring breath he drew. 
While, with set teeth and clenched hand, 
And eyes that glow'd like fiery brand. 
He meditated curse more dread. 
And deadlier, on the clansman's head. 
Who, summon'd to his Chieftain's aid, 
The signal saw, and disobey' d. 
The crosslet's points of sparkling wood, 
He quench'd among the bubbling blood, 
And, as again the sign he rear'd. 
Hollow and hoarse his voice was heard : 
" When flits this Cross from man to man, 
Vich-Alpine's summons to his clan, 
Burst be the ear that fails to heed I 
Palsied the foot that shuns to speed ! 
May ravens tear the careless eyes. 
Wolves make the coward heart their prize ! 
As sinks that blood stream in the earth, 
So may his heart's-blood drench his hearth 1 
As dies in hissing gore the spark, 
Quench thou his light. Destruction dark, 
And be the grace to him denied. 
Bought by this sign to all beside 1 " 
He ceased ; no echo gave agen 
The murmur of the deep Amen. 

XII. 
Then Roderick, with impatient look, 
From Brian's hand the symbol took : 
"Speed, Malise, speed I" he said, and gave 
The crosslet to his henchman brave. 
' ' The muster-place be Lanrick mead — 
Instant the time — speed, Malise, speed I " 
Like heath-bird, when the hawks pursue, 
A barge across Loch Katrine flew ; 
High stood the henchman on the prow ; 
So rapidly the barge-men row. 
The bubbles, where they launch'd the boat, 
Were all unbroken and afloat. 
Dancing in foam and ripple still, 
When it had neared the mainland hill ; 
And from the silver beach's side 
Still was the prow three fathoms wide. 
When lightly bounded to the land 
The messenger of blood and brand. 

XIII. 

Speed, Malise, speed ! the dur deer's hide 
On fleeter foot was never tied.* 
Speed, Malise, speed t such cause of haste 
Thine active sinews never braced. 
Bend 'gainst the steepy hill thy breast, 
Burst down like torrent from its crest ; 
With short and springing footstep pass 
The trembling bog and false morass ; 
Across the brook like roebuck bound. 
And thread the brake like questing hound ; 
The crag is high, the scaut \% dae^, 
YeX shrink not from the despei«i\ft\^a.'^^ 
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Parch' d are thy burning hps and brow, 
Yet by the fountain pause not now ; 
Herald of battle, fate, and fear, 
Stretch onward in thy fleet career ! 
The wounded hind thou track'st not now, 
Pursuest not maid through greenwood 

bough, 
Nor pliest thou now thy flying pace. 
With rivals in the mountain race ; 
But danger, death, and warrior deed, 
Are in thy course — ^speed, Malise, speed ! 

XIV. 
Fast as the fatal symbol flies, 
In arms the huts and hamlets rise ; 
From winding glen, from upland brown, 
They pour'd each hardy tenant down. 
Nor slack'd the messenger his pace ; 
He show'd the sign, he named the place, 
And, pressing forward like the wind, 
Left clamour and surprise behind. 
The fisherman forsook the strand. 
The swarthy smith took dirk and brand ; 
With changed cheer, the mower bhthe 
Left in the half-cut swathe the scythe ; 
The herds without a keeper stray'd. 
The plough was in mid-furrow staid, 
The falc'ner toss'd his hawk away. 
The hunter left the stag at bay ; 
Prompt at the signal of alarms. 
Each son of Alpine rush'd to arms ; 
So swept the tumult and affray 
Along the margin of Achray. 
Alas I thou lovely lake 1 that e'er 
Thy banks should echo sounds of fear ! 
The rocks, the bosky thickets, sleep 
So stilly on thy bosom deep. 
The lark's blithe carol, from the cloud, 
Seems for the scene too gaily loud. 

XV. 

Speed, Malise, speed I— The lake is past, 
Duncraggan's huts appear at last, 
And peep, like moss-grown rocks, half 
Half hidden in the copse so green ; [seen. 
There mayst thou rest, thy labour done, 
Their Lord shall speed the signal on. — 
As stoops the hawk upon his prey. 
The henchman shot him down the way. 
— What woeful accents load the gale ? 
The funeral yell, the female wail I 
A gallant hunter's sport is o'er, 
A valiant warrior fights no more. 
Who, in the battle or the chase. 
At Roderick's side shall fill his place ! — 
Within the hall, where torches' ray 
Supplies the excluded beams of day, 
Lies Duncan on his lowly bier. 
And o'er Mm streams his widow's tear. 
His stripling son stands mournful by, 
His youngest weeps, but Iqiows not vrViy •, 
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The village maids and malions round 
The dismal coronach resound.* 

XVI. 
CORONACH. 

He is gone on the mountain. 

He is lost to the forest, 
Like a summer-dried fountain. 

When our need was the sorest. 
The font, reappearing, 

From the rain-drops shall borrow. 
But to us comes no cheering, 

To Duncan no morrow 1 

The hand of the reaper 

Takes the ears that are hoary, 
But the voice of the weeper 

Wails manhood in glory. 
The autumn winds rushing 

Waft the leaves that are searest. 
But our flower was in flushing, 

When blighting was nearest. 

Fleet foot on the correi,+ 

Sage counsel in cumber. 
Red hand in the foray. 

How sound is thy slumber I 
Like the dew on the mountain, 

Like the foam on the river. 
Like the bubble on the fountain. 

Thou art gone, and for everl 

XVII. 

See Stumah, J who, the bier beside, 
His master's corpse with wonder eyed. 
Poor Stumah 1 whom his least halloo 
Could send Hke hghtning o'er the dew. 
Bristles his crest, and points his ears, 
As if some stranger step he hears. 
'Tis not a mourner's mufiSed tread. 
Who comes to sorrow o'er the dead. 
But headlong haste, or deadly fear. 
Urge the precipitate career. 
All stand aghast : — unheeding all, 
The henchman bursts into the hall ; 
Before the dead man's bier he stood ; 
Held forth the Cross besmear'd with blood; 
" The muster-place is Lanrick mead ; 
Speed forth the signal 1 clansmen, speedl" 

XVIII. 

Angus, the heir of Duncan's line. 
Sprung forth and seized the fatal sign. 
In haste the stripling to his side 
His father's dirk and broadsword tied; 
But when he saw his mother's eye 
Watch him in speechless agony, 
Back to her open'd arms he flew, 
Press'd on her lips a fond adieu — 
•' Alas 1 " she sobb'd, — "and yet, begone, 
And speed thee forth, like Dunca n's 80111" 

t Or corrif the hollow side of the hill, wbtn 

game >]iSvialV} Ives. 
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ok he cast upon the bier, 
I from his eye the gathering tear, 
ed deep to clear his labouring breast, 
>ss'd aloft his bonnet crest, 
like the high-bred colt, when, freed, 
e essays his fire and speed, 
lished, and o'er moor and moss 
orward with the Fiery Cross. 
ided was the widow's tear, 
yet his footsteps she could hear ; 
hen she mark'd the henchman's eye 
ith unwonted sympathy, 
>man," she said, " his race is run, 
hould have sped thy errand on ; 
ik has fall'n, — the sapling bough 
!>uncraggan's shelter now. 
1st I well, his duty done, 
phan's God will g^ard my son.— 
5U, in many a danger true, 
ncan's best your blades that drew, 
ns, and guard that orphan's head I 
bes and women wail the dead." 
veapon-clang, and martial call, 
tided through the funeral hall, 
from the walls the attendant band 
I'd sword and targe, with hurried 
lort and flitting energy [hand ; 
id from the mourner's sunken eye, 
bie sounds to warrior dear, 
rouse her Duncan from his bier. 
\€A soon that borrowed force ; 
:laim'd his right, and tears their 
urse. 

XTX. 

i saw the Cross of Fire, 
iced like lightning up Strath-Ire. 
ile and hiU the summons flew, 
St nor pause young Angus knew ; 
ar that gather'd in his eye 
t the mountain breeze to dry ; 
where Teith's young waters roll, 
:t him and a wooded knoll, 
raced the sable strath with green, 
lapel of Saint Bride was seen. 
was the stream, remote the bridge, 
igrus paused not on the edge ; 
h the dark waves danced dizzily, 
h reel'd his sympathetic eye, 
sh'd amid the torrent's roar : 
ht hand high the crosslet bore, 
*t the pole-axe grasp'd, to guide 
ay his fogting in the tide. [high, 
imbled twice — the foam splash' d 
loarser swell the stream raced by ; 
id he fall'n, — for ever there, 
;11 Duncraggan's orphan heir ! 
11, as if in parting life, 
he grasp'd the Cross of strife, 
he opposing bank he gain'd, 
» the chBpeT pathway stmin'd. 



XX. 

A blithesome rout, that morning tide, 
Had sought the chapel of Saint Bride. 
Her troth Tombea's Mary gave 
To Norman, heir of Armandave. 
And, issuing from the Gothic arch. 
The bridal now resumed their march. 
In rude, but glad procession, came 
Bonneted sire and coif-clad dame ; 
And plaided youth, with jest and jeer, 
Which snooded maiden would not hear ; 
And children, that, unwitting why. 
Lent the gay shout their shrilly cry ; 
And minstrels, that in measures vied 
Before the young and bonny bride. 
Whose downcast eye and cheek disclose 
The tear and blush of morning rose. 
With virgin step, and bashful hand. 
She held the 'kerchiefs snowy band ; 
The gallant bridegroom by her side. 
Beheld his prize with victor's pride, 
And the glad mother in her ear 
Was closely whispering word of cheer. 

xxr. 
Who meets them at the churchyard gate ? 
The messenger of fear and fate 1 
Haste in his hurried accent Ues, 
And grief is swimming in his eyes. 
All dripping from the recent flood, 
Panting and travel-soil'd he stood, 
The fatal sign of fire and sword [word : 
Held forth, and spoke the appointed 
' ' The muster-place is Lanrick mead ; 
Speed forth the signal I Norman, speed 1 " 
And must he change so soon the hand, 
Just link'd to his by holy band. 
For the fell Cross of blood and brand ? 
And must the day, so blithe that rose. 
And promised rapture in the close. 
Before its setting hour, divide 
The bridegroom from the plighted bride ? 
O fatal doom I — it must 1 it must I 
Clan-Alpine's cause, her Chieftain's trust. 
Her summons dread, brook no delay ; 
Stretch to the race — away 1 away 1 

XXII. 

Yet slow he laid his plaid aside. 
And, lingering, eyed his lovely bride, 
Until he saw the starting tear 
Speak woe he might not stop to cheer ; 
Then, trusting not a second look, 
In haste he sped him up the brook, 
Nor backward glanced, till on the heath 
Where Lubnaig's lake supplies the Teith. 
— What in the racer's bosom stirr'd ? 
The sickening pang of hope deferr'd. 
And memory, with a torturing train 
Of all his morning visions vain. 
Mingled with love's impalVwice^ caxcA 
The manly thirst for mQiX\i8\.lam«\ 



Scott's Poetical Works. 



Ere yet Ihey rush upon the spears ; 
And zeal for Clnn and Chieftain burning, 
And hope, from well-fought field re- 
turning, 
\Wth war's red honours on his cresl. 
To clasp his Mary to his breast. [brae. 
Stung by such thoughts, o'er bank and 
Like fire from flint he glanced away, 
While high resolve, and feeUng strong, 
" ■ ',0 voluntary song. 



Each valley, o. . _ .. 

Musfer'd its little horde of men, 
That met as lorretils from the height 
In Highland dales Iheir streams unite, 
Slill gathering, as they pout along, 
A voice moie loud, a tide more strong, 
Tillaltherendeivouslheyalood [blood: 
By hundreds prompt for blows and 
Elach trBin'd to arms since life began. 






The healh this nighl must be my bed. 
The bracken t curtain for my head, 
My Wllaby the warder's tread. 

Far. far, from love and thee, Maiy ; 
To-morrow eve, more stiUy laid. 
My couch may be my bloody plaid. 
My vesper song thy wail, sweet maid ! 

It will not waken me, Maty I 
1 may not, dare nol, fancy now 
The grief that clouds thy lovely brow ; 

Andall it promised me, Maiy. 
No fond regret must Norman know ; 
When bursts Clan-Alpine on the foe. 
His heart must be hke bended bow, 

His foot Ulie arrow free, Maty. 
A lime will come with feieling fraught, 
For. if I fall in battle fought. 
Thy hapless lover's dying thought 

Shall be a thought on thee, Mary. 
And if relumed from conquer'd foes. 
How blithely will the evening close, 
How sweet the linnet sing repose. 

To my yonng bride and me, Mary i 

Not faster o'er thy heathery braes, 
Balquhidder, speeds the midnight blaze,* 
Rushing, in conflagialion strong, 
Thy deep ravines and dcils along, 
Wrapping thy cliffs in purple glow, 
And reddening the dark lakes belo^v ; 
Nor faster speeds it, nor so far, 
As o'er thy heaths the voice of war. 
The signal roused to martial coil 
The sifllen margin of Loch Voil, [source 
Waked still Loch Dolne, and to the 
Alarm'd, Baivaig, thy swampy course ; 

Adovm StiB.lb-GartnBy'a valley broad, 
Till rose in arms each man might claim 
A portion in Clan-Alpine's name, 
From the grey sire, whose trembling hand 
Could hardly buckle on his brand. 
To the raw boy. whose shaft and bow 
H-'ere j'et scarce terror to the crow, 
t Braikm, fem. 



That summer mom had Rodeiick Dhu 
Survey'd the skirls of Benvenue, 
And sent bis scouts o'er hill and heath. 
To view Ihe frontiers of Menleith. 
AH backward came with news of truce; 
Still lay each martial Grsme and Brace, 
In Rednock courts no horsemen wait, 

"o banner waved on CardroBs gale. 
On Duchray's towers no beacon shone. 
Nor scared the herons from Loch Con 



. why 

The Chieftain, with such anxious eye. 
Ere to the muster he repair, 

_ _. irksome cleft, 
A fair, though cruel, pledge was left ; 
" "ouglas, to his protnise true. 
That morning from the isle withdrew, 
And in a deep sequester'd dell 
Had sought a low and lonely celL 
By many a bard, in Celtic tongue. 
Has Coir-nan-Urishin been sung ;• 

name the Saxons gave, 
And call'd the grot the Goblin-cave. 

It was a wild and strange retreat. 
As e'er was trod by outlaw's feet. 

Yawn'd like a gash on warrior's breast ; 
Its trench had staid full many a rock, 
Hurl'd by primeval earthquake shock 



nBenv 



'sgreysu 



wild. 



. n piled, 
They frown'd Incumbent o cr the spol. 
And form'd the ragged sylvan grol. 
The oak and birch, with mingled shade 
At noontide there a twilight made. 
Unless when short and sudden shone 
Some straggling beam on diff or stone, 
With such a glimpse as prophet's eye 
Gains on thy depth. Futurity. 
No murmur waked the solemn slill. 
Save tinkling of a foualain riU: 
But when the wind chafed 
A sullen sound would upward break, 
With dashing hollow voice, that spol 
\T\ie miwseBM,-*»i otvre.ve «id rods. 
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Suspended dififs, with hideous sway, 
Seem'd nodding o'er the cavem grey. 
From such a den the wolf had sprung, 
In such the wild-cat leaves her young ; 
Yet Douglas and his daughter fair 
Sought for a space their safety there. 
Grey Superstition's whisper dread 
Debarr'd the spot to vulgar tread ; 
For there, she said, did fays resort, 
And satyrs hold their sylvan court, 
By moonlight tread their mystic maze. 
And blast the rash beholder's gaze. 

XXVII. 

Now eve, with western shadows long, 
Floated on Katrine bright and strong, 
When Roderick, with a chosen few, 
Repass'd the heights of Benvenue. 
Above the Goblin-cave they go, 
Through the wild pass of Beal-nam-bo : 
The prompt retainers speed before, 
To launch the shallop from the shore. 
For 'cross Loch Katrine lies his way 
To view the passes of Achray, 
And place his clansmen in array. 
Yet lags the chief in musing mind, 
Unwonted sight, his men behind. 
A single page, to bear his sword, 
Alone attended on his lord ; 
The rest their way through thickets break, 
And soon await him by the lake. 
It was a fair and gallant sight, [height, 
To view them from the neighbouring 
By the low-Ievell'd sunbeam's light I 
For strength and stature, from the clan 
Each warrior was a chosen man, 
As even afar might well he seen. 
By their proud step and martial mien. 
Their feathers dance, their tartans float. 
Their tai^ets gleam, as by the boat 
A vdid and warlike group they stand. 
That well became such mountain-strand. 

XXVIII. 

Their Chief, with step reluctant, still 
Was lingering on the craggy hill, 
Hard by where tum'd apart the road 
To Douglas's obscure abode. 
It was but with that dawning mom, 
That Roderick Dhu had proudly sworn 
To drown his love in war's wild roar. 
Nor think of Ellen Douglas more ; 
But he who stems a stream with sand. 
And fetters flame with flaxen band. 
Has yet a harder task to prove- 
By firm resolve to conquer love 1 
Eve finds the Chief, like restless ghost, 
Still hovering near his treasure lost ; 
For though his haughty heart deny 
A parting meeting to his ^e. 
Still fondly strains his anxious ear, 
The accents of her voice to bear, 



And inly did he curse the breeze 

That waked to sound the rustling trees. 

But hark 1 what mingles in the strain ? 

It is the harp of A Han- Bane, 

That wakes its measure slow and high, 

Attuned to sacred minstrelsy. 

What melting voice attends the strings? 

'Tis Ellen, or an angel, sings. 

XXIX. 
HYMN TO THE VIRGIN. 

Ave Maria I Maiden mild I 

Listen to a maiden's prayer ! 
Thou canst hear though from the wild. 

Thou canst save amid despair. 
Safe may we sleep beneath thy care, 

Though banish' d, outcast, and reviled — 
Maiden I hear a maiden's prayer ! 

Mother, hear a suppliant child 1 

Ave Maria I 

Ave Maria I undefiled ! 

The flinty couch we now must share 
Shall seem with down of eider piled. 

If thy protection hover there. 
The murky cavern's heavy air 

Shall breathe of balm if thou hast smiled ; 
Then, Maiden I hear a maiden's prayer I 

Mother, hst a suppliant child ! 

Ave Maria I 

Ave Maria! stainless styled I 

Foul demons of the earth and air, 
From this their wonted haunt exiled. 

Shall flee before thy presence fair. 
We bow us to our lot of care. 

Beneath thy guidance reconciled ; 
Hear for a maid a maiden's prayer ! 

And for a father hear a child 1 

Ave Maria! 

XXX. 

Died on the harp the closing hymn — 
Unmoved in attitude and limb, 
As list'ning still, Clan-Alpine's lord 
Stood leaning on his heavy sword, 
Until the page, with humble sign, 
Twice pointed to the sun's decline. 
Then while his plaid he round him cast, 
"It is the last time— 'tis the last," 
He muttered thrice, — "the last time e'er 
That angel voice shall Roderick hear!" 
It was a goading thought — his stride 
Hiai hastier down the mountain-side ; 
Sullen he flung him in the boat, 
And instant 'cross the lake it shot. 
They landed in that silvery bay, 
And eastward held their hasty way, 
Till, with the latest beams of light, 
The band arrived on Lanrick height. 
Where muster' d, in. tYve \'2L\e\i^o>N , 
Clan- Alpine's meii m maiWaX. ^ow. 
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XXXI. 

A various scene the clansmen made ; 
Some sate, some stood, some slowly stray'd ; 
But most, with mantles folded roimd, 
Were couch'd to rest upon the groundi 
Scarce to be known by curious eye. 
From the deep heather where they lie, 
So well was match'd the tartan screen, 
With heath-bell dark and brackens green ; 
Unless where, here and there, a blade. 
Or lance's point, a glimmer made, [shade. 
Like glow-worm twinkling through the 
But when, advancing through the gloom. 
They saw the Chieftain's eagle plume. 
Their shout of welcome, shrill and wide. 
Shook the steep mountain's steady side. 
Thrice it rose, and lake and fell 
Three times returned the martial yell ; 
It died upon Bochastle's plain, 
And Silence claimed her evening reign. 



CANTO FOURTH. 

THE PROPHECY. 
I. 

• • The rose is fairest when 'tis budding new. 

And hope is brightest when it dawns 

from fears ; [dew, 

The rose is sweetest wash'd with morning 

And love is loveliest when embalm' d in 

tears. 

O wilding rose, whom fancy thus endears, 

I bid yoiu" blossoms in my bonnet wave. 

Emblem of hope and love through future 

years I " — [Armandave, 

Thus spoke young Norman, heir of 

What time the sun arose on Vennachar's 

broad wave. 

II. 
Such fond conceit, half said, half sung, 
Love prompted to the bridegroom's 

tongue. 
All while he stripp'd the wild-rose spray, 
His axe and bow beside him lay, 
For on a pass 'twixt lake and wood, 
A wakeful sentinel he stood. 
Hark t on the rock a footstep rung, 
And instant to his arms he sprung. 
"Stand, or thou diesti— What, Malise? 

— soon 
Art thou retum'd from Braes of Doune. 
By thy keen step and glance I know. 
Thou bring'st us tidings of the foe." — 
(For while the Fiery Cross hied on, 
On distant scout had Malise gone.) 
"Where sleeps the Chief?" the hench- 
man said. — 
"Apart, in yonder misty glade ; 
To his lone couch I'll be your giude," — 
TJbea call'd a sJumberer by his side, 



And stirred him with his slacken'd bow— 
"Up, up, Glentarkin! rouse thee, hoi 
We seek the Chieftain ; on the track. 
Keep eagle watch till I come back." 

III. 
Together up the pass they sped : 
"What of the foeman?" Norman said. — 
"Varying reports from near and far ; 
This certain, — that a band of war 
Has for two days been ready boune, 
At prompt command, to march from 
Doune ; [powers. 

King James, the while, with princely 
Holds revelry in Stirling towers. 
Soon will this dark and gathering cloud 
Speak on oiu* glens in thunder loud. 
Inured to bide such bitter bout. 
The warrior's plaid may bear it out ; 
But, Norman, how wilt thou provide 
A shelter for thy bonny bride?" — 
"What I know ye not that Roderick's care 
To the lone isle hath caused repair 
Each maid and matron of the clan. 
And every child and ag6d man 
Unfit for arms ; and given his charge, 
Nor skiff nor shallop, boat nor barge, 
Upon these lakes shall float at large, 
But all beside the islet moor. 
That such dear pledge may rest secure? " — 



IV. 



ii> 
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Tis well advised — the Chieftain's plan 
Bespeaks the father of his clan. 
But wherefore sleeps Sir Roderick Dhu 
Apart from all his followers true?" — 
" It is, because last evening-tide 
Brian an augury hath tried, 
Of that dread kind which must not be 
Unless in dread extremity, 
The Taghairm call'd ; by which, afar. 
Our sires foresaw the events of war.* 
Duncraggan's milk-white bull they slew." 

MALISE. 

"Ah I well the gallant brute I knew I 
The choicest of the prey we had. 
When swept our merry-men Gallangad. 
His hide was snow, his horns were dark, 
His red qre glow'd like fiery spark ; 
So fierce, so tameless, and so fleet, 
Sore did he cumber our retreat. 
And kept our stoutest kernes in awe. 
Even at the pass of Beal 'maha. 
But steep and flinty was the road. 
And sharp the hurrying pikemen's goad. 
And when we came to Dennan's Row, 
A child might scatheless stroke bis 
brow."— 

V. 
NORMAN. 

"That bull was slain : his reeking hide 
TYiey &\xq\Od! ^ ^•^ «d.\axAKX beside. 
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Whose waters their wild tumult toss 
Adown the black and craggy boss 
Of that huge cliff, whose ample verge 
Tradition calls the Hero's Targe.* 
Couch' d on a shelve beneath its brink, 
Close where the thundering torrents sink, 
Rocking boieath their headlong sway, 
And druzled by the ceaseless spray, 
'Midst groan of rock, and roar of stream. 
The wizard vraits prophetic dream. 
Nor distant rests the Chief; — but hush 1 
See, gliding ^ow through mist and bush. 
The hermit gains yon rock, and stands 
To gaze upon our slumbering bands. 
Seems he not, Malise, like a ghost, 
That hovers o'er a slaughter'd host ? 
Or raven on the blasted oak, 
That, watching while the deer is broke, + 
His morsel claims with sullen croak?" 

MALISE. 

— " Peace 1 peace 1 to other than to me, 

Thy words were evil augury ; 

But still I hold Sir Roderick's blade 

Clan-Alpine's omen and her aid. 

Not aught that, glean'd from heaven or hell , 

Yon fiend-begotten monk can tell. 

The Chieftain joins him, see — and now, 

Together they descend the brow." 

VI. 

And, as they came, with Alpine's Lord 
The Hermit Monk held solemn word : — 
" Roderick 1 it is a fearful strife. 
For man endow'd Mrith mortal life, 
Whose shroud of sentient clay can still 
Feel feverish pang and fainting chill. 
Whose eye can stare in stony trance. 
Whose hair can rouse like warrior's lance, — 
Tis hard for such to view, unfurl'd, 
The curtain of the future world. 
Yet, witness every quaking limb, 
My sunken pulse, my eyeballs dim. 
My soul with harrowing anguish torn, — 
This for my Chieftain have I borne I— 
The shapes that sought my fearful couch, 
A human tongue may ne'er avouch ; 
No mortal man, — ^save he, who, bred 
Between the living and the dead, 
Is gifted beyond nature's law, — 
Had e'er survived to say he saw. 
At length the fatal answer came. 
In characters of living flame ! 
Not spoke in word, nor blazed in scroll. 
But borne and branded on my soul ; — 
Which spills thb foremost foeman's 

LIFE, 

That party conquers in the 

STRIFE." — * 



t Qiuutered 



VIL 

" Thanks, Brian, for thy zeal and care I 
Good is thine augury, and fair. 
Clan-Alpine ne'er in battle stood. 
But first oiur broadswords tasted blood. ' 
A surer victim still I know, 
Self-offer'd to the auspicious blow : 
A spy has sought my land this mom, — 
No eve shall witness his return 1 
My followers guard each pass's mouth, 
To east, to westward, and to south ; 
Red Murdoch, bribed to be his guide, 
Has charge to lead his steps aside. 
Till, in deep path or dingle brown. 
He light on those shall bring him down. 
— But see, who comes his news to show I 
Malise I what tidings of the foe?" — 

VIII. 

"At Doune, o'er many a spear and glaive. 
Two Barons proud their banners wave. 
I saw the Moray's silver star. 
And mark'd the sable pale of Mar." — 
•• By Alpine's soul, high tidings those I 
I love to hear of worthy foes. [noon 

When move they on ?"—" To-morrow's 
Will see them here for battle boune." — f 
"Then shall it see a meeting stem ! — 
But, for the place— say, couldst thou leara 
Nought of the friendly clans of Earn ? 
Strengthen'd by them, we well might bide 
The battle on Benledi's side. [men 

Thou couldst not ?— well I Clan-Alpme's 
Shall man the Trosachs' shaggy glen ; 
Within Loch Katrine's gorge we U fight, 
All in our maids' and matrons' sight, 
Each for his hearth and household fire. 
Father for child, and son for sire, — 
Lover for maid beloved ! — But why — 
Is it the breeze affects mine eye? 
Or dost thou come, ill-omen'd tear I 
A messenger of doubt or fear ? 
No 1 sooner may the Saxon lance 
Unfix Benledi from his stance, 
Than doubt or terror can pierce through 
The unyielding heart of Roderick Dhu ! 
'Tis stubborn as his trusty targe. — 
Each to his post — all know their charge." 
The pibroch sounds, the bands advance. 
The broadswords gleam, the banners 
Obedient to the Chieftain's glance, [dance, 
— I turn me from the martial roar, 
And seek Coir-Uriskin once more. 

IX. 

Where is the Douglas? — ^he is gone ; 
And Ellen sits on the grey stone 
Fast by the cave, and makes her moan ; 
While vainly Allan's words of cheer 
Are pour'd on her unheeding ear. — 
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"He will return — Dear lady, trust ! — 
With joy return ; — he will — ^he must. 
Well was it time to seek, afar, 
Some refuge from impending war, 
When e'en Clan-Alpine's rugged swarm 
Are cow'd by the approaching storm. 
I saw their boats, with many a light. 
Floating the livelong yesternight, 
Shifting like flashes darted forth 
By the red streamers of the north ; 
I mark'd at mom how close they ride, 
Thick moor'd by the lone islet's side. 
Like wild-ducks couching in the fen. 
When stoops the hawk upon the glen. 
Since this rude race dare not abide 
"The peril on the mainland side. 
Shall not thy noble father's care 
Some safe retreat for thee prepare?" — 

X. 
ELLEN. 

•• No, Allan, no ! Pretext so kind 
My wakeful terrors could not blind. 
When in such tender tone, yet grave, 
Douglas a parting blessing gave. 
The tear that glisten'd in his eye 
Drown'd not his purpose fix'd on high. 
My soul, though feminine and weak, 
Can image his ; e'en as the lake, 
Itself disturb'd by slightest stroke, 
Reflects the invulnerable rock. 
He hears report of battle rife. 
He deems himself the cause of strife. 
I saw him redden, when the theme 
Tum'd, Allan, on thine idle dream 
Of Malcolm Graeme in fetters bound. 
Which 1, thou saidst, about him wound. 
Think'st thou he trow'd thine omen aught? 
Oh no I 'twas apprehensive thought 
For the kind youth, — for Roderick too 
(Let me be just) — that friend so true ; 
In danger both, and in our cause t 
Minstrel, the Douglas dare not pause. 
Why else that solemn warning given, 
* If not on earth, we meet in heaven ' ? 
Why else, to Cambus-kenneth's fane. 
If eve return him not again, 
Am I to hie, and make me known ? 
Alas ! he goes to Scotland's throne, 
Buys his friend's safety with his own ;— 
He goes to do — what I had done, 
Had Douglas' daughter been his son I" — 

XL 

"Nay, lovely Ellen! — dearest, nay! 

If aught should his return delay. 

He only named yon holy fane 

As fitting place to meet again. 

Be sure he 's safe ; and for the Graeme, — 

Heaven's blessing on his gallant name! — 
My vlsion'd sight may yet prove true, 
JVor bode of ill to him or you. 



When did my gifted dream beguile? 
Think of the stranger at the isle. 
And think upon the harpings slow. 
That presaged this approaching woe ! 
Sooth was my prophecy of fear ; 
Believe it when it augurs cheer. 
Would we had left this dismal spot ! 
Ill luck still haunts a fairy grot. 
Of such a wondrous tale I know — 
Dear lady, change that look of woe, 
My heart was wont thy grief to cheer."— 

ELLEN 

"Well, be it as thou wilt ; I hear. 
But cannot stop the bursting tear." 
The Minstrel tried his simple art, 
But distant far was Ellen's heart. 

XII. 

BALLAD. 

Alice Brand. 

Merry it is in the good gfreenwood. 
When the mavisf and merle :{: are 
singing, [are in cry. 

When the deer sweeps by, and the hounds 
And the hunter's horn is ringing. 

"O Alice Brand, my native land 

Is lost for love of you ; 
And we must hold by wood and wold. 

As outlaws wont to do. 

' • O Alice, 'twas all for thy locks so bright, 
And 'twas all for thine eyes so blue, 

That on the night of our luckless flight, 
Thy brother bold I slew. 

" Now must I teach to hew the beech 
The hand that held the glaive, 

For leaves to spread our lowly bed. 
And stakes to fence our cave. 

"And for vest of pall, thy fingers small. 
That wont on harp to stray, [deer, 

A cloak must sheer from the slaughter'd 
To keep the cold away." 

" O Richard ! if my brother died, 

'Twas but a fatal chance ; 
For darkling was the battle tried. 

And fortune sped the lance. 

" If pall and vair no more I wear, 

Nor thou the crimson sheen, 
\s warm, we '11 say, is the russet grey, 

As gay the forest green. 

"And, Richard, if our lot be hard, 

And lost thy native land, 
Still Alice has her own Richard, 

And he his Alice Brand." 
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xni. 

BALLAD CONTINUED. 

TIs merry, 'tis meny, in good greenwood, 
So blithe Lady Alice is singing ; 

On the beech's pride, and oak's brown side, 
Lord Richard's axe is ringing. 

Up spoke the moody Elfin King, 
Who wonn'd within the hill. — 

Like wind in the porch of a ruin'd church. 
His voice was ghostly shrill. 

" Whysonndsyonstrokeon beech and oak, 
Our moonlight circle's screen? 

Or who comes here to chase the deer, 
Beloved of our Elfin Queen ? * 

Or who may dare on wold to wear 
The fairies' fatal green ?♦ 

" Up, Urgan, up ! to yon mortal hie, 
For thou were christen' d man ;* 

For cross or sign thou wilt not fly, 
For mutter'd word or ban. 

"Lay on him the curse of the wither'd 
Hie curse of the sleepless eye ; [heart. 

Till he wi^ and pray that his life would 
Nor yet find leave to die." [p^rt, 

. xiv. 

BALLAD CONTINUED. 

TIs merry, 'tis merry, in good greenwood, 
Though the birds have still'd their sing- 

The evening blaze doth Alice raise, [ing ; 
And Richard is fagots bringing. 

Up Uigan starts, that hideous dwarf 

Before Lord Richard stands. 
And, as he cross'd and bless'd himself, 
" I fear not sign," quoth the grisly elf, 

"That is made with bloody hands." 

But out then spoke she, Alice Brand, 

That woman void of fear, — 
" And if there's blood upon his hand, 

'Tis but the blood of deer."— 

" Now loud thou liest, thou bold of mood! 

It cleaves unto his hand. 
The stain of thine own kindly blood, 

The blood of Ethert Brand." 

Then forward stepp'd she, Alice Brand, 

And made the holy sign, — 
" And if there's blood on Richard's hand, 

A spotless hand is mine. 

" And I conjure thee, Demon elf. 
By Him whom Demons fear. 

To show us whence thou art thyself 
And what thy errand here?" 



xv. 

BALLAD CONTINUED. 

•"Tis merry, 'tis merry, in Fairy-land, 

When fiEury birds are singing, 
When the court doth ride by their mon- 
arch's side. 

With bit and bridle ringing : 

" And gaily shines the Fairy-land — 

But all is glistening show. 
Like the idle gleam that December's beam 

Can dart on ice and snow. 

"And fading, like that varied gleam, 

Is our inconstant shape. 
Who now like knight and lady seem. 

And now like dwarf and ape. 

" It was between the night and day, 
When the Fairy King has power, 
That I sunk down in a sinful fray, [away 
And, 'twixt life and death, was snatch'd 
To the joyless Elfin bower. 

"But wist I of a woman bold. 
Who thrice my brow durst sign, 

I might regain my mortal mold. 
As fair a form as thine." 

She cross'd him once — she cross'd him 
That lady was so brave ; [twice — 

The fouler grew his goblin hue. 
The darker grew the cave. 

She cross'd him thrice, that lady bold ; 

He rose beneath her hand 
The fairest knight on Scottish mold, 

Her brother, Ethert Brand 1 

Merry it is in good greenwood. 
When the mavis and merle are singing, 

But merrier were they in Dunfermline grey. 
When all the bells were ringing, 

XVI. 

Just as the minstrel sounds were staid, 
A stranger climb' d the sleepy glade ; 
His martial step, his stately mien, 
His hunting suit of Lincoln green. 
His eagle glance, remembrance claims — 
'Tis Snowdoun's Knight, 'tis James Fitz- 
Ellen beheld as in a dream, [James. 

Then, starting, scarce suppress'd a scream: 
" O stranger ! in such hour of fear. 
What evil hap has brought thee here?" — 
* ' An evil hap how can it be, 
That bids me look again on thee ? 
By promise bound, my former guide 
Met me betimes this morning tide. 
And marshall'd, over bank and bourne. 
The happy path of my return." — 
' ' The happy pathl— 7j\iaX\ saa^YkaxkSsvsj^V 
Of war, of battle to be lo\i^t» 
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Of gfuarded pass?" — ** No, by my faith I 
Nor saw I aught could augur scathe." — 
"O haste thee, Allan, to the kern, 
— ^Yonder his tartans I discern ; 
Learn thou his purpose, and conjure 
That he will gmdt the stranger sure ! — 
What prompted thee, unhappy man ? 
The meanest serf in Roderick's clan 
Had not been bribed by love or fear. 
Unknown to him, to guide thee here." — 

XVII. 
•• Sweet Ellen, dear my life must be, 
Since it is worthy care from thee ; 
Yet life I hold but idle breath, 
When love or honour's weigh'd with death. 
Then let me profit by my chance, 
And speak my purpose bold at once. 
I come to bear thee from a wild. 
Where ne'er before such blossom smiled ; 
By this soft hand to lead thee far 
From frantic scenes of feud and war. 
Near Bochastle my horses wait ; 
They bear us soon to Stirling gate. 
I '11 place thee in a lovely bower, 

I '11 guard thee like a tender flower" 

•• O I hush. Sir Knight I 'twere female art, 
To say I do not read thy heart ; 
Too much, before, my selfish ear 
Was idly soothed my praise to hear. 
That fatal bait hath lured thee back. 
In deathful hour, o'er dangerous track ; 
And how, O how, can I atone 
The wreck my vanity brought on ! — 
One way remains — I '11 tell him all — 
Yes ! struggling bosom, forth it shall I 
Thou, whose light folly bears the blame, 
Buy thine own pardon with thy shame 1 
But first — my father is a man 
Outlaw' d and exiled, under ban ; 
The price of blood is on his head. 
With me 'twere infamy to wed. — [truth ! 
Still wouldst thou speak ? — then hear the 
Fitz-James, there is a noble youth, — 
If yet he is I — exposed for me 
And mine to dread extremity — 
Thou hast the secret of my heart ; 
Forgive, be generous, and depart I " 

XVIII. 

Fit£-James knew every wily train 
A lady's fickle heart to gain ; 
But here he knew and felt them vain. 
There shot no glance from Ellen's eye. 
To give her steadfast speech the lie ; 
In maiden confidence she stood, 
Though mantled in her cheek the blood, 
And told her love with such a sigh 
Of deep and hopeless agony, 
As desLtb bad seal'd her Malcolm's doom, 
And she sat sorrowing on his tomb. 



Hope vanish'd from Fitz-James's eye, 

But not with hope fled sympathy. 

He profler'd to attend her side. 

As brother would a sister guide. — 

" 1 little know'st thou Roderick's heart ! 

Safer for both we go apart. 

O haste thee, and from Allan learn. 

If thou mayst trust yon wily kern." 

With hand upon his forehead laid, 

The conflict of his mind to shade, 

A parting step or two he made ; [brain, 

Then, as some thought had cross'd his 

He paused, and tum'd, and came again. 

XIX. 

•* Hear, lady, yet, a parting word 1 — 
It chanced in nght that my poor sword 
Preserved the life of Scotland's lord. 
This jing the grateful Monarch gave, 
And bade, when I had boon to crave. 
To bring it back, and boldly claim 
The recompense that I would name. 
Ellen, I am no coiutly lord, 
But one who lives by lance and sword, 
Whose castle is his helm and shield. 
His lordship the embattled field. 
What from a prince can I demand, 
Who neither reck of state nor land? 
Ellen, thy hand — the ring is thine ; 
Each guard and usher knows the sign. 
Seek thou the King without delay ; 
This signet shall secure thy way ; 
And claim thy suit, whate'er it be. 
As ransom of his pledge to me." 
He placed the golden circlet on, [gone. 
Paused — kiss'd her hand — and then was 
The agkd Minstrel stood aghast. 
So hastily Fitz-James shot past. 
He join'd his guide, and wending down 
The ridges of the mountain brown. 
Across the stream they took their way. 
That joins Loch Katrine to Achray. 

XX. 

All in the Trosachs' glen was still. 
Noontide was sleeping on the hill : 
Sudden his guide whoop'd loud and high— 
•• Murdoch I was that a signal cry?" — 
He stammer'd forth—" I shout to scare 
Yon raven from his dainty fare." 
He look'd — he knew the raven's prey, 
His own brave steed : — "Ah I galkntgreyl 
For thee — for me, perchance — 'twere well 
We ne'er had seen the Trosachs' dell. — 
Murdoch, move first — but silently ; 
Whistle or whoop, and thou shalt die !" 
Jealous and sullen, on they fared. 
Each silent, each upon his guard. 



XXI. 






Ko^ 'wo\md the path its dizzy ledge 



The Lady of tht Lake. 



Blighted by wralh of sun nnd alorm, 

Slood on a clifF beside the way, 
And glancing round ber rssilcis eye, 
Upon the wood, (be rock, the sky, 
Swm'd nought to mark, yet all to spy. 
Het braw was wreath' d wi III gaudy bruom ; 
With gesiure wild she waved a pluma 
0( feaiheis, which the ingles Hjng 
To crag and dlff from dusky wing ; 
Such spoils her desperate step had sought. 
Where scarce was fooling for tha goat. 
The tartan plaid she Rtst dcscned, 
And shriek'd lill aU the rocks replied ; 
As loud she laugh'd when near they drew. 
For then the Lowland garb she knew ; 
And then her hands she wildly wrung, 
And then she wepi, and then she sung — 

Perchance to harp or luie might chime ; 
And BOW. though slraln'd and roughen'd. 
Rung wildlf sweet to dale and hill, [sUU 



"They bid tne sleep, they bid me pray, 

Theysaymybrainis warp'd and wrung- 
I oannot sleep on Highland brae, 

I cannot pray in Highland tongua. 
But were I now where Allan glides, 
Or heard my native Devan's tides, 
So sweetly would 1 rest, and pray 
That Heaven would close my wintry dayl 
"'Twas thus my hair they bide me braid, 

They made me to the church repair; 
It was my bridal morn, Ihey said, 

Atid my true love would meet me there. 
But WOE betide the crut^l guile. 
That drown'diti blood the morning smile I 
And woe betide the fairy dtesm [ 
I only waited to sob and screum." 

"Who is this maid? what means her lay? 
She hovers o'er the hollow way. 
And flutters wide her mantle grey. 
As the lone heron spreads his wing. 
By twilight, o'er a haunted spring." — 
■' 'la Blanche of Devan," Murdoch said. 
" A crazed and captive Lowland maid, 
Ta'en on the mom she was a bride, 
"When Roderick foray'd Deran-side ; 
The gay bridegioom resistance made, 
And felt our Chiefs uneonquer'd blade. 
1 marvel she is now at large, [charge. 
But oft she 'scapes from Maudlin's 
Hence, brain-sick fool I" — He raised his 

" Now, If tbon »nk'tt her bat one blow, 



"Tbanks,champion,thanksl" the^ 
And press'd hei to P'it£-James's side. 
■• See the grey pennons 1 prepare. 
To seek my true-love through the ajr ; 
I will not lend Ihat savage groom, 
To break his fall, one downy plume I 
id disjointed stones. 



Thewi 



s shall 



>ted plaid. 



By bush and brier 

Wave forth a banner fair and tree,' 

Meet signal for their revelry.' ' — 

"Hush thee, poor maiden, and be stiUI" — 
"Ol thou look's! kindly, and I will.— 
Mine eye has dried and wasted been, 



itllt. still it loves the Lowland tongue. 
" For O ray iweel William was foresler 






He stole poor Glancfat 
His coat it was all ol the greenwood hL_, 

And so blithely he ttill'd the Low- 
land lay I 
" It was not that I meant to tell . . . 
But thou art wise, and guessest well," 
Then, in a low and broken tone, 
And hurried note, the song went on. 
Still on the Clansman, tearfully. 
She fis'd her apprehensive eye ; 
Then turn'd h on the Knighl, and then 
Her look glanced wildly o'er the glen. 



"The lolls are pitch 'i 

Ever sing menily, n 
The bows they bend. 

Hunters hve so chet 



, and the stales 
and the knives 



"It was there h e met with awounded do^ 
She was bleeding dcalhfully; 

She wam'd him of the toils below, 
O, so faithfiilly, f^thfullyl 

■ ' He had an eye, and he could heed. 
Ever sing warily, warily; 

He had a foot, and he could speed- 
Hunters watch so narrowly." 

t Hiving ten li«]uihciDa'\u««sflicn. 
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XXVI. 

Fitz-James's mind was passion-toss'd, 
When Ellen's hints and fears were lost ; 
But Murdoch's shout suspicion wrought, 
^d Blanche's song conviction brought. — 
Not like a stag that spies the snare, 
But lion of the hunt aware, 
He waved at once his blade on high, 
" Disclose thy treachery, or die ! " 
Forth at full speed the Clansman flew, 
But in his race his bow he drew. 
The shaft just grazed Fitz-James's crest, 
And thrill'd in Blanche's faded breast. — 
Murdoch of Alpine ! prove thy speed, 
For ne'er had Alpine's son such need 1 
With heart of fire, and foot of wind, 
The fierce avenger is behind I 
Fate judges of the rapid strife — 
The forfeit death — the prize is life I 
Thy kindred ambush lies before, 
Close couch' d upon the heathery moor ; 
Them couldst thou reach I — it may not be — 
Thine ambush'd kin thou ne'er shalt see. 
The fiery Saxon gains on thee ! 
— Resistless speeds the deadly thrust. 
As lightning strikes the pine to dust ! 
With footand hand Fitz-James must strain, 
Ere he can win his blade again. 
Bent o'er the fall'n, with falcon eye, 
He grimly smiled to see him die ; 
Then slower wended back his way, 
Where the poor maiden bleeding lay. 
XXVII. 

She sate beneath the birchen tree. 
Her elbow resting on her knee ; 
She had withdrawn the fatal shaft, 
And gazed on it, and feebly laugh'd ; 
Her wreath of broom and feathers grey, 
Daggled with blood, beside her lay. 
The Knight to stanch the Ufe-stream 

tried, — 
• • Stranger, it is in vain I " she cried. 
" This hour of death has given me more 
Of reason's power than years before ; 
For, as these ebbing veins decay, 
My frenzied visions fade away. 
A helpless injured wretch I die. 
And something tells me in thine eye, 
That thou wert mine avenger born. — 
Seest thou this tress? — OI still I've worn 
This little tress of yellow hair. 
Through danger, frenzy, and despair I 
It once was bright and clear as thine, 
But blood and tears have dimm'd its shine. 
I will not tell thee when 'twas shred, 
Nor from what guiltless victim's head — 
My brain would turn ! — but it shall wave 
Like plumage on thy helmet brave. 
Till sun and wind shall bleach the stam, 
And thou wilt bring- it me again, — 



I waver still. — O God 1 more bright 
Let reason beam her parting light ! — 

1 by thy knighthood's honour'd sign, 
And for thy Ufe preserved by mine, 
When thou shalt see a darksome man. 
Who boasts him Chief of Alpine's ClaJa, 
VTiXh tartans broad and shadowy plume. 
And hand of blood, and brow of gloom. 
Be thy heart bold, thy weapon strong. 
And wreak poor Blanche of Devan's 

wrong 1 — 

They watch for thee by pass and fell . . . 

Avoid the path . . . O God ! . . . . fare- 
well" 

XXVIII. 

A kindly heart had brave Fitz-James ; 

Fast pour'd his eyes at pity's claims. 

And now, with mingled grief and ire. 

He saw the murder'd maid expire. 

• • God, in my need, be my reUef, 

As I wreak this on yonder Chief!" 

A lock from Blanche's tresses fair 

He blended with her bridegroom's hair ; 

The mingled braid in blood he dyed. 

And placed it on his bonnet-side : 

'• By Him whose word is truth I I swear. 

No other favour will I wear, 

Till this sad token I imbrue 

In the best blood of Roderick Dhu 1 

But hark 1 what means yon faint halloo? 

The chase is up, — but tney shall know, 

The stag at bay 's a dangerous foe." 

Barr'd from the known but guarded way. 

Through copse and clifls Fitz-James must 

stray. 
And oft must change his desperate track, 
By stream and precipice tum'd back. 
Heartless, fatigued, and faint, at length, 
From lack of food and loss of streng^. 
He couch'd him in a thicket hoar. 
And thought his toils and perils o'er: — 
" Of all my rash adventures past. 
This frantic feat must prove the last 1 
Who e'er so mad but might have guess'd, 
That all this Highland hornet's nest 
Would muster up in swarms so soon 
As e'er they heard of bands at Doune?— 
Like bloodhounds now they search me 

out, — 
Hark to the whistle and the shout I — 
If farther through the wilds I go, 

1 only fall upon the foe : 
I '11 couch me here till evening grey, 
Then darkling try my dangerous way." 

XXIX. 

The shades of eve come slowly down. 
The woods are wrapt in deeper brown, 
The owl awakens from her dell, 
\TbB ioTiL \s \vcaxd m^u the fell ; 
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I remains of glimmering light 
le the wanderer's steps aright, 
enough from far to show 
ire to the watchful foe. 
lutious step, and ear awake, 
lbs the crag and threads the brake ; 
t the summer solstice, there, 
r'd the midnight mountain air, 
ry breeze that swept the wold 
3d his drenchM limbs with cold, 
d, in danger, and alone, [known, 
'd and chill' d, through ways im- 
d and steep, he joumey'd on ; 
a rock's huge point he tum'd, 
h-fire dose before him burn'd. 

XXX. 

its embers red and clear, 
in his plaid, a mountaineer ; 
t he sprung with sword in hand, — 
name and purpose? Saxon, 
ndl"— f quire?" 

ranger."— "What dost thou re- 
and a guide, and food and fire, 
's beset, my path is lost, [frost." — 
ale has chill'd my limbs with 
thou a friend to Roderick?" — 

. dar'st not call thyself a foe ?"— 
e 1 to him and all the band 
igs to aid his murderous hand." — 
words ! — ^but, though the beast of 
ivilege of chase may claim, [game 
1 space and law the stag we lend, 
ind we slip, or bow we bend, 
ycr reck'd, where, how, or when 
3wlhig fox was trapp'd or slain?* 
reacherous scouts, — yet sure they 
ly thou cam'st a secret spy 1 " [lie, 
do, by heaven ! — Come Roderick 
his clan the boldest two, [Dhu, 
: me but till morning rest« 
the falsehood on their crest." — 
the blaze I mark aright, 
bear'st the belt and spur of 
light."— 

by these tokens mayst thou know 
roud oppressor's mortal foe." — 
gh, enough ; sit down, and share 
er's couch, a soldier's fare." 

XXXI. 

e him of his Highland cheer, 
rden'd flesh of mountain deer ;* 
;1 on the fire he laid, 
de the Saxon share his plaid, 
led him like welcome guest, 
lus his farther speech address'd : — 
ger, I am to Roderick Dhu 
iman bom, a kinsman true ; 
ord against his honour spoke, 
ds of me avenging stroke; 



Yet more, — ^upon thy fate, 'tis said, 
A mighty augury is laid. 
It rests with me to wind my horn, — 
Thou art with numbers overborne ; 
It rests with me, here, brand to brand, 
Worn as thou art, to bid thee stand : 
But, not for clan, nor kindred's cause. 
Will I depart from honour's laws ; 
To assail a wearied man were shame, 
And stranger is a holy name ; 
Guidance and rest, and food and fire, 
In vain he never must require. 
Then rest thee here till dawn of day ; 
Myself will guide thee on the way, [ward, 
O'er stock and stone, through watch and 
Till past Clan-Alpine's utmost guard, 
As far as Coilantogle's ford ; 
From thence thy warra.nt is thy sword." — 
*• I take thy courtesy, by heaven. 
As freely as 'tis nobly given 1" — 
"Well, rest thee; for the bittern's cry 
Sings us the lake's wild lullaby." 
With that he shook the gathcr'd heath. 
And spread his plaid upon the wreath ; 
And the brave foemen, side by side. 
Lay peaceful down, like brothers tried, 
And slept until the dawning beam 
Purpled the mountain and the stream. 

CANTO FIFTH. 

THE COMBAT. 
I. 

Fair as the earliest beam of eastern light. 
When first, by the bewilder'd pilgrim 
spied. 
It smiles upon the dreary brow of night. 
And silvers o'er the torrent's foaming 
tide, [side ;— 

And lights the fearful path on mountain 
Fair as that beam, although the fairest far. 
Giving to horror grace, to danger pride. 
Shine martial Faith, and Courtesy's 
bright star. 
Through all the wreckful storms that 
cloud the brow of War. 
II. 
That early beam, so fair and sheen, 
Was twinkling through the hazel screen. 
When, rousing at its glimmer red. 
The warriors left their lowly bed, 
Look'd out upon the dappled sky, 
Mutter'd their soldier matins by. 
And then awaked their fire, to steal, 
As short and rude, their soldier meal. 
That o'er, the Gaelf around him threw 
His graceful plaid of varied hue, 

t The Scottish Highlander calls hvmsi&lC 
Ga€/, or Gaul, and terms tiie IjovAaiAets Sas.- 
senach^ or Saxons, 
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And, true to promise, led the way, 
By thicket green and mountain grey. 
A wildering path I — they winded now 
Along the precipice's brow. 
Commanding the rich scenes beneath. 
The windings of the Forth and Teith, 
And all the vales beneath that lie. 
Till Stirling's turrets melt in sky ; 
Then, sunk in copse, their farthest glance 
Gain'd not the length of horseman's lance. 
'Twas oft so steep, the foot was fain 
Assistance from the hand to gain ; 
So tangled oft, that, bursting through, 
Each hawthorn shed her showers of dew, — 
That diamond dew, so pure and clear. 
It rivals all but Beauty's tear. 

III. 
At length they came where, stem and steep, 
The hill sinks down upon the deep. 
Here Vennachar in silver flows. 
There, ridge on ridge, Benledi rose ; 
Ever the hollow path twined on. 
Beneath steep bank and threatening stone; 
A hundred men might hold the post 
With hardihood against a host. 
The rugged mountain's scanty cloak 
Was dwarfish shrubs of birch and oak, 
With shingles bare, and cliffs between, 
And patches bright of bracken green, 
And heather black, that waved so high. 
It held the copse in rivalry. 
But where the lake slept deep and still, 
Dank osiers fringed the swamp and hill ; 
And oft both path and hill were torn. 
Where wintry torrents down had borne, 
And heap'd upon the cumber'd land 
Its wreck of gravel, rocks, and sand. 
So toilsome was the road to trace. 
The guide, abating of his pace. 
Led slowly through the pass's jaws. 
And ask'd Fitz-James, by what strange 

cause 
He sought these wilds, traversed by few. 
Without a pass from Roderick Dbu ? 

IV. 

'* Brave Gael, my pass in danger tried, 
Hangs in my belt, and by my side ; 
Yet, sooth to tell," the Saxon said, 
' ' I dreamt not now to claim its aid. 
When here, but three days since, I came, 
Bewilder'd in pursuit of game. 
All seem'd as peaceful and as still 
As the mist slumbering on yon hill ; 
Thy dangerous Chief was then afar. 
Nor soon expected back from war. 
Thus said, at least, my moimtain-guide. 
Though deep, perchance, the villain 
lied."— 
Yet why a second venture try?" 
"-A warrior thou, and ask me why 1— 



// 



Moves our free course by such fix'd cause 
As gives the poor mechanic laws? 
Enough, I sought to drive away 
The lazy hours of peaceful day ; 
Shght cause will then suffice to guide 
A Knight's free footsteps far and wide^ — 
A falcon flown, a greyhound stray'd. 
The merry glance of mountain maid: 
Or, if a path be dangerous known. 
The danger's self is lure alone." — 

V. 

•'Thy secret keep, I urge thee not ; — 
Yet, ere again ye sought this spot. 
Say, heard ye nought of Lowland war. 
Against Clan- Alpine, raised by Mar?" 
— "No, by my word ;^-of bands prepared 
To guard King James's sp>orts 1 heard ; 
Nor doubt I aught, but, when they hear 
This muster of the mountaineer. 
Their pennons will abroad be flung. 
Which else in Doune had peaceful himg. " — 
" Free be they flung 1 — for we were loth 
Their silken folds should feast the moth. 
Free be they flung 1 — as free shall wave 
Clan-Alpine's pine in banner brave. 
But, Stranger, peaceful since you came, 
Bewilder'd in the mountain game. 
Whence the bold boast by which you show 
Vich-Alpine's vow'd and mortal foe?" — 
" Wamor, but vester-mom, I knew 
Nought of thy Chieftain, Roderick Dhu, 
Save as an outlaw'd desperate man. 
The chief of a rebellious clan. 
Who, in the Regent's court and sight, 
With ruffian dagger stabb'd a knight : 
Yet this alone might from his part 
Sever each true and loyal heart," 

VI. 

Wrathful at such arraignment foul. 
Dark lower' d the clansman's sable scowl 
A space he paused, then sternly said, 
"And heard'st thou whyhe drew his blade? 
Heard'st thou that shameful word and 

blow 
Brought Roderick's vengeance on his foe? 
What reck'd the Chieftain if he stood 
On Highland heath, or Holy-Rood? 
He rights such wrong where it is given, 
If it were in the coiurt of heaven." — 
"Still was it outrage;— yet, 'tis true. 
Not then claim'd sovereignty his due ; 
While Albany, with feeble hand. 
Held borrow'd truncheon of command,* 
The young King, mew'd in Stirling tower, 
Was stranger to respect and power. 
But then, thy Chieftain's robber life I— 
Winning mean prey by causeless strife^ 
Wrenching from ruin'd Lowland swain 
\ His \ie.i^ au'dL Yi<un«at reared in vain.— 
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ks a soul, like thine, should sooni 
oUs firom such foul foraj borne." 

VII. 

lel beheld him grim the while, 
tswer^d with di^ainful smile, — 
a, from yonder mountain high, 
'd thee send delighted eye, 
the south and east, where lay, 
ed in succession gay, 
raving fields and pastures green, 
entle slopes and groves between : — 
'ertile plains, that soften' d vale, 
•nee the birthright of the Gael ; 
anger came wiUi iron hand, 
>m our Others reft the land, 
dwell we now? See, rudely swell 
rer crag, and fell o'er fell, 
this savage hill we tread, 
ten'd steer or household bread ; 
for flocks these shingles dry, 
•U the mountain might reply, — 
1, as to your sires of yore, 
the taiget and clajrmorel 
ou shelter in my breast, 
m good blades must vdn the rest.' 
this fortress of the North, 
t thou we will not sally forth, 
1 the spoiler as we may, 
wl the robber rend the prey? 
my soul 1 — ^While on yon plain 
con rears one shock of grain ; 
of ten thousand herds, there strays 
: along von river's maze, — 
d, of plain and river heir, 
itfi strong hand, redeem his share. 
ive the mountain Chiefs who hold, 
ondering Lowland field and fold 
t but re&ibution true? 
ler cause 'gainst Roderick Dhu." — 

VIII. 

d Fltz-James, — "And, if I sought, 

t thou no other could be brought? 

eem ye of my path waylaid? 

given o'er to ambuscade?" — 

a meed to rashness due : 

tiou sent warning fair and true, — 

ly hound, or falcon stray'd, 

^ood faith, a Highland maid, — 

ist thou been to come and go ; 

■et path marks secret foe. 

, for this, even as a spy, 

bou, unheard, been doom'dto die, 

fulfil an augury." — 

let it pass ; nor will I now 

luse of enmity avow, 

e thy mood and cloud thy brow. 

, I am by promise tied 

^ me with this man of pride: 

ave I sought Clan-Alpine's ^ien , 

s ; bat when I come tigen, \ 



I come with banner, brand, and bow. 

As leader seeks his mortal foe. 

For love-lorn swain, in lady's bower. 

Ne'er panted for the appointed hour. 

As I, until before me stand 

This rebel Chieftain and his band 1 " 

IX. 

"Have, then, thy wish I "—he whistled 
And he was answer'd from the hill ; [shrill, 
Wild as the scream of the curlew. 
From crag to crag the signal flew. 
Instant, through copse and heath, arose 
Bonnets and spears and bended bows ; 
On right, on left, above, below, 
Sprung up at once the lurking foe ; 
From shingles grey their lances start, 
The bracken bush sends forth the dart. 
The rushes and the willow-wand 
Are bristling into axe and brand, 
And every tuft of broom gives hfe 
To plaided warriors arm'd for strife. 
That whistle garrison'd the glen 
At once with full five hundred men. 
As if the yawning hill to heaven 
A subterranean host had given. 
Watching their leader's beck and will, 
All silent there they stood, and still, 
Like the loose crags, whose threatem'ng 
Lay tottering o'er the hollow pass, [mass 
As if an infant's touch could urge 
Their headlong passage down the verge, 
With step and weapon forward flung. 
Upon the mountain-side they hung. 
The Moimtaineer cast glance of pride 
Along Benledi's living side. 
Then fix'd his eye and sable brow 
Full on Fitz-James — "How say'st thou 

now? 
These are Clan-Alpine's warriors true ; 
And, Saxon,— I am Roderidc Dhu 1" 

X. 

Fitz-James was brave: — ^Though to his 

heart 
The life-blood thrill'd with sudden start, 
He mann'd himself with daimtless air, 
Retmn'd the Chief his haughty stare. 
His back against a rock he bore. 
And firmly placed his foot before : — 
" Come one, come all 1 this rock shall fly 
From its firm base as soon as I." 
Sir Roderick mark'd— and in his eyes 
Respect was mingled with surprise, 
And the stem joy which warriors feel 
In foemen worthy of their steel, [hand : 
Short pace he stood — then waved his 
Down sunk the disappearing band ; 
Each warrior vanish d where he stood. 
In broom or bracken, heath or wood ; 
Sunk brand and spear andbeivdedLYxsm, 
In osiers pale and copses \aw ; 
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Fenoaa, and plaid, aod pluDiage fair, — 
Tbe nesi but swept a lone hill-side, 
Where healh and fern were waving vride ; 



Where Rome, Ihu Empress of (he world, 
"'-ire her eagle wings unfiitl'd-* 

here his course the Chieftain slaid. 
Threw down his target and his plaid, 



1 to the Low); 






On bracken grMn, and cold grey st 



:u-James look 



to his loolc the Chief re^ed! 
nought — nay, thai I need not 



As tirai Coilanlogle ford: 

For aid agaitisl one valiant hand. 
Though on our strife lay every vale 
Rent by the Saxon from the GaeL 

To show the leed on which you leant, 
Deeming this path you might pursue 
Without a pass from Roderick Dhu." •" 
They moved:- 1 said P'iti-James was 
As ever knight that belled glaive i [brave. 
Yet dare not say, that now bis blood 
Kept on its wont and temper'd flood. 
As, following Roderick's stride, he drew 
That seeming lonesome pathway through. 
Which yet, by fearful proof, was rife 
With lances, thai, to take his life. 
Waited but signal from a guide. 
So late dishonour'd and defied. 
Ever, by stealth, his eye sought round 
The vanish'd guardians of the ground. 
And still, from copse and heather deep, 
Fancy saw spear and broadsword peep. 
And in the plover's shrilly strain, 
Tbe signal whistle heard again. 
Nor breathed he free tiU far behind 
The pass was left ; for then they wind 
a wide and level green, 









When 

Nor rush nor t 

To hide a bom 

The Chief in silence strode before, 
And reach 'd that torrent's soundme shoi 
Which, daughter of three nnighly lakes 
From Vennachar in silver brealts, 
Sweeps through tbe plain, and ceaseli 

On Bocbastle the mouldering Uncs, 



feel. 



Vich-Alpinc has discharged his trust. 
1 This murderous Chief, this ruthless mj 
- This head ofardKllious clan, 

Hathledtbce safe through walchandwa 

Far past Clan-Aipme's outmost guard. 
' Now, man to tnati, and siepl in crt^l 

A Chieftain's vengeani 

Sec here, all vanlagelEu i acano, 

Arm'd, like thyself, with single brand ; 

For this is Coilanlogle ford. 

And thou must keep thee wiih thy swoi 



The Saion paused : — "I ne'er delay'd, 
n foeman bade me draw my blade ; 
more, brave Chief, I vow'd thy death: 
lUrc thy fair and generous faith, 

my deep debt for life preserved, 

A better meed have well deserved: 
1 nought but blood our feud atone t 

1 hear, — to fire thy flagging leal, — 

For thus spoke Fate, by prophet bred 
Between the living and the dead ; 
• Who spills the foremost foeman's lif^ 
His par^ conquers in the strife.' "^ 
'■ Then, by my word," the Saxon said. 






" The rii 

Seek yonder brake beneath the i 
There Ues Red Murdoch, slark and sti£ 
Thus Fate has solved her prophecy, 
Then yield to Fate, and not to mo. 
To lames, at Stirling, let us go. 
When, if Ihou wilt be still bis foe. 
Or if the King shall not agree 
To grant thee grace and favour free, 
I plight mine honour, oath, and word. 
That, lo ihy native strengths restored. 
With each advantage shalt thou stand. 
That aids thee now to guard thy land," 

Dark lightning flash'd from Rodenck'i 

eye— 
' ' Soars thy presumption, then, so high, 
Because a wretched kern ye slew, 

" "o Roderick Dhu? 

. . to man nor Fate I 
Thou add'st but fuel to my hate : — 
My clansman's blood demands revengt 
Not yet prepared ?— By heaven, I change 
\Af thought, and hold thy valour light 
^ Xs \\ia*. at SOToe -laiTi <ai^t knight. 
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1 deserved my oourteoos care, 
hose best boast is but to wear 
1 of his £Eur lady's hair." — 
ink thee, Roderidc, for the word 1 
es my heart, it steels my sword ; 
mye sworn this braid to stain 
best blood that warms thy vein. 
race, feuewell! and, ruth, begone!— 
nk not that by thee alone, 
Chief 1 can courtesy be shown ; 
h not from copse, or heath, or cairn, 
t my whistle clansmen stem, 
smiall horn one feeble blast 
1 fearful odds against thee cast, 
ar not— doubt not — ^which thou 
r this quarrel hilt to hilt." [wilt— 
adi at once his falchion drew, 
•n the ground his scabbard threw, 
>ok'd to sun, and stream, and plain, 
it they ne'er might see again ; 
oot, and point, and eye opposed, 
ions strife they darkly closed. 

XV. 
d it then with Roderick Dhu, 
n the field his tai^e he threw,* 
brazen studs and tough bull-hide 
*ath so often dash'd aside ; 
ain'd abroad his arms to wield, 
mes's blade was sword and shield. 
jctised every pass and ward, 
list, to strike, to feint, to guard ; 
less expert, though stronger far, 
lel maintained unequal war. 
imes in closing strife they stood, 
rice the Saxon blade drank blood ; 
ited draught, no scanty tide, 
isbing flood the tartans dyed. 
Roderick felt the fatal drain, 
.ower'd his blows like wintry rain ; 
s firm rock, or castle-roof, 
t the winter shower is proof, 
5, invulnerable still, 
Uls wild rage by steady skill ; 
advantage ta'en, his brand 
Roderick's weapon from his hand, 
ickward borne upon the lea, 
it the proud Chieftain to his knee. 

XVI. 

yield thee, or by Him who made 
rorid, thy heart's blood dyes my 
idel"— 

threats, thy mercy, I defy 1 
reant yield, who fears to die." 
adder darting firom his coil, 
>lf that dashes through the toil, 
nmtain-cat who guards her yoimg. 
Fitz-James's throat he sprung ; 
d, but reck'd not of a wound, ) 

ked his arms hh foeman round, — / 



Now, gallant Saxon, hold thine own f 
No maiden's hand is round thee thrown! 
That desperate grasp thy frame might feel, 
Through bars of brass and triple steel !— 
They tug, they strain ! down, down they go. 
The Gael above, Fitz-James below. 
The Chieftain's gripe his throat com- 
press' d, 
His knee was planted on his breast ; 
His clotted locks he backward threw, 
Across his brow his hand he drew. 
From blood and mist to clear his sight, 
Then gleam'd aloft his dagger bright !— 
— But hate and fury ill supplied 
The stream of life's exhausted tide. 
And all too late the advantage came. 
To turn the odds of deadly game ; 
For, while the dagger gleam'd on high, 
Reel'd soul and sense, reel'd brain and 

eye, 
Down came the blow 1 but in the heath 
The erring blade found bloodless sheath. 
The struggling foe may now imclasp 
The fainting Chiefs relaxing grasp ; 
Unwounded from the dreadful close, 
But breathless all, Fitz-James arose. 

XVII. 
He falter'd thanks to Heaven for life, 
Redeem'd, unhoped, from desperate strife ; 
Next on his foe his look he cast, 
Whose every gasp appear' d his last ; 
In Roderick's gore he dipp'd the braid, — 
"Poor Blanche! thy wrongs are dearly 
Yet with thy foe must die, or live, [paid : 
The praise that faith and valour give." 
With that he blew a bugle note. 
Undid the collar from his throat, 
Unbonneted, and by the wave 
Sate down his brow and hands to. lave. 
Then faint afar are heard the feet 
Of rushing steeds in gallop fleet ; 
The sounds increase, and now are seen 
Four mounted squires in Lincoln green ; 
Two who bear lance, and two who lead. 
By loosen'd rein, a saddled steed ; 
Each onward held his headlong course, 
And by Fitz-James rein'd up his horse, — 
With wonder view'd the bloody spot — 
— ' ' Exclaim not, gallants ! question not.~ 
You, Herbert and Luflhess, alight. 
And bind the wounds of yonder knight ; 
Let the grey palfrey bear his weight. 
We destined for a fairer freight, 
And bring him on to Stirling straight ; 
I will before at better speed. 
To seek fresh horse and fitting weed. 
The sun rides high ; — I must be boune 
To see the archer game at noon ; 
But lightly Bayard c\eais\Yie\eat.— 
De Vaux and Hetties, ioYLo^ tae. 
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XVIII. 

"Stand. Bayard, standi"— the steed 

obey'd, 
With arching neck and bended head, 
And glancing eye and quivering ear, 
As if he loved his lord to bear. 
No foot Fitz-James in stirrup staid, 
No grasp upon the saddle laid, 
But wreathed his left hand in the mane, 
And lightly bounded from the plain ; 
Tum'd on the horse his arm^d heel, 
And stirr'd his courage with the steeL 
Bounded the fiery steed in air, 
The rider sate erect and fair. 
Then like a bolt from steel crossbow 
Forth launch' d, along the plain they go. 
They dash'd that rapid torrent through. 
And up Carhonie's hill they flew ; 
Still at the gallop prick'd the Knight, 
His merry-men follow'd as they might. 
Along thy banks, swift Teith i they ride, 
And in the race they mock thy tide ; 
Tony and Lendrick now are past. 
And Deanstown Ues behind them cast ; 
They rise, the banner'd towers of Doune, 
They sink in distant woodland soon ; 
Blair-Drummond sees the hoo£s stnke fire, 
They sweep like breeze through Ochter- 

tyre; 
They mark just glance and disappear 
The lofty brow of ancient Kier ; 
They bathe their coursers' sweltering sides, 
Dark Forth ! amid thy sluggish tides, 
And on the opposing shore take ground, 
With plash, with scramble, and with 

bound. [Forth ! 

Right-hand they leave thy cliffs, Craig- 
And soon the bulwark of the North, 
Grey Stirling, with her towers and town, 
Upon their fleet career look'd down. 

XIX. 

As up the flinty path they strain'd, 
Sudden his steed the leader rein'd ; 
A signal to his squire he flung, 
Who instant to his stirrup sprung : — 
"Seest thou, De Vaux, yon woodsman 

grey, 
Who town-ward holds the rocky way, 
Of stature tall and poor array? 
Mark'st thou the firm, yet active stride, 
With which he scales the mountain-side? 
Know'st thou from whence he comeSi or 

whom?" — 
' ' No, by my word ; — a burly groom 
He seems, who in the field or chase 
A baron's train would nobly grace." — 
"Out, out, De Vaux 1 can fear supply. 
And jealousy, no sharper eye? 
Afar, ere to the hill he drew, 
T22at stately form and step 1 knew; 



Like form in Scotland is not seen, 
Treads not such step on Scotti^ green. 
'Tis James of Douglas, by Saint Serle 1 
The uncle of the banished Earl. 
Away, away, to court, to show 
The near approach of dreaded foe : 
The King must stand up>on his guard ; 
Douglas and he must meet prepared." 
Then right-hand wheel'd their steeds, 

and straight 
They won the castle's postern gate. 

XX. 
The Douglas, who had bent his way 
From Cambus-Kenneth's abbey grey. 
Now, as he climb'd the rocky shelf. 
Held sad communion with himself: — 
"Yes, all is true my fears could frame * 
A prisoner lies the noble Graeme, 
And fiery Roderick soon will feel 
The vengeance of the royal steeL 
I, only I, can ward their fate, — 
God grant the ransom come not late I 
The Abbess hath her promise given. 
My child shall be the bride of Heaven ; — 
— Be pardon'd one repining tear ! 
For He, who gave her, knows how dear, 
How excellent 1 but that is by. 
And now my business is— to die. 
— Ye towers ! within whose circuit dread 
A Douglas by his sovereign bled ; 
And thou, O sad and fatal mound ! 
That oft hast heard the death-axe sound. 
As on the noblest of the land 
Fell the stem headsman's bloody hand,— 
The dungeon, block, and nameless tomb 
Prepare— for Douglas seeks his doom ! 
— But hark 1 what blithe and jolly peal 
Makes the Franciscan steeple reel? 
And see 1 upon the crowd^ street. 
In motley groups what masquers meet I 
Banner and pageant, pipe and dnun, 
And merry morrice-dancers come. 
I guess, by all this quaint array. 
The burghers hold their sports to-day.* 
James will be there ; he loves such show, 
Where the good yeoman bends his bow, 
And the tough wrestler foils his foe, 
As well as where, in proud career. 
The high-bom tilter shivers spear. 
I'll follow to the Castle-park, [mark, 

And play my prize ; — King James shall 
If age has tamed these sinews stark, 
Whose force so oft, in happier days, 
His boyish wonder loved to praise." 

XXI. 
The Castle gates were open flung. 
The quivering drawbridge rodc'd and 

rung, 
kxA echo'd loud the flinty street 
"BeatdSi^tv ^<& cnrax»»C ^ttecing feet, 
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rly down the steep descent 

otland's King and nobles went, 

all along the crowded way 

bilee and loud huzza. 

er James was bending low, 

white jennet's saddle-bow, 

\ his cap to city dame, [shame. 

miled and blush'd for pride and 

dl the simperer might be vain — 

ise the fairest of the train. 

r he greets each city sire, 

mds each pageant's quaint attire, 

the dancers thanks aloud, 
liles and nods upon the crowd, 
aad the heavens with their acclaims, 
\ live the Commons' King, King 
nesl" 

the King throng'dpeer and knight, 
»ble dame and damsel bright, 
fieiy steeds ill brook'd the stay 
steep street and crowded way. 
n the train you might discern 
>wering brow and visage stem : 
nobles moum'd their pride re- 
ain'd, 

e mean burgher's joys disdain' d ; 
iefs, who, hostage for their clan, 
ach from home a banish' d man, 
iiought upon their own grey tower, 
raving woods, their feudal power, 
em'd themselves a shameful part 
aant which they cursed in heart. 

XXII. 

1 the Castle-park, drew out 
hequer'd bands the joyous rout. 
norricers, with bell at heel, 
ade in haiid, their mazes wheel ; 
ef, beside the butts, there stand 
obin Hood* and all his band,— 
^ck with quarterstaff and cowl, 
ithelock with his surly scowl, 
larion, fair as ivoiy bone, 

, and Mutch, and Little John ; 
>ugles challenge all that will, 
ay to "prove their skill. 
>uglas bent a bow of might, — 
t shaft centred in the white, 
len in turn he shot again, 
ond split the first in twain. 
be King's hand must Douglas take 
* dart, the archer's stake ; 
he watch' d, with watery eye, 
nswering glance of sympathy, — 
d emotion made reply 1 
ent as to archer wight, 
inarch gave the arrow bright. 

XXIII. 
lear the ring I for, hand to hand, 
inly wststlers take their stand, / 



Two o'er the rest superior rose, 
And proud demanded mightier foes, 
Nor call'd in vain ; for Douglas came. 
— For life is Hugh of Larbert lame ; 
Scarce better John of Alloa's fare, 
Whom senseless home his comrades bear. 
Prize of the wrestling match, the King 
To Douglas gave a golden ring,* 
While coldly glanced his eye of blue, 
As frozen drop of wintry dew. 
Douglas would speak, but in his breast 
His struggling soul his words suppress'd ; 
Indignant then he tum'd him where 
Their arms the brawny yeomen bare, 
To hurl the massive bar in air. 
When each his utmost strength had 

shown. 
The Douglas rent an earth-fast stone 
From its deep bed, then heaved it high. 
And sent the fragment through the sky, 
A rood beyond the farthest mark ; 
And still in Stirling's royal park. 
The grey-hair'd sires, who know the past, 
To strangers point the Douglas cast. 
And moralise on the decay 
Of Scottish strength in modem day. 

XXIV. 

The vale with loud applauses rang. 
The Ladies' Rock sent back the clang. 
The King, with look unmoved, bestow' d 
A purse well fiU'd with pieces broad. 
Indignant smiled the Douglas proud. 
And threw the gold among the crowd. 
Who now, with anxious wonder, scan. 
And sharper glance, the dark grey man ; 
Till whispers rose among the throng. 
That heart so free, and hand so strong, 
Must to the Douglas blood belong ; 
The old men mark'd, and shook the head, 
To see his hair with silver spread, 
And wink'd aside, and told each son. 
Of feats upon the English done. 
Ere Douglas of the stalwart hand 
Was exiled from his native land. 
The women praised his stately form. 
Though wreck' d by many a winter's storm ; 
The youth with awe and wonder saw 
His strength siupassing Nature's law. 
Thus judged, as is their wont, the crowd, 
Till murmur rose to clamours loud. 
But not a glance from that proud ring 
Of peers who circled round the King, 
With Douglas held communion kind, 
Or call'd the banish'd man to mind ; 
No, not from those who, at the chase. 
Once held his side the honour'd place, 
Begirt his board, and, in the field. 
Found safety undemeath his shield; 
For he, whom royal eyes dVso^iv, 
When was his form to coMiWets VxionrnX 
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XXV. 

The Monarch saw the gambols flag, 
And bade let loose a gallant stag, 
Whose pride, the holiday to crown, [down, 
Two favourite greyhounds should pull 
That venison free, and Bordeaux wine, 
Might serve the archery to dine. 
But Lufra, — whom from Douglas' side 
Nor bribe nor threat could e'er divide, 
The fleetest hound in all the North, — 
Brave Lufra saw, and darted forth. 
She left the royal hounds mid-way. 
And dashing on the antler'd prey, 
Sunk her sharp muzzle in his flank. 
And deep the flowing life-blood drank. 
The King's stout huntsman saw the sport 
By strange intruder broken short, 
Came up, and with his leash unbound, 
In anger struck the noble hound. 
— The Douglas had endured, that mom. 
The King's cold look, the nobles' scorn, 
And last, and worst to spirit proud, 
Had borne the pity of the crowd ; 
But Lufra had been fondly bred, 
To share his board, to watch his bed. 
And oft would Ellen Lufra's neck 
In maiden glee with garlands deck ; 
They were such playmates, that with name 
Of Lufra, Ellen's image came. 
His stifled wrath is brimming high. 
In darken'd brow and flashing eye: 
As waves before the bark divide. 
The crowd gave way before his stride ; 
Needs but a buffet and no more. 
The groom lies senseless in his gore. 
Such blow no other hand could deal. 
Though gauntleted in glove of steel. 

XXVI. 

Then clamour'd loud the royal train, 
And brandish'd swords and staves amain. 
But stem the Baron's warning — '• Back 1 
Back, on your lives, ye menial pack ! 
Beware the Douglas. — Yes 1 behold. 
King James! The Douglas, doom'd of old. 
And vainly sought for near and far, 
A victim to atone the war, 
A willing victim now attends, 
Nor craves thy grace but for his friends. ' ' — 
" Thus is my clemency repaid ? 
Presumptuous Lord 1" the Monarch said; 
" Of thy misproud ambitious clan. 
Thou, James of Bothwell, wert the man, 
The only man, in whom a foe 
My woman-mercy would not know : 
But shall a Monarch's presence brook 
Injurious blow, and haughty look ? — 
What ho 1 the Captain of our Guard I 
Give the offender fitting ward. — 
Break off the sports 1 "—for tumult rose, 
And yeomen 'gan to bend their bovrs,— 



"Break off the sports 1" he said, and 

frown'd, 
• 'And bid our horsemen clear the ground." 

XXVII. 

Then uproar wild and misarray 
Marr'd the fair form of festal day. 
The horsemen prick'd among the crowd, 
Repell'd by threats and insult loud ; 
To earth are borne the old and weak. 
The timorous fly, the women shriek ; 
With flint, with shaft, with staff, with bar. 
The hardier urge tumultuous v^ar. 
At once roimd Douglas darkly sweep 
The royal spears in circle deep. 
And slowly scale the pathway steep ; 
While on the rear in thimder pour 
The rabble with disorder'd roar. 
With grief the noble Douglas saw 
The Commons rise against the law. 
And to the leading soldier said, — 
•' Sir John of Hyndford I 'twas my blade 
That knighthood on thy shoulder laid; 
For that good deed, permit me then 
A word with these misguided men. — 

XXVIII. 

" Hear, gentle friends 1 ere yet for me 
Ye break the bands of ifealty. 
My life, my honour, and my cause, 
I tender free to Scotland's laws. 
Are these so weak as must require 
The aid of your misguided ire? 
Or, if I suffer causeless wrong. 
Is then my selfish rage so strong. 
My sense of public w«il so low. 
That, for mean vengeance on a foe. 
Those cords of love I should unbind, 
Which knit my country and my kind ? 
Oh no I Believe, in yonder tower 
It will not soothe my captive hom*, 
To know those spears our foes should 
For me in kindred gore are r^ ; [dread, 
To know, in fruitless brawl begun, 
For me, that mother wails her son ; 
For me, that widow's mate expires ; 
For me, that orphans weep their sires ; 
That patriots mourn insulted laws. 
And curse the Douglas for the cause. 
O let your patience ward such ill. 
And keep your right to love me still 1" 

XXIX. 

The crowd's wild fury sunk again 
In tears, as tempests melt in rain. 
With lifted hands and eyes, they pray'd 
For blessings on his generous head. 
Who for his country felt alone, 
And prized her blood beyond his own. 
Old men, upon the verge of life, 
Bless'd him who staid the civil strife; 
And mothers held their babes on high, 
\TYvft s^l-^'CTQ»\«aiOas£ to spy, 
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Triumphant over wrongs and ire, 
To whom the prattlers owed a sire : 
Even the rough soldier's heart was moved ; 
As if behind some bier beloved, 
With trailing arms and drooping head, 
The Dougk^ up the lull he led, 
And at the Castle's battled verge, 
With sighs resign'd his honour'd charge. 

XXX. 

The offended Monarch rode apart. 
With bitter thought and swelling heart. 
And would not now vouchsafe again 
Through Stirling streets to lead his train. — 
" O Lennox, who would wish to rule 
This changeling crowd, this common fool? 
Hear'st thou," he said, "the loud acclaim, 
With which they shout the Douglas name! 
With hke acclaim, the vulgar throat [note; 
Strain' d for King James their morning 
With like acclaim they hail'd the day 
When first I broke the Douglas' sway ; 
And like acclaim would Douglas greet. 
If he could hurl me from my seat. 
Who o'er the herd would wish to reign. 
Fantastic, fickle, fierce, and vain I 
Vain as the leaf upon the stream. 
And fickle as a cfaiangefiil dream ; 
Fantastic as a woman's mood. 
And fierce as Frenzy's fever' d blood. 
Thou many-headed monster-thing, 

who would wish to be thy king 1 

XXXI. 

" But soft 1 what messenger of speed 
Spurs hitherward his panting steed? 

1 guess his cognizance afiar — 

What from our cousin, John of Mar?" — 
"He prays, my liege, your sports keep 

bound 
Within the safe and guarded ground : 
For some foul purpose yet unknown, — 
Most sure for evil to the throne, — 
The outlaw'd Chieftain, Roderick Dhu, 
Has summon'd his rebellious crew ; 
'Tis said, in James of Bothwell's aid 
These loose banditti stand array'd. 
The Earl of Mar, this mom, from Doune, 
To breaJc their muster march' d, and soon 
Your grace will hear of battle fought ; 
But earnestly the Earl besought. 
Till for such danger he provide. 
With scanty train you will not ride." 

XXXIL 

"Thou wam'st me I have done amiss, — 
I should have earlier look'd to this : 
I k)st it in this bustUng day. 
—Retrace with speed thy former way ; 
Spare not for spoiling of thy steed, 
Tlie best of mine shsdl be thy meed. 
Say to our faithful Lord of Mar, 
We do forbid the intended waii 



Roderick, this mom, in single fight. 
Was made our prisoner by a knight ; 
And Douglas hath himself and cause 
Submitted to our kingdom's laws. 
The tidings of their leaders lost 
Will soon dissolve the moimtain host. 
Nor would we that the vulgar feel. 
For their Chief's crimes, avenging steeL 
Bear Mar our message, Braco : fly ! " — 
He tum'd his steed, — " My liege, I hie,— 
Yet, ere I cross this lily lawn, 
I fear the broadswords will be drawn." 
The turf the flying courser spurn' d. 
And to his towers the King retum'd. 

XXXIII. 

Ill with King James's mood that day 
Suited gay feast and minstrel lay ; 
Soon were dismiss'd the courtly throng. 
And soon cut short the festal song. 
Nor less upon the sadden'd town 
The evening sunk in sorrow down. 
The biu-ghers spoke of civil jar, 
Of rumour'd feuds and mountain war. 
Of Moray, Mar, and Roderick Dhu, 
All up in arms : — the Douglas too. 
They mourn' d him pent within the hold, 
"Where stout Earl William was of old"— 
And there his word the speaker staid. 
And finger on his lip he laid, 
Or pointed to his dagger blade. 
But jaded horsemen, from the west, 
At evening to the Castle press'd ; 
And busy talkers said they bore 
Tidings of fight on Katrine's shore ; 
At noon the deadly fray begim, 
And lasted till the set of sun. 
Thus giddy rumour shook the town, 
TiU closed the Night her pennons brown. 



CANTO SIXTH. 

THE GUARD-ROOM. 
I. 

The sun, awakening, through the smoky 
air 
Of the dark city casts a sullen glance, 
Rousing each caitiff to his task of care. 

Of sinful man the sad inheritance ; 

Summoning revellers from the lagging 

dance. 

Scaring the prowling robber to his den ; 

Gilding on battled tower the warder's lance. 

And warning student pale to leave his 

pen, [nurse of men. 

And yield his drowsy eyes to the kind 

What various scenes, and, O I what scenes 
of woe. 
Are witness'd by tbal le^ ^xvd ^\x\x^<^cak% 
beaml 
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The fever'd patient, from his pallet low, 

Through crowded hospitals beholds its 

stream; 

The min'd maiden trembles at its gleam, 

The debtor waikes to thought of gyve 

and jail, [ing dream ; 

The love-lorn wretch starts from torraent- 

The wakeful mother, by the glimmering 

pale, [his feeble wail. 

Trims her sick infant's couch, and soothes 

II. 
At dawn the towers of Stirling rang 
With soldier-step and weapon-clang. 
While drums, with rolling note, foretell 
Relief to weary sentinel. 
Through narrow loop and casement barr'd. 
The sunbeams sought the Court of Guard, 
And, struggUng with the smoky air, 
Deaden' d the torches' yellow glare. 
In comfortless alliance shone 
The Ugbts through arch of blacken'd stone. 
And show'd wild shapes in garb of war. 
Faces deform' d with beard and scar. 
All haggard from the midnight watch, 
And fever'd with the stem debauch ; 
For the oak table's massive board, 
Flooded with wine, with fragments stored. 
And beakers drain'd, and cups o'erthrown, 
Show'd in what sport the night had flown. 
Some, weary, snored on floor and bench ; 
Some labourd still their thirst to quench ; 
Some, chill'd with watching, spread their 

hands 
O'er the huge chimney's dying brands, 
While round them, or beside them flung. 
At every step their harness rung. 

III. 
These drew not for their fields the sword, 
Like tenants of a feudal lord, 
Nor own'd the patriarchal claim 
Of Chieftain in their leader's name ; 
Adventurers they, from far who roved, 
To live by battle which they loved.* 
There the Italian's clouded face ; 
The swarthy Spaniard's there you trace ; 
The mountain-loving Switzer there 
More freely breathed in mountain air ; 
The Fleming there despised the soil, 
That paid so ill the labourer's toil ; 
Their rolls show'd French and German 

name ; 
And merry England's exiles came, 
To share, with ill-concealed disdain, 
Of Scotland's pay the scanty gain. 
All brave in arms, well train'd to wield 
The heavy halberd, brand, and shield ; 
In camps licentious, wild, and bold ; 
Jn pillage fierce and uncontroll'd ; 
And DOW, by holytide and feast, 
From rules of discipline released. \ 



IV. 

They held debate of bloody fray. 
Fought 'twixt Loch Katrine and Achray. 
Fierce was their speech, and, 'mid their 

words. 
Their hands oft grappled to their swords ; 
Nor simk their tone to spare the ear 
Of wounded comrades groaning near. 
Whose mangled Umbs, and bodies gored. 
Bore token of the mountain sword, 
Though, neighbouring to the Court of 

Guard, [heard ; 

Their prayers and feverish wails were 
Sad burden to the ruflian joke. 
And savage oath by fury spoke 1 — 
At length up-started John of Brent, 
A yeoman from the banks of Trent ; 
A stranger to respect or fear. 
In peace a chaser of the deer. 
In host a hardy mutineer. 
But still the boldest of the crew. 
When deed of danger was to do. 
He grieved, that day, their games cut short. 
And marr'd the dicer's brawling sport. 
And shouted loud, " Renew the bowl 1 
And, while a merry catch I troll, 
Let each the buxom chorus bear. 
Like brethren of the brand and spear." 

V. 

soldier's song. 

Our vicar still preaches that Peter and 
Poule [brown bowl. 

Laid a swinging long curse on the bonny 
That there's wrath and despair in the 
bonny black-jack, [sack ; 

And the seven deadly sins in a flagon of 
Yet whoop, Bamaby 1 off with thy liquor. 
Drink upseesf out, and a fig for the vicar 1 

Our vicar he calls it damnation to sip 
The ripe ruddy dew of a woman's dear lip. 
Says, that Beelzebub lurks in her kerchief 

so sly, [black eye; 

And Apollyon shoots darts from her merry 
Yet whoop. Jack 1 kiss Gillian the quicker ! 
Till she bloom like a rose, and a fig for 

the vicar I 

Our vicar thus preaches — ^and why should 

he not ? [and pot ; 

For the dues of his cure are the placket 
And 'tis right of his ofi&ce poor laymen to 

lurch, 
Who infringe the domains of Odr good 

Mother Church. 
Yet whoop, bully-boyst oflF with your 

liquor, [the vicar ! 

Sweet Marjorie's the word, and a fig for 



\ Bacchanalian inteijection, borrowed from 
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VI. 

The warder's challenge, heard without, 
Staid in mid-roar the merry shout. 
A soldier to the p>ortal went, — 
** Here is old Bertram, sirs, of Ghent ; 
And, — beat for jubilee the drum 1 
A maid and minstrel with him come." 
Bertram, a Fleming, grey and scarr'd, 
Was entering now the Court of Guard, 
A harper with him, and in plaid 
All muffled close, a mountain maid, 
Who backward shrunk to 'scape the view 
Of the loose scene and boisterous crew. 
' 'What news?" they roar'd. — ' *! only know, 
From noon till eve we fought with foe. 
As wild and as imtameable 
As the rude mountains where they dwell ; 
On both sides store of blood is lost, 
Nor much success can either boast." — 
"But whence thy captives, friend? such 
As theirs must needs reward thy toil, [spoil 
Old dost thou wax, and wars grow sharp ; 
Thou now hast glee-maiden and harp 1 
Get thee an ape, and trudge the land. 
The leader of a juggler band." — * 

VII. 

"No, comrade ; — no such fortune mine. 
A^er the fight, these sought our line. 
That ag^d harper and the girl, 
And, having audience of the Eiarl, 
Mar bade 1 should piurvey them steed. 
And bring them hitberward with speed. 
Forbear your mirth and rude alarm, 
Nor none shall do them shame or harm." — 
" Hear ye his boast ?" cried John of Brent, 
Ever to strife and jangling bent ; 
" Shall he strike doe beside our lodge, 
And yet the jealous niggard grudge 
To pay the forester his fee ? 
I'll have my share, howe'er it be. 
Despite of Moray, Mar, or thee." 
Bertram his forward step withstood ; 
And, burning in his vengeful mood. 
Old Allan, though unfit for strife. 
Laid hand upon his dagger-knife ; 
But Ellen boldly stepp'd between* 
And dropp'd at once the tartan screen : — 
So, from his morning cloud, appears 
The sun of May, through summer tears. 
The savage soldiery, amazed. 
As on descended angel gazed ; 
Even h^rdy Brent, abash'd and tamed. 
Stood half admiring, half ashamed. 

VIII. 

Boldly she spoke, — " Soldiers, attend 1 
My father was the soldier's fiiend ; 
Cheered him in camps, in marches led. 
And with him in the battle bled. 
Not from the valiant, or the strong, 
Should exile's daughter suffer wrong," — 



Answer' d De Brent, most forward still 

In every feat or good or ill, — 

" I shame me of the part I play'd ; 

And thou an outlaw's child, poor maid i 

An outlaw I by forest laws. 

And merry Neeriwood knows the cause. 

Poor Rose. — if Rose be living now," — 

He wiped his iron eye and brow, — 

'* Must bear such age, I think, as thou. — 

Hear ye, my mates ; I go to call 

The Captain of our watch to hall : 

There lies my halberd on the floor ; 

And he that steps my halberd o'er. 

To do the maid injurious part, 

My shaft shall quiver in his heart I — 

Beware loose speech, or jesting rough : 

Ye all know John de Brent. Enough." 

IX. 

Their Captain came, a gallant young, — 
(Of Tullibardine's house he sprung, ) 
Nor wore he yet the spurs of knight ; 
Gay was his mien, his humour light, 
And, though by courtesy controU'd, 
Forward his speech, his bearing bold. 
The high-bom maiden ill could brook 
The scanning of his curious look 
And dauntless eye ; — and yet, in sooth, 
Young Lewis was a generous youth ; 
But Ellen's lovely face and mien, 
III suited to the garb and scene, 
Might lightly bear construction strange. 
And give loose fancy scope to range. 
" Welcome to Stirling towers, fair maid I 
Come ye to seek a champion's aid. 
On palfrey white, with harper hoar. 
Like errant damosel of yore? 
Does thy high quest a Imight require, 
Or may the venture suit a squire?" 
Her dark eye flash'd;— she paused and 

sigh'd,— 
" O what have I to do with pride ! — 
Through scenes of sorrow, shame, and 
A suppliant for a father's life, [strife, 

I crave an audience of the King. 
Behold, to back my suit, a ring, 
The royal pledge of grateful claims. 
Given by the Monarch to Fitz-James." 

X. 

The signet-ring young Lewis took. 
With deep respect and alter' d look ; 
And said, — "This ring our duties own ; 
And pardon, if to worth unknown, 
In semblance mean obscurely veil'd. 
Lady, in aught my folly fail'd. 
Soon as the day £ngs wide his gates. 
The King shall know what suitor waits. 
Please you, meanwhile, in fitting bower 
Repose you till his "wakliv^ Yio>3x\ 
Female attendance sbaW. obe7 
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Your hest, for service or array. 
Permit I marshal you the way." 
But, ere she follow'd, with the grace 
And open bounty of her race, 
She bade her slender purse be shared 
Among the soldiers of the guard. 
The rest with thanks their guerdon took ; 
But Brent, with shy and awkward look, 
On the reluctant maiden's hold 
Forced bluntly back the proffer' d gold ; — 
*' Forgive a haughty English heart, 
And O forget its ruder part ! 
The vacant purse shall be my share. 
Which in my barret-cap I'll bear. 
Perchance, in jeopardy of war, 
Where gayer crests may keep afar." 
With thanks — 'twas all she could — the 
His rugged courtesy repaid. [maid 

XI. 

When Ellen forth with Louis went, 
Allan made suit to John of Brent : — 
• ' My lady safe, O fet your grace 
Give me to see my master's face I 
His minstrel I, to share his doom 
Bound from the cradle to the tomb. 
Tenth in descent, since first my sires 
Waked for his noble house their lyres, 
Nor one of all the race was known 
But prized its weal above their own. 
With the Chief's birth begins our care; 
Our harp must soothe the infant heir, 
Teach the youth tales of fight, and grace 
His earliest feat of field or chase ; 
In peace, in war, our rank we keep. 
We cheer his board, we soothe his sleep, 
Nor leave him till we pour our verse — 
A doleful tribute 1 — o'er his hearse. 
Then let me share his captive lot ; 
It is my right — deny it not !" — 
*' Little we reck," said John of Brent, . 
" We Southern men, of long descent ; 
Nor wot we how a name — a word— 
Makes clansmen vassals to a lord : 
Yet kind my noble landlord's part, — 
God bless the house of Beaudesert ! 
And, but I loved to drive the deer. 
More than to guide the labouring steer, 
1 had not dwelt an outcast here. 
Come, good old Minstrel, follow me ; 
Thy Lord and Chieftain shalt thou see." 

XII. 
Then, from a rusted iron hook, 
A bunch of ponderous keys he took, 
Lighted a torch, and Allan led 
Through grated arch and passage dread. 
Portals they pass'd, where, deep within. 
Spoke prisoner's moan, and fetters' din ; 
Through rugged vaults, where, loosely 
stored, [sword, 

ijr wheel, and axe, and headsmaa's 



And many a hideous engine grim, 
For wrenching joint, and crushing limb. 
By artist form'd who deem'd it shame 
And sin to give their work a name. 
They halted at a low-brow'd p>orch, 
And Brent to Allan gave the torch. 
While bolt and chain he backward roll'd. 
And made the bar unhasp its hold. 
They enter'd : — 'twas a prison-room 
Of stem security and gloom. 
Yet not a dungeon ; for the day 
Through lofty gratings found its way, 
And rude and antique garniture 
Deck'd the sad walls and oaken floor ; 
Such as the rugged days of old 
Deem'd fit for captive' noble's hold. 
••Here," said De Brent, *'thou mayst 
Till the Leech visit him again. [remain 
Strict is his charge, the warders tdi. 
To tend the noble prisoner well." 
Retiring then, the bolt he drew, 
And the lock's murmurs growl' d anew. 
Roused at the soimd, from lowly bed 
A captive feebly raised his head ; 
The wondering Minstrel look'd, and 

knew — 
Not his dear lord, but Roderick Dhu ! 
For, come from where Clan-Alpine fought, 
They, erring, deem'd the Chief he sought. 

XIII. 

As the tall ship, whose lofty prore 
Shall never stem the billows more. 
Deserted by her gallant band, 
Amid the breakers lies astrand, — 
So, on his couch, lay Roderick Dhu 1 
And oft his fever'd limbs he threw 
In toss abrupt, as when her sides 
Lie rocking in the advancing tides, 
That shake her frame with ceaseless beat, 
Yet cannot heave her from her seat ; — 
O 1 how unlike her course at sea ! 
Or his free step on hill and lea ! — 
Soon as the Minstrel he could scan, 

• • What of the lady ? — of my clan? — 
My mother? — Douglas? — ^tell me all 1 
Have they been ruin'd in my fall? 
Ah, yes 1 or wherefore art thou here ? 
Yet speak, — speak boldly, — do not fear. "— 
(For Allan, who his mood well knew. 
Was choked with grief and terror too.)— 
•• Who fought?— who fled?— Old man, be 

brief;— 
Some might — ^for they had lost their Chief. 
Who basely live? — who bravely died?"— 
' • O, calm thee. Chief 1 " the Minstrel cried ; 
••Ellen is safe!"— "For that, thank 

Heaven ! "— 

• • And hopes are for the Douglas given ; — 
I The Lady Margaret, too, is well; 

\ And, iox \)Q>f <:JfflSk.»— «a.^<dd or feU, 
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Has never harp of minstrel told 
Of combat fought so true and bold. 
Thy stately Pine is yet unbent, 
Though many a goodly bough is rent." 

XIV. 

The Chieftain rear'd his form on high, 
And fever's fire was in his eye ; 
But ghastly, pale, and livid streaks 
Chequer'd his swarthy brow and cheeks. 
— "Hark, Minstrel 1 I have heard thee 
With measure bold, on festal day, [play, 
In yon lone isle, . . . again where ne'er 
Shall harper play, or warrior hear 1 . . . 
That stirring air that p>eals on high, 
O'er Dermid's race our victory. — 
Strike it I* — and then (for well thou 

canst). 
Free from thy minstrel-spirit glanced, 
FUng me the picture of the fight, 
When met my dan the Saxon might. 
I'll listen, till my fancy hears 
Tlie clai^ of swords, the crash of spears 1 
These grates,' these walls, shall vanish 
For the £Eur field of fighting men, [then, 
And my free spirit burst away. 
As if it soared from battle fray." 
The trembling bard with awe obey'd,— 
Slow on the harp his hand he laid ; 
But soon remembrance of the sight 
He witness'd from the moimtain's height, 
With what old Bertram told at night, 
Awaken'd the full power of song. 
And bore him in career along ; — 
As shsdlop launch'd on river's tide. 
That slow and fearful leaves the side. 
But, when it feels the middle stream, 
Drives downward swift as lightning's beam. 

XV. 

BATTLE OF BEAL' AN DUINE.* 

"The Minstrel came once more to view 
The eastern ridge of Benvenue, 
For, e'er he parted, he would say 
Farewell to lovely Loch Achray — 
Where shall he find, in foreign land, 
So lone a lake, so sweet a strand 1 
There is no breeze upon the fern. 

Nor ripple on the lake, 
Upon her eyry nods the erne. 

The deer has sought the brake ; 
The small birds will not sing aloud, 

The springing trout lies still, 
So darkly glooms yon thunder cloud. 
That swathes, as with a purple shroud. 

Benledi's distant hilL 
Is it the thunder's solemn sound 
That mutters deep and dread. 
Or echoes from the groaning ground 

The warrior's measured tread? 
Is it the lightning's quivering glance 
Ttot OQ the tbJckef streams^ 



Or do they flash on spear and lance 
The Sim's retiring beams ? 
— I see the dagger crest of Mar, 
I see the Moray's silver star, 
Wave o'er the cloud of Saxon war, 
That up the lake comes winding far ! 
To hero bound for battle-strife, 

Or bard of martial lay, 
'Twere worth ten years of peaceful life, 
One glance at their array 1 

XVI. 
' ' Their light-arm'd archers far and near, 

Survey'd the tangled ground ; 
Their centre ranks, with pike and spear, 

A twilight forest frown'd ; 
Their barbed horsemen, in the rear. 

The stem battalia crown'd. 
No cymbal clash' d, no clarion rang. 

Still were the pipe and drum ; 
Save heavy tread, and armour's clang. 

The sullen march was dumb. 
There breathed no wind their crests to 
Or wave their flags abroad ; [shake. 
Scarce the frail aspen seem'd to quake, 

That shadow'd o'er their road. 
Their vanward scouts no tidings bring, 

Can rouse no lurking foe. 
Nor spy a trace of living thing. 

Save when they stirr'd the roe ; 
The host moves like a deep-sea wave. 
Where rise no rocks its pride to brave. 
High-swelling, dark, and slow. 
The lake is pass'd, and now they gain 
A narrow and a broken plain. 
Before the Trosachs' rugged jaws ; 
And here the horse and spearmen pause. 
While, to explore the dangerous glen, 
Dive through the pass the archer-men. 

XVII. 

"At once there rose so wild a yell 
Within that dark and narrow dell. 
As all the fiends, from heaven that fell. 
Had peal'd the banner-cry of hell 1 
Forth from the pass in tumult driven, 
Like chaff before the wind of heaven, 

The archery appear ; 
For Ufe I for Ufe ! their plight they ply— 
And shriek, and shout, and battle-cry, 
And plaids and bonnets waving high. 
And broadswords flashing to the sky. 

Are maddening in the rear. 
Onward they drive, in dreadful race. 

Pursuers and pursued ; 
Before that tide of flight and chase, 
How shall it keep its rooted place. 

The spearmen's twilight wood ? — 
• Down, down,' cried Mar, 'your lances 
down I 
Bear back bol\i ineivdc wv^ Vo^ V -^ 
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Like Rcds before iSbtt tempests firown. 
That serried grove of knoes bfown 

At once lay leveird low ; 
And closely shonMering skle to side; 
The bristlmg ranks the onset bide. — 
' We'll quell the sarage mountaineer. 

As their TmcheH* cows the game 1 
They come as fleet as forest deer. 

We'll drive them back as tame.' — 

XVIII. 

" Bearing before them, in their course. 
The relics of the archer force. 
Like wave with crest of sparkling foam. 
Right onward did Clan-Alpine come. 
Above the tide, each broadsword bright 
Was brandishing like beam of light. 

Each targe was dark bdow ; 
And with the ocean's mighty swing. 
When heaving to the tempest's wing. 
They hurled them on the foe. 
I heard the lance's shivering crash. 
As when the whirlwind rends the ash ; 
I heard the broadsword's deadly clang. 
As if an hundred anvils rang I 

But Moray wheel'd his rearward rank 
Of horsemoi on Clan- Alpine's flank, 

— ' My banner-man, advance 1 
I see,' he cried, 'their column shake. — 
Now, gallants ! for your ladies' sake. 

Upon them with the lance i' — 
The horsemen dash'd among the rout, 
As deer break through the broom ; 
Their steeds are stout, their swords are 
They soon make lightsome room, [out, 
Clan-Alpine's best are backward borne — 

Where, where was Roderick then? 
One blast upon his bugle-horn 

Were worth a thousand men ! 
And refluent through the pass of fear 

The battle's tide was pour'd ; 
Vanish'd the Saxon's struggling spear, 

Vanish'd the mountain-swoid. 
As Bracklinn's chasm, so blade and steep, 

Receives her roaring linn, 
As the dark caverns of the deep 
Suck the wild whirlpool in. 
So did the deep and darksome pass 
Devour the battle's mingled mass : 
None linger now upon the plain, 
Save those who ne'er shall fight again. 

XIX. 

" Now westward rolls the battle's din, 
That deep and doubling pass within, 
— Minstrel, away 1 the work of fate 
Is bearing on : its issue wait, 

t A circle of sportsmen, who, by surrounding 

a great space, and gradually narrowing, brought 

immense quantides of deer together, which 

usually made desperate efforts to break throosh 



Where the mde Tkosachs' dread defile 
Opens CHI Katrine's lake and isle. 
C^cy Benvenne I soon repass'd, 
Lodi Katrine lay beneath me cast. 
The son is set ; — the clouds are met. 

The lowoing scowl of heaven 
An inky view of vivid blue 
To the deep lake has given ; 
Strange gusts of wind from mountain-glen 
Swept o'er the lake, then siuak agen. 
I heeded not the eddying surge. 
Mine ^re but saw the lYosachs' gorge, 
Mine ear but beard the sullen sound. 
Which like an earthquake shook the 

ground. 
And spoke the stem and desperate strife 
That parts not but with parting life, 
Seeming, to minstrel ear, to toll 
The dirge of many a passing souL 
Nearer it comes — the dim-wood glen 
The martial flood disgorged agen. 

But not in mingled tide : 
The plaided warriors of the North 
High on the mountain thunder forth 

And overhang its side ; 
While by the lake below appears 
The dark'ning cloud of Saxon spears. 
At vreary bay each shattered band. 
Eyeing their foemen, sternly stand ; 
Their baimers stream like tatter'd sail, 
That flings its fragments to the gale, 
And broken arms and disarray 
Mark'd the fell havoc of the day. 

XX. 
" Viewing the mountain's ridge askance, 
The Saxon stood in sullen trance. 
Till Moray pointed with his lance. 

And cried — * Behold yon isle ! — 
See 1 none are left to guard its strand. 
But women weak, that wring the hand: 
'Tis there of yore the robber band 

Their booty wont to pile ; — 
My purse, vnth boimet-pieces store, 
To him will swim a bow-shot o'er, 
And loose a shallop from the shore. 
Lightly we'll tame the war-wolf then, 
Lords of his mate, and brood, and den.' 
Forth from the ranks a spearman sprung. 
On earth his casque and corslet rung. 
He plunged hiin in the wave : — 
All saw the deed — ^the purpose knew. 
And to their clamours Benvenue 

A mingled echo gave ; 
The Saxons shout, their mate to cheer, 
The helpless females scream for fear. 
And yells for rage the mountaineer. 
'Twas then, as by the outcry riven, 
Pour'd down at once the lowering heaven ; 
A whirlwind swrat Loch Katrine's breast, 
\ Hex YAWoi'vi^ xtar d thair snowy crest. 



VL] 



The Lady of the Lake, 



151 



Well for the swimmer swell'd th^ high, 
To mar the Highland maiksman s eye ; 
Forroundhimihower'd, 'midrainand hail, 
The vengeful arrows of the Gael. — 
In vain — He nears the isle — and lo 1 
His hand is on a shallop's bow. 
— Jost then a flash of lightning came, 
Ittingedthewaves and strand withflame; — 
I mark'd Dmicraggan's widow'd dame — 
Behind an oak I saw her stand, 
A naked dirk gleam'd in her hand : 
It darken'd, — but, amid the moan 
Of waves, I heard a dying groan ; 
Another flash ! — ^the spearman floats 
A weltering corse beside the boats. 
And the stem matron o'er him stood. 
Her hand and dagger streaming blood. 

ZZI. 

' ' ' Revenge 1 revenge 1 ' the Saxons cried— 
The Gaels' exulting shout replied. 
Despite the elemental rage. 
Again th^ hurried to engage ; 
But, ere they closed in desperate fight, 
Bloody with spurring came a knight. 
Sprung finom his horse, and, from a crag, 
Waved 'twixt the hosts a milk-white fl^. 
Clarion and trumpet by his side 
Rung forth a truce-note high and wide. 
While, in the Monarch's name, afar 
An herald's voice forbade the war, 
For Bothwell's lord, and Roderick bold. 
Were both, he said, in captive hold." 
— But here the lay made sudden stand I— 
The harp escaped the Minstrel's hand 1 — 
Oft had he stole a glance, to spy 
How Roderick brook'd his minstrelsy : 
At &st, the Chieftain, to the chime, 
With lifted hand, kept feeble time ; 
That motion ceased, — ^yet feeling strong 
Varied his look as changed the song ; 
At length, no more his deafen'd ear 
The minstrel melody can hear ; [clench'd, 
His face grows sharp, — his hands are 
As if some pang his heart-strings wrench'd ; 
Set are his teeth, his fading eye 
Is sternly fix'd on vacancy ; 
Thus, motionless, and moanless. drew 
Hisi»rtingbreath, stout Roderick Dhu I — 
Old AUan-Bane look'd on aghast. 
While grim and still his spirit pass'd : 
But when he saw that life was fled, 
He poured his wailing o'er the dead. 

XXII. 



LAMENT. 

"And art thou cold and lowly laid, 
Thy foemen's dread, thy people's aid, 
Breadalbane's boast, Clan-Alpine's shade ! 
For thee shall none a requiem say? 
— For thee, — who loved the minstrel's lay, 
For thee, of 'Bothwell's bouse the stay, 



The shelter of her exiled line, 
E'en in this prison-house of thine, 
I'll wail for Alpine's honour'd Pine 1 

" What groans shall yonder valleys fill I 
What sbridcs of grief shall rend yon hill I 
What tears of burning rage shall thrill, 
When mourns thy tribe thy battles done, 
Thy fall before the race was won. 
The sword ungirt ere set of sim ! 
There breathes not clansman of thy line. 
But would have given his life for thine.— 
O woe for Alpine's honour'd Pine ! 

" Sad was thy lot on mortal stage 1 — 
The captive thrush may brook the cage. 
The prison'd eagle dies for rage. 
Brave spirit, do not scorn my strain 1 
And, when its notes awake again, 
Even she, so long beloved in vain, 
Shall with my harp her voice combine, 
And mix her woe and tears with mine, 
To wail Clan-Alpine's honour'd Pine."— 

XXIII. 

Ellen, the while, with bursting heart, 
Remain'd in lordly bower apart, 
Where play'd, with many-colour'd gleams. 
Through storied pane the rising beams. 
In vain on gilded roof they fall, 
And lighten'd up a tapestried wall, 
And for her use a menial train 
A rich collation spread in vain. 
The banquet proud, the chamber gay. 
Scarce drew one curious glance astray ; 
Or, if she look'd, 'twas but to say. 
With bitter omen dawn'd the day 
In that lone isle, where waved on high 
The dun-deer's hide for canopy ; 
Where oft her noble father shared 
The simple meal her care prepared, 
While Lufra, crouching by her side, 
Her station claim'd with jealous pride, 
And Douglas, bent on woodland game, 
Spoke of the chase to Malcolm Graeme, 
Whose answer, oft at random made, 
The wandering of his thoughts betray'd.— 
Those who such simple joys have known. 
Are taught to prize them when they're gone. 
But sudden, see, she lifts her head ! 
The window seeks with cautious tread. 
What distant music has the power 
To win her in this woful hour ! 
'Twas from a turret that o'erhung 
Her latticed bower, the strain was sung. 

xxrv. 

LAY OF THE IMPRISONED HUNTSMAN, 

" My hawk is tired of perch and hood, 
My idle greyhound loathes his food. 
My horse is weary of Yds sXoXV 
And I am sick of cap\ive X\irai2\. 
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I wish I were, as I have been, 
Hunting the hart in forest green, 
With bended bow and bloodhound free, 
For that's the life is meet for me. 
I hate to learn the ebb of time. 
From yon dull steeple's drowsy chime. 
Or mark it as the sunbeams crawl. 
Inch after inch, along the walL 
The lark was wont my matins ring. 
The sable rook my vespers sing ; 
These towers, although a king's they be. 
Have not a hall of joy for me. 
No more at dawning mom I rise. 
And sun myself in Ellen's eyes. 
Drive the fleet deer the forest through. 
And homeward wend with evening dew ; 
A blithsome welcome blithely meet. 
And lay my trophies at her feet. 
While fled the eve on wing of glee, — 
That life is lost to love and me ! " 

XXV. 

The heart-sick lay was hardly said. 
The list'ner had not tum'd her head, 
It trickled still, the starting tear. 
When light a footstep struck her ear. 
And Snowdoun's graceful Knight was near. 
She tum'd the hastier, lest again 
The prisoner should renew his strain. — 
' ' O welcome, brave Fitz-James I " she said ; 
" How may an almost orphan maid 

Pay the deep debt" " O say not so I 

To me no gratitude you owe. 
Not mine, alas 1 the boon to give. 
And bid thy noble father live ; 
I can but be thy guide, sweet maid. 
With Scotland's King thy suit to aid. 
No tyrant he, though ire and pride 
May lay his better mood aside. 
•Come, Ellen, come 1 'tis more than time- 
He holds his court at morning prime." 
With beating heart, and bosom wrung, 
As to a brother's arm she clung. 
Gently he dried the falling tear, 
And gently whisper'd hope and cheer ; 
Her faltering steps half led, h^f staid, 
Through gadlery fair, and high arcade. 
Till, at his touch, its wings of pride 
A portal arch unfolded wide. 

XXVI. 
Within 'twas briUiant all and h'ght, 
A thronging scene of figures bright ; 
It glow'd on Ellen's dazzled sight, 
As when the setting sun has given 
Ten thousand hues to summer even. 
And from their tissue, fancy frames 
Aerial knights and fairy dames. 
Still by Fitz-James her footing staid ; 
A few faint steps she forward made. 
Then slow her drooping head she raised, 
And fearful round the presence gazed 



For him she sought, who own'd this state. 
The dreaded Prince whose will was fate. 
She gazed on many a princely port. 
Might well have niled a royal court ; 
On many a splendid garb she gazed. 
Then tum'd bewilder'd and ainazed. 
For all stood bare ; and, in the room, 
Fitz-James alone wore cap and plume. 
To him each lady's look was lent ; 
On him each courtier's eye was bent ; 
Midst furs, and silks, and jewels sheen, 
He stood, in simple Lincoln green. 
The centre of the glittering ring, — 
And Snowdoun's Knight is Scotland's 
King ! * 

XXVII. 

As wreath of snow, on mountain-breast, 
Slides from the rock that gave it rest, 
Poor Ellen glided from her stay, 
And at the Monarch's feet she lay ; 
No word her choking voice commands, — 
Sheshow'd thering — ^sheclasp'd her hands. 
O I not a moment could he brook. 
The generous Prince, that suppUant look! 
Gently he raised her ; and, the while, 
Check'd with a glance the circle's sm^e ; 
Graceful, but grave, her brow he kiss'd, 
And bade her terrors be dismiss'd : — 
"Yes, Fair; the wandering poor Fitz- 
The fealty of Scotland claims. [James 
To him thy woes, thy wishes, bring ; 
He will redeem his signet ring. 
Ask nought for Douglas ; yester even. 
His Prince and he have much forgiven : 
Wrong hath he had from skmderons 
I, from his rebel kinsmen, wrong, [tongue. 
We would not, to the vulgar crowd, [loud ; 
Yield what they craved with clamour 
Calmly we heard and judged his cause. 
Our council aided, and our laws. 
I stanch' d thy father's death-feud stem 
With stout De Vaux and Grey Glencaim; 
And Bothwell's Lord henceforth we own 
The friend and bulwark of our Throne- 
But, lovely infidel, how now ? 
What clouds thy misbelieving brow? 
Lord James of Douglas, lend thine aid ; 
Thou must confirm this doubting maid." 

XXVIII. 

Then forth the noble Douglas sprang, 
And on his neck his daughter hung. 
The Monarch drank, that happy hour, 
The sweetest, holiest draught of Power,— 
When it can say, with godlike voice, 
Arise, sad Virtue, and rejoice I 
Yet would not James the general eye 
On Nature's raptures long should pry ; 
He stepp'd between — "Nay, Douglas, 
\ ^leaCL iv,o\ Tcv^ ^tasfcVjt'e away I [nay, 



Tke Lady of the Lake. 



The riddle 'lis my right to read, 
Thai brought Ihia happy chance 1(j spf 
Yes, Ellen, wbea disguised I ^Irny 
In life's more low but happier way, 

Nor falsely veib — (or Stirling's lower 
Of yore the name of Snawdoun claimE 
And Nocmaiis caU me James Fiti-Jan 
Thus watch I o'er insufied laws, 



Then, in a lone apart nnd low,— 


ing: 


"Ah, lillle traitress 1 notie must know 


tn twilight cops 


What idle dream, what ligbler thought. 




What vanity foil dearly bought, 

[oind to thine eye's daat witchctafl. 


The deer, ha 


weuding. 




Resume Ihy w 


My speU-bound steps to BeuTenue, 




In dangerous hour, and all but gave 


And the wild 


Thy Monarchslife to mountain glaive!"- 


Btrelsy ; 


Aloud he spoke — "Thou still dost hold 


Thy numbsts sw 




blending. 



Pledge of my faith, FitE-Jar 

What seeks fair Ellen of the King?" 

Full well the conscious maiden gucss'd 
He probed the weakness of her breast ; 
But, with that consciousness, there came 
A lightening of her fears for GtKme, 
And more she deem'd the Monarch's ire 
Kindled 'gains! him, who, for her sire, 
RcbeUious broadsword boldly drew ; 
And, to her generous feeling true. 
She craved the grace of Roderick Dhu. 
'■ Forbear thy suit : — the King of Kings 
Alone can stay life's parting wings : 
I know his heart, I know his band. 
Have shared his cheer, and proved his 
My fairest earldom would I give [brand- 
To bid Clan-Alpine's Chieftain live I — 



Noc 






Blushing, she 

^nd to the Douglas gave the ring,i 

The suit that stain'd her glowing cheek. 
" Nay, then, my pledge has 1< ' 

And stubborn justice holds h> 
Malcolm, come forlhl"— ai 






IQ Scotland': 



Down kneeVd tl 

Loid. 

" For thee, lash youth, no suppliant st 
From ihee may Vengeance claim her dv 
Wbo, nurtured underneath our smile. 
Hast paid our care by treacherous wile 
And sought amid thy faithful clan. 
A refuge lor aa outlawed man, 



Dishonouring thus thy loyal name.- 
Fellers and warder for the Gramme 1 
His chain of gold lli 



en.lyd. 



^r Mall 






And laid the clasp on Ellen's 
Harp of the North, farewell I The hills 
On purple peaksadecper shade descend- 
glow-worm lights her 
;n, are to Ihe covert 



Yet, once again, farewell, thou Minstrel 

Yet, once again, forgive mv feeble swayl 
And little reck 1 of the censure sharp 

May idly cavil al an idle lay. 
Much have I owed Ihy sirains on life's 

Through secret woes the vrarld has 

never known, 
When on Ihe weary tiight dawn'd weariar 

day. 
And bitterer was the grief devour'd 

That I oerlived such woes, EochanlrBSs! i« 

Hark I as my lingering footsteps slow 

Some Spirit of Ihe Air has waked thy 
'Tis now a seraph bold, with touch al 

'Tis now the brush of Fairy's frolic 



n breezes scarcely 
lole of the distant 
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Thb following Poem is founded upon a Spanish Tradition, particularly detailed in the Notes; 
but bearing, in general, that Don Roderick, the last Gothic King of Spain, when the invasion 
of the Moors was impending, had the temerity to descend into an ancient vault, near Toled(^ 
the opening of which had been denounced as fatal to the Spanish Monarchy. The legend 
adds, that his rash curiosity was mortified by an emblematical representation of those Saracens 
who, in the year 714, defeated him in battle, and reduced Spain under their dominion. I have 
presumed to prolong the Vision of the Revolutions of Spain down to the present eventfid crisis 
of the Peninsula ; and to divide it, b^ a supposed change of scene, into Three Periods. The 
First of these represents the Invasion ot the Moors, the Defeat and Death of Roderick, and 
closes with the peaceful occupation of the country by the Victors. The Second Period 
embraces the state of the Peninsula, when the conquests of the Spaniards and Portuguese in the 
East and West Indies had raised to the highest pitch the renown of their arms ; sullied^ however, 
b^ superstition and cruelty. An allusion to the inhumanities of the Inquisition tenmnates this 
picture. The Last Part of the Poem opens with the state of Spain previous to the unparallelled 
treachery of Buonaparte ; gives a sketch of the usurpation attempted upon that unsuspicious 
and friendly kingdom, and terminates with the arrival of the British succours. It may be 
further proper to mention, that the object of the Poem is less to commemorate or det^ particular 
incidents, tnan to exhibit a general and impressive picture of the several periods brought upon 
the stage. 

I am too sensible of the respect due to the Public, especially by one who has already ex- 
perienced more than ordinary indulgence, to offer any apology for the inferiority of the poetry 
to the subject it is chiefly designed to commemorate. Vet I think it proper to mention, that 
while I was hastily executing a work, written for a temporary purpose, and on passing events, 
the task was most cruelly interrupted by the successive deaths of Lord President Blair and 
Lord Viscount Melville. In those distinguished characters, I had not only to regret 
persons whose lives were most important to Scotland, but also whose notice. and patronage 
nonoured my entrance upon active life ; and, I may add, with melancholy pride, who permitted 
my more advanced age to claim no common share in their friendship. Under such interruptions, 
the following verses, which my best and happiest efforts must have left far unworthy of their 
theme, have, I am myself sensible, an appearance of negligence and incoherence, which, in other 
circumstances, I might have been able to remove. 

Edinburgh, jfune 24, 1811. 



THE VISION OF DON RODERICK. 

Quid dignum memorare tuis, Hispanla, terris, 
Vox humana valet 1 — Claudian. 



■H- 



INTRODUCTION. 

I. 

Lives there a strain, whose sounds of 
mounting fire fwar ; 

May rise distinguish'd o'er the din of 
Or died it with yon Master of the Lyre, 
Who sung beleaguer'd Ilion's evil 
star? 
Such, Wellington, might reach thee 
from afar, [range ; 

Wafting its descant wide o'er Ocean's 
Nor shouts, nor clashing arms, its mood 
could mar, [trumpet-chaoge, 

All as it swell'd 'twixt each loud 
That clangs to Britain victory, to Portugal 
revenge 1 

II. 
Yes ! such a strain, with all-o'erpouring 
measure, [sound, 

Might melodise with each tumultuous 
Each voice of fear or triumph, woe or 
pleasure, [around ; 

That rings Mondego's ravaged shores 
The thundering cry of hosts with con- 
quest crown'd, [moan, 
Thefemale shriek, the ruin'd peasant's 
The shout of captives from their chains 
unbound, [groan. 
The foii'd oppressor's deep and sullen 
A Nation's chonil hymn for tyranny o'er- 
thrown. 

IIL 

But we, weak minstrels of a laggard day, 

^ll'd but to imitate an elder page, 
llmid and raptureless, can we repay 
The debt thou daims't in this ex- 
hausted age ? [might engage 
Thou giv'st oiu* lyres a theme, that 
Those that could send thy name o'er 
sea and land, [Homer's rage 
While sea and land shall last; for 
A theme; a theme for Milton's mighty 
hand — 
How much unmeet for us, a faint de- 
generate band/ 



IV. 

Ye mountains stem! within whose 
rugged breast [repose ; 

The friends of Scottish freedom found 
Ye torrents I whose hoarse sounds have 
soothed their rest, [foes ; 

Returning from the field of vanquish'd 
Say, have ye lost each wild majestic close, 
iThat erst the choir of Bards or Druids 
flung. 
What time their hymn of victory arose, 
And Cattraeth's glens with voice of 
triumph rung, 
And mystic Merlin harp'd, and grey-hair'd 
Llywarch sung !* 

V. 

1 if your wilds such minstrelsy retain, 
As sure your changeful gales seem oft 
to say [again. 

When sweeping wild, and sinking soft 
Like trumpet-jubilee, or harp's wild 
sway ; 
If ye can echo such triumphant lay. 
Then lend the note to him has loved 
you long 1 
Who pious gather'd each tradition grey. 
That floats your solitary wastes along. 
And with aflection vain gave them new 
voice in song. 

VL 

For not till now, how oft soe'er the task 

Of truant verse hath lighten'd graver 

care, [ask. 

From Muse or Sylvan was he wont to 

In phrase poetic, inspiration fair; 

Careless he gave his numbers to the air, 

They came unsought for, if applauses 

came ; [prayer ; 

Nor for himself prefers he now the 

Let but his verse befit a hero's fame. 

Immortal be the verse 1 — forgot the poet's 

name! 

* An asterisk in these pages signifies that a 
note upon the passage is to \>e ioutv^ «X >2ca vcA 
of the volume. 
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VII. 

Hark, from yon misty cairn their answer 
tost: [manticlyre, 

•'Minstrel! the fame of whose ro- 
Capricious-swelling now, may soon be 
lost, [fire ; 

Like the light flickering of a cottage 
If to such task presumptuous thou 
aspire, [due : 

Seek not from us the meed to warrior 
Age after age has gather'd son to sire, 
Since our grey cUflEs the din of conflict 
knew. 
Or, p)ealing through our vales, victorious 
bugles blew. 

VIIL 

•' Decay'd our old traditionary lore, 
Save where the lingering fays renew 
their ring, [thorn hoar. 

By milk-maid seen beneath the haw- 
Or round the marge of Minchmore's 
haunted spring :* 
Save where their legends grey-hair'd 
shepherds sing, [but thine, 

That now scarce win a listening ear 
Of feuds obscure, and Border ravaging, 
And rugged deeds recount in rugged 
line, 
Of moonlight foray made on Teviot, 
Tweed, or T)me. 
IX. 

"Nol search romantic lands, where 

the near Sun [flame, 

Gives with unstinted boon ethereal 

Where the rude villager, his labour 

done, [favour'd name ; 

In verse spontaneous* chants some 

Whether Olalia's charms his tribute 

claim, [of jet; 

Her eye of diamond, and her locks 

Or whether, kindling at the deeds of 

Graeme,* [set, 

He sing, to wild Morisco measure 

Old Albin's red claymore, Green Erin's 

bayonet ! 

X. 

•* Explore those regions, where the 

flinty crest [snows. 

Of wild Nevada ever gleams with 

Where in the proud Alhambra's ruin'd 

breast 

Barbaric monuments of pomp repose ; 

Or where the banners of more ruthless 

foes [Toledo's fane. 

Than the fierce Moor, float o'er 

From whose tall towers even now the 

patriot throws [plain 

An anxious glance, to spy upon the 

The blended ranks of England, Portugal, 

W3d Spain* 



XI. 

"There, of Numantian fire a swarthy 
spark [eye ; 

Still lightens in the sunburnt native's 
The stately port, slow step, and visage 
dark, [stancy. 

Still mark enduring pride and con- 
And, if the glow of feudal chivalry 
Beam not, as once, thy nobles' dearest 
pride, 
Iberia I oft thy crestless peasantry 
Have seen the plumed Hidalgo quit 
their side. 
Have seen, yet dauntless stood — 'gainst 
fortune fought and died. 

XII. 

" And cherished still by that unchang- 
ing race, [than thine ; 
Are themes for minstrelsy more high 
Of strange tradition many a mystic trace, 
L^end and vision, prophecy and sig^^ ; 
Where wonders wild of Arabesque com- 
bine 
With Gothic imagery of darker shade. 
Forming a model meet for minstrel 
line. — [tain Spirit said : 
Go, seek such theme ! " — ^the Moun- 
With filial awe I heard — I heard, and I 
obey'd. 



Rearing their crests amid the cloudless 

skies, [moonlight. 

And darkly clustering in the pale 

Toledo's holy towers and spires arise, 

As from a trembling k^e of silver 

white ; [sight 

Their mingled shadows intercept the 

Of the broad burial-ground out- 

stretch'd below, [night ; 

And nought disturbs the silence of the 

All sleeps in sullen shade, or silver 

glow, [less flow. 

All save the heavy swell of Teio's cease- 

II. 

All save the rushing swell of Teio's tide, 

Or, distant heard, a courser^s neigh 

or tramp ; Riorsemen ride. 

Their changing rounds as watchful 

To guard theUmitsof King Roderick's 

camp : [damp. 

For, through the river's night-fog rolling 

Was many a proud pavilion dimly 

seen, {moon's £Eur lamp. 

Which glimmered back, against the 

Tissues of silk and silver twisted 

sheen, 

.And standards proodlf pitch'd, an4 

\ >^9x^Qc% QjnacL'4 betveeii* 
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III. 

But of their Monarch's person keeping 
ward, [vespers toU'd, 

Since last the deep-mouth'd bell of 
The chosen soldiers of the royal guard 
The post beneath the proud Cathedral 
hold: 
A band unlike their Gothic sires of old, 
Who, for the cap of steel and iron 
mace, [deck'd with gold. 

Bear slender darts, and casques be- 
While silver-studded belts their shoul- 
ders grace, [falchion's place. 
Where ivory quivers ring in the broad 

IV. 

In the light language of an idle court, 
They murmur'd at their master's long 
delay, [sport : — 

And held his lengthen' d orisons in 
•• What ! will Don Roderick here till 
morning stay, ""^ way ? 

To wear in shrift and prayer ti^c night 
And are his hours in such dull penance 
past, [pay?" — * 

For fair Horinda's plunder'd charms to 
Then to the east their weaiy eyes they 
cast. 
And wish'd thd lingering dawn would 
glimmer forth at last. 

V. 

But, far within, Toledo's Prelate lent 

An ear of fearful wonder to the King ; 
llie silver lamp a fitful lustre sent, 
So long that sad confession witness- 
ing : [thing, 
For Roderick told of many a hidden 

Such as are lothly utter'd to the air, 

When Fear, Remorse, and Shame the 

bosom wring, [bear, 

And Guilt his secret burden cannot 

And Conscience seeks in speech a respite 

from Despair. 

VI. 

Full on the Prelate's face, and silver 
hair, [roll'd : 

The stream of failing light was feebly 
But Roderick's visage, though his head 
was bare, [mantle's fold. 

Was shadow'd by his hand and 
While of his hidden soul the sins he told, 
Proud Alaric's descendant could not 
brook, [behold, 

That mortal man his bearing should 
Or boast that he had seen, when Con- 
science shook, [warrior's look, 
fear tame a monarch's brow. Remorse a 

VII. 

The old man's faded cheek wax'd yet 
more pale, JTwray'd ; 

As many a secret sad the King be- I 



As sign and glance eked out the un- 
finish'd tale, [per staid. — 

When in the midst his faltering whis- 
• * Thus royal Wi tiza was slain, ' ' — he said ; 
* ' Yet, holy Father, deem not it was I." 
Thus still Ambition strives her crimes 
to shade. — 
* ' Oh! rather deem' t was stem necessity! 
Self-preservation bade, and I must kill 
or die. 

VIII. 

•'And if Florinda's shrieks alarm'd the 

air. 

If she invoked her absent sire in vain. 

And on her knees implored that I would 

spare, [refrain ! — 

Yet, reverend priest, thy sentence rash 

All is not as it seems — the female train 

Know by their bearing to disguise 

their mood : " — [disdain. 

But Conscience here, as if in high 

Sent to the Monarch's cheek the 

burning blood — [Prelate stood. 

He stay'd his speech abrupt — and up the 

IX. 

" O harden' d o£fspring of an iron race ! 

What of thy crimes, Don Roderick, 

shall I say ? [efface 

What alms, or prayers, or penance can 

Murder's dark spot, wash treason's 

stain away ? 

For the foul ravisher how shall I pray. 

Who, scarce repentant, makes his 

crime his boast ? [delay. 

How hope Almighty vengeance shall 

Unless in mercy to yon Christian 

host, [sheep be lost?" 

He spare the shepherd, lest the guiltless 

X. 
Then kindled the dark Tyrant in his 
mood, [gloom: 

And to his brow retum'd its dauntless 
"And welcome then," he cried, "be 
blood for blood, [doom ! 

For treason treachery, for dishonour 
Yet will I know whence come they, or 
by whom. [fated key. 

Show, for thou canst — give forth the 
And guide me. Priest, to that mys- 
terious room. 
Where, if aught true in old tradition be, 
His nation's future fates a Spanish King 
shall see." — 

XI. 

" Ill-fated Prince ! recall the desperate 
word. 
Or pause ere yet the omen thou obey! 
Bethink, yon spell-bound portal would 
afford \n<2l>3\ 

Never to former "bAoiiaiOQ. exxVt^x^^^- 
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Nor shale it ever ope, oid records saj. 

Sore to a Km^, the last of all hisIiQe» 

Vihsti time his empire totters to decaj, 

Axid treasoa digs» beneath. Yxr fatal 

miry, [divine." — 

And, high above, impends avenging vxath 

*' Prelate t a Monarch's £ate brooks no 
delay ; [old man look. 

Lead on !" — The {x>nderoas key the 
And held the winking lamp, and led the 
way, [secret nook. 

By winding stair, dark aisle, and 
Thai on an andait gateway bent his 
look ; [essay'd. 

And, as the key the desperate King 
Low matter'd thunders the Cathedral 
shook, [effort made. 

And twice he stopp'd, and twice new 
Till the huge bolts roll'd back, and the 
loud hinges bray'd. 
Xin. 
Long, large, and lofty was that Tanlted 
hall ; [marble stone, 

Roof, walls, and floor were all of 
Of polish'd maxble, black as fimaal pall. 
Carved o'er with signs and characters 
unknown. 
A paly light, as of the dawning, shone 
ifhrough the sad bounds, but whence, 
they could not spy ; 
For window to the upper air was none ; 
Yet, by that light, Don Roderick 
could descry [mortal eye. 

Wonders that ne'er till then were seen by 

XIV. 

Grim sentinels, against the upper wall. 
Of molten bronze, two Statues held 
their place ; [tall, 

Massive their naked limbs, their stature 
Their frowning foreheads golden 
circles grace. [race. 

Moulded they seem'd for kings of giant 
That lived and sinn'd before the 
avenging flood ; [mace; 

This grasp'd a scythe, that rested on a 
This spread his wings for flight, that 
pondering stood, 
Each stubborn seem'd and stem, immu- 
table of mood. 

XV. 

Fix'd was the right-hand Giant's brazen 

look [sand, 

Upon his brother's glass of shifting 

As if its ebb he measured by a book, 

Whose iron volume loaded his huge 

hand ; [land, 

In lybich was wrote of many a fallen 

Of empires lost, and kings to exiVe 

driven : 



And o'er that pair their names in scroll 



'* Lo, Destiny and Time ! to whom 

by Heaven [given." — 

The guidance of the earth is for a season 

xn. 

Even while they read, the sand-glass 

wastes away ; [did creep. 

And, as the last and laggmg grains 

That light-hand Giant 'gan his club 

npsway, [sleep. 

As one that startles from a heavy 

Full on the upper vrall the mace's sweep 

At once descended with the force of 

thunder, [heap, 

And hurtling down at once, in crumbled 

The marble boundary was rent 

asunder. 

And gave to Roderidc's view new sights 

of fear and wonder. 

XVII. 

For they might spy, beyond that mighty 
hrcaictk, [spect laid, 

Realms as of Spain in vision'd pro- 
Castles and towers, in due proportion 
each, [tray'd ; 

As by some skilful artist's hand por- 
Here, cross'd by many a wild Sierra's 
shade, [traveller's eye ; 

And boundless plains that tire the 
There, rich with vineyard and with 
oUve glade, [and high, 

Or deep-embrown'd by forests huge 
Or wash'd by mighty streams, that slowly 
murmur'd by. 

XVIII. 

And here, as erst upon the antique stage, 
Pass'd forth the band of masquers 
trimly led. 
In various forms, and various equipage, 
While fitting strains the hearer's 
fancy fed ; [spread, 

So. to sad Roderick's eye in order 
Successive pageants fill'd that mystic 
scene, [bled, 

Showing the fate of battles ere they 
And issue of events that had not 
been; 
And, ever and anon, strange sounds 
were heard between. 
XIX. 
First shrill'd an unrepeated female 
shriek I— [the call. 

It seem'd as if Don Roderick knew 
For the bold blood was blanching in 
his cheek. — [atabal, 

Then answer'd kettle-drum and 
Gong-peal and cymbal-dank the ear 
appal, fyell,* 

TYkftTedoa N^^-^^^sod the Leiie's 
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King wildly dissonant along the hall. 
Needs not to Roderick their dread 
import tell — 
"The Moor!" he cried, "the Moor lu- 
ring out the Tocsin bell 1 
XX. 
"They cornel they cornel I see the 
groaning lands [horde ; 

White with the turbans of each Arab 
Swart Zaarah joins her misbelieving 
bands, 
Alia and Mahomet their battle-word, 
The choice they yield, the Koran or the 
Sword — [amain ! — 

See how the Christians rush to arms 
In yonder shout the voice of conflict 
roar'd, [plain — 

The shadowy hosts are closing on the 
Now, God and Saint lago strike, for the 
good cause of Spain 1 
XXI. 
••By Heaven, the Moors prevail 1 the 
Christians yield 1 [the sign ! 

Their coward leader gives for flight 
The sceptred craven moimts to quit the 
field — [mine !* 

Is not yon steed Orelio?— Yes, 'tis 
But never wasshe tum'd from battle-line: 
Lo I where the recreant spurs o'er 
stock and stone 1 [divine ! 

Curses pursue the slave, and wrath 
Rivers ingulf him l"—'^ Hush," in 
shuddering tone. 
The Prelate said — ''rash Prince, yon 
vision'd form's thine own." 
XXII. 

Just then, a torrent cross'd the flier's 
coiuse ; [ness tried ; 

The dangerous ford the Kmgly Like- 
But the deep eddies whelm'd both man 
and horse, [the tide ; 

Swept like benighted peasant down 
And the proud Moslemah spread far 
and wide, [band ; 

As numerous as their native locust 
Berber and Ismael's sons the spoils 
divide, land. 

With naked scimitars mete out the 
And for the bondsmen base, the freebom 
natives brand. 

XXIII. 
Then rose the grated Harem, to enclose 
The loveliest maidens of the Christian 
line; 
Then, menials, to their misbelieving foes, 
Castile's young nobles held forbidden 
wine ; [sign. 

Then, too, the holy Cross, salvation's 
By impious hands was from the altar 
thrown, I 



And the deep aisles of the polluted shrine 
Echo'd, for holy hymn and organ-tone. 
The Santon's frantic dance, the Fakir's 
gibbering moan. 

XXIV. 

How fares Don Roderick? — E'en as one 
who spies [sable woof. 

Flames dart their glare o'er midnight's 
And hears around his children's piercing 
cries, [aloof ; 

And sees the pale assistants stand 
While cruel Conscience brings him 
bitter proof, [grief; 

His folly or his crime have caused his 
And while above him nods the crum- 
bling roof. 
He curses earth and Heaven — himself 
in chief— [Heaven's relief 1 

Desperate of earthly aid, despairing 

XXV. 

That scythe-arm'd Giant tum'd his fatal 

glass, [her wings ; 

And twilight on the landscape closed 

Far to Asturian hills the war-sounds pass, 

And in their stead rebeck or timbrel 

rings ; [springs, 

And to the sound the bell-deck'd dancer 

Bazaars resound as when their marts 

are met. 

In tourney light the Moor his jerrid 

flings, [to set, 

And on the land as evening seem'd 

The Imaum's chant was heard from 

mosque or minaret. 

XXVI. 

So pass'd that pageant. Ere another 
came, [smoke. 

The visionary scene was wrapp'd in 
Whose sulph'rous wreaths were cross'd 
by sheets of flame ; [broke, 

With every flash a bolt explosive 
Till Roderick deem'd the fiends had 
burst their yoke. 
And waved 'gainst heaven the in- 
fernal gonfalone ! 
For War a new and dreadful language 
spoke, [known ; 

Never by ancient warrior heard or 
Lightning and smoke her breath, and 
thunder was her tone. 
XXVII. 
From the dim landscape roll the clouds 
away — [heritage ; 

The Christians have regain'd their 
Before the Cross has waned the Cres- 
cent's ray, [stage. 
And many a monastery decks the 
And lofty church, and low-brow' d 
hermitage. \Yjci\^\., — 
The land obeys a Hetiswx axA ^ 
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The Genii those of Spain for many an 

age ; [bright, 

This clad in sackcloth, that in armour 

And that was Valour named, this 

Bigotry was hight. 

XXVIII. 

Valour was harness'd like a chief of 
old, [knightly gest ; 

Arm'd at all points, and prompt for 
His sword was temper'd in the Ebro 
cold, forest, 

Morena's eagle plume adorn d his 
The spoils of Afric's lion bound his 
breast. [down his gage ; 

Fierce he stepp'd forward and flung 
As if of mortal lund to brave the best. 
Him foUow'd his Companion, dark 
and sage. 
As he, my Master, sung the dangerous 
Archimage. 

XXIX. 

Haughty of heart and brow the Warrior 
came, [might be, 

In look and language proud as proud 
Vaunting his lordship, lineage, fights, 
and fame : [proud than he : 

Yet was that barefoot Monk more 
And as the ivy climbs the tallest tree. 
So round the loftiest soul his toils he 
wound, [and free, 

And with his spells subdued the fierce 
Till ermined Age, and Youth in arms 
renown' d. 
Honouring his scourge and haircloth, 
meekly kiss'd the ground. 

XXX. 

And thus it chanced that Valour, 

peerless knight, [his crest, 

Who ne'er to King or Kaiser veil'd 

Victorious still in bull-feast or in fight. 

Since first his limbs with mail he did 

invest, 

Stoop'd ever to that Anchoret's behest ; 

Nor reason'd of the right, nor of the 

wrong. 

But at his bidding laid the lance in rest. 

And wrought fell deeds the troubled 

world along, [strong. 

For he was fierce as brave, and pitiless as 

XXXL 

Oft his proud galleys sought some new- 
found world, [morn ; 
That latest sees the sun, or first the 
Still at that Wizard's feet their spoils 
he hurl'd,— 
Ingots of ore from rich Potosi borne. 
Crowns by Caciques, aigrettes by Om- 
rahs worn, 
Wrought of rare gems, but broken, 
rent, and foul ; 
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Idols of gold from heathen temples torn. 

Bedabbled aU with blood.— With 

grisly scowl [beneath his cowL 

The Hermit mark'd the stains, and smiled 

XXXII. 

Then did he bless the offering, and bade 

make [praise ; 

Tribute to Heaven of g^titude and 

And at his word the choral hymns awake. 

And many a hand the silver censer 

sways. [sers raise. 

But with the incense-breath these cen- 

Mix steams from corpses smouldering 

in the fire ; [lays. 

The groans of prison'd victim mar the 

And shrieks of agony confound the 

quire ; [darken'd scenes expire. 

While, 'mid the mingled soimds, the 

xxxiri. 

Preluding light, were strains of music 

heard, [sand ; 

As once again revolved that measured 

Such sounds as when, for sylvan dance 

prepared, [band ; 

Gay Xeres summons forth her vintage 

When for the light bolero ready stand 

The mozo blithe, with gay muchacha 

met,* [band, 

He conscious of his broider'd cap and 

She of her netted locks and light cor- 

sette, [the castanet. 

Each tiptoe perch'd to spring, and shake 

XXXIV. 

And well such strains the opening scene 
became ; [look, 

For Valour had relax'd his ardent 
And at a lady's feet, like Uon tame. 
Lay stretch'd, full loth the weight of 
arms to brook ; 
And soften' d Bigotry, upon his book, 
Patter'd a task of little good or ill : 
But the blithe peasant plied his pruning- 
hook, [hill. 

Whistled the muleteer o'er vale and 
And rung from village-green the meny 
seguidille. 

XXXV. 

Grey Royalty, grown impotent of toil, 

Let the grave sceptre slip his la^ 

hold ; [spoil 

And, careless, saw his rule become the 

Of a loose Female and her minion 

bold. [fold, 

But peace was on the cottage and the 

From court intrigue, from bickering 

faction far ; [was told, 

Beneath the chestnut-tree Love's tale 

And to the tinkling of the light guitar, 

Sweet stoop'd the western sun, sweet rose 
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XXXVI. 

As that seardoud, in size like human 
hand, [bite seen, 

When first from Carmel by the Tish- 
Came slowly overshadowing Israel's 
land, [colours sheen, 

A while, perchance, bedeck'd with 
While yet the sunbeams on its skirts 
had been, [its shroud, 

Limning with purple and with gold 
Till darker folds obscured the blue 
serene, [sable cloud, 

And blotted heaven with one broad 
Then sheeted rain burst down, and whirl- 
winds howl'd aloud: — 

XXXVII. 

Even so, upon that peaceful scene was 
pour'd, [foreign band. 

Lake gathering clouds, full many a 
And He, their Leader, wore in sheath 
his sword, [hand, 

And ofifer'd peaceful front and open 
Veiling the [)erjured treachery he 
plann'd, [specious guise. 

By friendship's zeal and honour's 
Until he won the passes of the land ; 
Then burst were honour's oath and 
friendship's ties 1 
He dutch 'd his vulture-grasp, and call'd 
lair Spain his prize. 

XXXVIII. 

An Iron Crown his anxious forehead 
bore ; [came, 

And well such diadem his heart be- 
Who ne'er his purpose for remorse gave 
o'er, [shame ; 

Or oheck'd his course for piety or 
Who, train'd a soldier, deem'd a sol- 
dier's fame [won, 
Might flourish in the wreath of battles 
Though neither truth nor honour deck'd 
his name ; [arch's throne. 
Who, placed by fortune on a Mon- 
Reck'd not of Monarch's faith, or Mercy's 
kingly tone. 

XXXIX. 

From a rude isle his ruder lineage came, 
The spark, that, from a suburb-hovel s 
hearth 
Ascending, wraps some capital in flame. 
Hath not a meaner or more sordid 
birth. [the earth — 

And for the soul that bade him waste 
Thesable land-flood from someswamp 
ol^cure, [dearth, 

^t poisons the glad husband-neld with 
And by destruction bids its fame en- 
dure, 
'lath not a source more sullen, stagnant, 
and impure. l 



XL. 

Before that Leader strode a shadowy 

Form ; [meteor show'd. 

Her limbs like mist, her torch like 

With which she beckon'd him through 

fight and storm, [desperate road. 

And all he crush'd that cross'd his 

Nor thought, nor fear'd, nor look'd on 

what he trode. [could not slake. 

Realms could not glut his pride, blood 

So oft as e'er she shook her torch 

abroad — [wake. 

It was Ambition bade her terrors 

Nor deign'd she, as of yore, a milder form 

to take. 

XLI. 

No longer now she spum'd at mean 

revenge, [man's moan ; 

Or staid her hand for conquer'd foe- 

As when, the fates of agM Rome to 

change, [bicon. 

By Caesar's side she cross'd the Ru- 

Nor joy'd she to bestow the spoils she 

won, were task'd 

As when the banded powers of Greece 

To war beneath the Youth of Macedon : 

No seemly veil her modem minion 

ask'd, 

He saw her hideous face, and loved the 

fiend unmask'd. 

XLII. 

That Prelate mark'd his march — On 

banners blazed [land, 

With battles won in many a distant 

On eagle-standards and on arms he 

gazed; 

•'And hop'st thou then," he said, 

"thy power shall stand ? [sand, 

Ol thou hast builded on the shifting 

And thou hast temper'd it with 

slaughter's flood ; [hand. 

And know, fell scourge in the Almighty's 

Gore-moisten'd trees shall perish in 

the bud, [of Blood 1" 

And by a bloody death, shall die the Man 

XLIII. 

The ruthless Leader beckon'd from his 
train [kneel, 

A wan fraternal Shade, and bade him 
And paled his temples with the crown 
of Spain, [cried, "Castile!"* 

While trumpets rang, and heralds 
Not that he loved him — No ! — In no 
man's weal, [heart ; 

Scarce in his own, e'er joy'd that sullen 
Yet round that throne he bade his war- 
riors wheel, [his part. 
That the poor puppet might perform 
And be a sceptred s\ave, aX Yii& sx«ca.\ie^ 
to start. 
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XLIV. 

But on the Natives of that Land misused, 
Not long the silence of amazement 
hung, 
Nor brook' d they long their friendly 
£aith abused ; 
For, with a common shriek, the 
general tongue 
Exclaim'd, "To armsl" — and fast to 
arms they sprung. 
And Valour woke, that Genius of 
the Land ! 
Pleasure, and ease, and sloth aside he 
flung, [band, 

As burst the awakening Nazarite his 
\Vhen 'gainst his treacherous foes he 
clench' d his dreadful hand. 

XLV. 

That Mimic Monarch now cast anxious 
eye [round, 

Upon the Satraps that begrit him 
Now dofF'd his royal robe in act to fly. 
And from his brow the diadem un- 
bound. 
So oft, so near, the Patriot bugle wound. 
From Tarick's walls to Bilboa's moun- 
tains blown, [found. 
These martial satellites hard labour 
To guard a while his substituted 
throne — 
Light recking of his cause, but battling 
for their own. 

XLVI. 

From Alpuhara's peak that bugle rung. 
And it was echo'd from Corunna's 
wall ; [flung, 

Stately Seville responsive war .-shot 
Grenada caught it in her Moorish hall; 
Galicia bade her children fight or fall, 
Wild Biscay shook his mountain- 
coronet, 
Valencia roused her at the battle-call, 
And, foremost still where Valour's 
sons are met. 
First started to his gun each fieiyMiquelet. 

XLVII. 

But unappall'd, and burning for the 
fight, 
The Invaders march, of victory secure; 
Skilful their force to sever or unite, 
And trained alike to vanquish or en- 
dure, [sure, 
Nor skilful less, cheap conquest to en- 
Discord to breathe, and jealousy to 
sow, [lure ; 
To quell by boasting, and by bribes to 
"While nought against them bring the 
unprsiCiiseA foe, 
Save hearts for Freedom's cause,axidbands 
for Freedom's blow. 
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XLVIII. 

Proudly they march — ^but, Ol they 

march not forth 

By one hot field to crown a brief 

campaign. 

As when their Eagles, sweeping through 

the North, [reign ! 

Destroy' d at every stoop an ancient 

Far other fate had Heaven decreed for 

Spain ; [was plied. 

In vain the steel, in vain the torch 

New Patriot armies started from the 

slain, [far, and wide,* 

High blazed the war, and long, and 

And oft the God of Battles blest the 

righteous side. 

XLIX. 

Nor unatoned, where Freedom's foes 
prevail, [blade and brand, 

Remain'd their savage waste. With 
By day the Invaders ravaged hill and 
dale, [band 

But, with the darkness, the Guerilla 
Came like night's tempest, and avenged 
the land, [due. 

And claim'd for blood the retribution 
Probed the hard heart, and lopp'd the 
murd'rous hand ; 
And Dawn, when o'er the scene her 
beams she threw, 
'Midst ruins they had made, the spoilers' 
corpses knew. 
L. 
What minstrel verse may sing, or tongue 
may tell. 
Amid the vision' d strife from sea to sea, 
How oft the Patriot banners rose or fell. 

Still honour'd in defeat as victory 1 
For that sad pageant of events to be, 
Show'd every form of fight by field 
and flood ; [their glee, 

Slaughter and Ruin, shouting forth 
Beheld, while riding on the tempest 
scud, 
The waters choked with slain, the earth 
bedrench'd with blood 1 
LI. 

Then Zaragoza— blighted be the tongue 

That names thy name without the 

honour due 1 [rung 

For never hath the harp of Minstrel 

Of faith so felly proved, so firmly true ! 

Mine, sap, and bomb, thy sbatter'd 

ruins knew. 

Each art of war's extremity had rooffli 

Twice from thy half-sack'd streets the 

foe withdrew, thy doonji 

And when at length stem fate decreed 

Tb,e^ vronnot Zaragoza, but her duldrefl'^ 
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LI I. 

Yet raise thy head, sad city I Though 
in chains, [and claim 

Enthrall'd thou canst not be 1 Arise, 
Reverence from every heart where Free- 
dom reigns, [sainted dame. 
For what thou worshippestl — thy 
She of the column, honour'd be her name 
By all, whate'er their creed, who 
honour love ! 
And like the sacred relics of the flame, 
That gave some martyr to the bless' d 
above, 
To every 103^ heart may thy sad embers 
prove 1 

LIIT. 

Nor thine alone such wreck. Gerona 
tair 1 [sung, 

Faithful to death thy heroes shall be 
Manning the towers, while o'er their 
heads the air [nace hung ; 

Swart as the smoke from raging fur- 
Now thicker dark'ning where the mine 
was sprung, [flare. 

Now briefly hghten'd by the cannon's 
Now arch'd with fire-sparks as the 
bomb was flung, f tion's glare. 

And redd'ning now with conflagra- 
While by the fatal light the foes for storm 
prepare. 

Liv. 

While all around was danger, strife, 

and fear, [was the sky, 

While the earth shook, and darken'd 

And wide Destruction stunn'd the 

listening ear, I®y®» — 

Appall'd the heart, and stupefied the 

Afar was heard that thrice-repeated cry, 

In which old Albion's heart and 

tongue unite, [high. 

Whene'er her soid is up, and pulse b^ts 

Whether it hail the wine-cup or the 

fight. 

And bid each arm be strong, or bid each 

heart be light, 

LV. 

Don Roderick tum'd him as the shout 

grew loud, [show'd, 

A varied scene the changeful vision 

For, where the ocean mingled with the 

cloud, [broad. 

A gallant navy stemm'd the billows 

From mast and stem St. George's 

symbol flow'd, [dear ; 

Blent with the silver cross to Scotland 

Mottling the sea their landward barges 

row'd, [and spear, 

Andflashedthesunon bayonet, brand, 

^ the wild beach retuni'd the Mameo's 

)xMai dieer, | 



LVI. 

It was a dread, yet spirit-stirring sight ! — 
The billows foam'd benea& a thou- 
sand oars ; 
Fast as they land, the red-cross ranks 
unite, [shores ; 

Legions on legions bright'ning all the 
Then banners rise, and cannon-signal 
roars, [drum. 

Then peals the warlike thunder of the 
Thrills the loud fife, the trumpet-flourish 
pours, [are dumb, 

And patriot hopes awake, and doubts 
For, bold in Freedom's cause, the bands 
of Ocean come 1 

LVII. 

A various host they came — whose ranks 

display [the fight : 

Each mode in which the warrior meets 

The deep battalion locks its firm array. 

And meditates his aim the marksman 

light ; [bright. 

Far glance the light of sabres flashing 

Where mounted squadrons shake the 

echoing mead ; [night. 

Lacks not artillery breathing flame and 

Nor the fleet ordnance whirl'd by 

rapid steed. 

That rival's lightning's flash in ruin and in 

speed. 

LVIII. 

A various host — from kindred realms 

they came, [nown — 

Brethren in arms, but rivals in re- 

For yon fair bands shall merry England 

claim, [her crown. 

And with their deeds of valour deck 

Hers their bold port, and hers their 

martial frown, [dom's cause. 

And hers their scorn of death in free- 

Their eyes of azure, and their locks of 

brown, [out a pause. 

And the blunt speech that bursts with- 

And freebom thoughts, which league the 

Soldier with the Laws. 

LIX. 

And, O ! loved warriors of the Minstrel's 
land I [wave ! 

Yonderyour bonnets nod, your tartans 
The rugged form may mark the moun- 
tain band, [more grave ; 
And harsher features, and a mien 
But ne'er in battle-field throbb'd heart 
so brave, [Scottish plaid ; 
As that which beats beneath the 
And when the pibroch bids the battle 
rave, [are laid. 
And level for the charge your arms 
Where lives the despcx^X^loeVi^Xi^t «aOck 
onset atiddl 
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LX. 

Hark ! from yon stately ranks what 

laughter rings, [minstrelsy. 

Mingling wild mirth with war's stem 

His jest while each blithe comrade round 

him flings, [glee ! 

And moves to death with mihtary 

Boast, Eiin. boast them ! tameless, 

frank, and free. [danger known. 

In kindness warm, and fierce in 

Rough Nature's children, humorous as 

she: [proudest tone 

And He, yon Chieftam — strike the 

Of thy bold harp, green Isle ! — the Hero 

is thine own. 

LXL 

Now on the scene Vimeira should be 
shown, [gaze. 

On Talavera's fight should Roderick 
And hear Corunna wail her battle won. 
And see Busaco's crest with lightning 
blaze:— praise? 

But shall fond £ible mix with heroes' 
Hath Fiction's stage for Truth's long 
triumphs room ? 
And dare her wild-flowers mingle with 
the bays. 
That claim a long eternity to bloom 
Around the warrior's crest, and o'er the 
warrior's tomb ? 

LXII. 

Or may I give adventurous Fancy 
scope, [veil 

And stretch a bold hand to the awful 
That hides futurity from anxious hope, 
Bidding beyond it scenes of glory 
hail, 
And painting Europe rousing at the tale 
Of Spain's invaders firom her confines 
hurl'd, [mail. 

While kindling nations buckle on their 
And Fame, with clarion-blast and 
wings unfurl'd. 
To Freedom and Revenge awakes an 
injured World ? 

LXIII. 

O vain, though anxious, is the glance I 

cast, own : 

Since Fate has mark'd futurity her 

Yet Fate resigns to Worth the glorious 

past, won. 

The deeds recorded, and the laurels 

Then, though the Vault of Destiny* be 

gone, my brain. 

King, Prelate, all the phantasms of 

Melted away like mist-wreaths in the 

sun, [Spain, 

Yet grant for faith, for valour, and for 

One note of pride and fire, a Patiiol's 

parting strain I 



CONCLUSION. 

I. 

'* Who shall command Estrella's moun- 
tain-tide [chafed, to hie ? 
Back to the source, when tempest- 
Who, when Gascogne's vex'd gulf is 
raging wide, cry ? 
Shall hush it as a nurse her infant's 
His magic power let such vain boaster 
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And when the torrent shall his voice 

And Biscay's whirlwinds list his lidlaby, 

Let him stand forth and bar mine 

eagles' vray, [bidding stay. 

And they shall heed his voice, and at his 

II. 

"Else ne'er to stoop, till high on 

Lisbon's towers [our yoke, 

They close their wings, the symbol of 

And their own sea hath whelm'd yon 

red-cross Powers!" [rock. 

Thus, on the summit of Alverca's 

To Marshal, Duke, and Peer, Gaul's 

Leader spoke. [l^ons press, 

While downward on the land his 

Before them it was rich with vine and 

flock, [dress ; — 

And smiled like Eden in her summer 

Bdiind their wasteful march a reeking 

wilderness.* 

ni. 
And shall the boastful Chief maintain 
his word, [ings of the land. 

Though Heaven hath heard the wail- 
Though Lusitania whet her vengeful 
sword, [lington command? 

Though Britons arm, and Wel- ~ 
Nol grim Busaco's iron ridge shall 
stand 
An adamantine barrier to his force: 
And fh>m its base shall wheel his shat- 
ter'd band, [hoarse 

As fh>m the unshaken rock the torrent 
Bears ofif its broken waves, and s^ks a. 
devious course. 

IV. 

Yet not because Alcoba's moimtaia« 
hawk [her food.. 

Hath on his best and bravest made 
In numbers confident, yon Chief shall 
baulk [and blood * 

His Lord's imperial thirst for spoil 
For full in view the promised conquest 
stood, [might sum 

And Lisbon's matrons from their. walls 
The myriads that had half the world 
subdued, [drum* 

And hear the distant thunders of tbe 
TbaX bids the bands of France to stonn 



■ 



The Vision of Don Roderick, 



165 



V. 

Four moons have heard these thunders 
idly roll'd, [their prey, 

Have seen these wistful myriads eye 
As famish' d wolves survey a guarded 
fold- 
But in the middle path a Lion lay ! 
At length they move — but not to battle- 
fray, [manly fight ; 
Nor blaze yon fires where meets the 
Beacons of infamy, they light the way 
Where cowardice and cruelty unite 
To damn with double shame their igno- 
minious flight ! 

VI. 

O triumph for the Fiends of Lust and 
Wrath I [forgot, 

Ne'er to be told, yet ne'er to be 
What wanton horrors mark'd their 
wreckful path ! — [cot, 

The peasant butcher'd in his ruin'd 
The hoary priest even at the altar shot. 
Childhood and age given o'er to sword 
and flame, 
Woman to infamy ; — no crime forgot, 
By which inventive demons might 
proclaim 
Immortal hate to man, and scorn of God's 
great name! 

VII. 

The rudest sentinel, in Britain bom. 
With horror paused to view the havoc 
done, [forlorn,* 

Gave his poor crust to feed some wretch 
Wiped his stem eye, then fiercer 
grasp'd his gun. [ful son 

Nor with less zeal shall Britain's peace- 
Exult the debt of sympathy to pay ; 
Riches nor poverty the tax shall shun, 
Nor prince nor peer, the wealthy nor 
the gay, 
Nor the poor peasant's mite, nor bard's 
more worthless lay. 

VIII. 

But thou— unfoughten wilt thou yield 
to Fate, [vain I 

Minion of Fortune, now miscall' d in 
Can vantage-ground no confidence 
create, [tain-chain ? 

Marcella's pass, nor Guard a' s moun- 
Vainglorious fugitive !* yet turn again 1 
Behold, where, named by some pro- 
phetic Seer, 
Rows Honour's Fountain, f as fore- 
doom'd the stain 
From thy dishonour'd name and arms 
to clear — [favour here ! 

'^allen Child of Fortune, tum, redeem her 

* The literal txamlation ofFu^n^fs efffonoro, \ 



IX. 
Yet, ere thou tmn'st, collect each distant 
aid ; [roar ! 

Those chief that never heard the lion 
Within whose souls lives not a trace 
portray' d 
Of Talavera, or Mondego's shore ! 
Marshal each band thou hast, and sum- 
mon more ; [whole ; 
Of war's fell stratagems exhaust the 
Rank upon rank, squadron on squadron 
pour. 
Legion on legion on thy foeman roll. 
And weary out his arm — thou canst not 
quell his soul. 

X. 

O vainly gleams with steel Agueda's 
shore, [plain. 

Vainly thy squadrons hide Assuava's 
And front the flying thunders as they roar. 
With frantic charge and tenfold odds, 
in vain 1* [slain,* 

And what avails thee that, for Cameron 
Wild from his plaided ranks the yell 
was given — 
Vengeance and grief gave mountain- 
rage the rein. 
And, at the bloody spear-point head- 
long driven. 
Thy Despot's giant guards fled like the 
rack of heaven. 

XI. 

Go, bafiled boaster ! teach thy haughty 
mood [throne ; 

To plead at thine imperious master's 
Say, thou hast left his legions in their 
blood, [thine own ; 

Deceived his hopes, and fmstrated 
Say, that thine utmost skill and valour 
shown, [vied ; 

By British skill and valour were out- 
Last say, thy conqueror was Welling- 
ton ! [tried— 
And if he chafe, be his own fortune 
God and our cause to friend, the venture 
we' 11 abide. 

xn. 
But you, ye heroes of that well-fought 
day, [unknown, 

How shall a bar4, unknowing and 
His meed to each victorious leader pay, 
Or bind on every brow the laurels won? 
Yet fain my harp would wake its boldest 
tone, [brave ; 

O'er the wide sea to hail Cadogan 
And he, perchance, the minstrel-note 
might own, [tune gave 

Mindful of meeting brief that For- 
'Mid yon far westerxv \s\es XY^aX Vv<e,^x vJoa 
Atlantic tave, 
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xni. 

Yes ! hard the task, when Britons wield 

the sword, [fame: 

To give each Chief and every field its 

Harkl Albnera thunders Beresfokd 1 

And Red Barossa shouts for dauntless 

GiL£MBl 

O for a verse of tumult and of flame. 
Bold as the bursting of their cannon 
sound. 
To bid the world re-echo to their fame ! 
For never, upon gory battle-ground. 
With conquest's well-bought wreath were 
braver victors crown'd I 
XIV. 

O who shall grudge him Albuera'sbays, 
Who brought a race r^enerate to the 
field, [praise. 

Roused them to emulate their fathers' 
Temper'd their headlong rage, their 
courage steel'd,* 
And raised fair Lusitania's fallen shield. 
And gave new edge to Lusitania's 
sword, [wield — 

And taught her sons forgotten arms to 
Shiver'd my harp, and burst its every 
chord, 
If it forget thy worth, victorious Beres- 
ford! 

XV. 

Not on that bloody field of battle won, 
Though Gaul's proud legions roU'd 
like mist away, [shown, — 

Was half his self- devoted valour 
He gaged but life on that illustrious 
day ; [array, 

But when he toil'd those squadrons to 
Who fought like Britons in the bloody 
game, 
Sharper than Polish pike or assagay. 
He braved the shafts of censure and 
of shame, 
And, dearer far than life, he pledged a 
soldier's fame. 



XVL 

Nor be his praise o'eipast who strove to 

hide [wound. 

Beneath the warrior's vest affection's 

Whose wish Heaven for his country's 

weal denied ; [found. 

Danger and fate he sought, but glory 

From dime to clime, where'er war's 

trum[)ets sound, [still 

The wanderer went ; yet, Caledonia I 

Thine vras his thought in march and 

tented ground ; [Athole's hill. 

He dream'd 'mid Alpine cliffs of 

And heard in Ebro's roar his Lyndoch's 

lovely rill. 

xvn. 
O hero of a race renown'd of old, 
Whose war-ciy oft has waked the 
battle-swell. 
Since first distinguish'd in the onset bold. 
Wild sounding when the Roman ram- 
part fell I pcnell. 
By Wallace' side it rung the Southron's 
Aldeme, Kilsythe, and Tibber, own'd 
its fame, [tell, 
Tummell's rude pass can of its terrors 
But ne'er from prouder field arose the 
name. 
Than when wild Ronda learned the con- 
quering shout of Gr^me 1* 
xvin. 
But all too long, through seas unknown 
and dark [tale), 
(With Spenser's parable I close my 
By shoal and rock hath steer'd my 
venturous bark, [gale. 
And landward now I drive before the 
And now the blue and distant shore I 
hail, 
And nearer now I see the port expand. 
And now I gladly furl my weary sail. 
And as the prow light touches on the 
strand, [skiff to land. 
I strike mv red-cross flag, and bind my 
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ADVERTISEMENT TO THE FIRST EDITION. 

Thi Scene of this Poem ts laid at Rokeby, near Greta Bridge, in Yorkshire^ 
Md shifts to the adjacent Fortress of Barnard Castle, and to other places in that 
Vicinity. 

The Time occupied by the Action is a space of Five Days, Three of which are 
iuppoied to elapse between the end of the Fifth and the beginning of the Sixth Canto, 

The date of the supposed events is immediately subsequent to the great Battle 
<"/ Marston Moor, s^d July, 1644. This period 0/ public confusion has been chosen, 
without any purpose of combining the Fable with the Military or Political events 
«/ the Civil War, but only as affording a degree of probability to the Fictitious 
wrraiive now presented to the Public, 



INTRODUCTION TO EDITION 1830. 

^WWEBN the publication of "The Lady of the Lake," which was so eminently successful, and 
that of " Rokeby," in 1813, three years had intervened. I shall not, I believe, be accused 
wever having attempted to usurp a superiority over many men of eenius, my contemporaries : 
°^^ in point of popularity, not of actual talent, the caprice of the public had certainly given me 
'"ch a temporary superiority over men of whom, in regard to poetical fancy and feeling, I 
'^celjr thought myself worthy to loose the shoe-latch. On the other hand, it would be absurd 
■oectation in me to deny, that I conceived myself to understand, more perfectly than many of 
""y contemporaries, the manner most likely to interest the great mass of mankind. Yet, even 
*>th this belief, I must truly and fairly say, that I always considered myself rather as one who 
Nd the bets, in time to be paid over to the winner, than as having any pretence to keep them 
>ninv own right. 

In the meantime years crept on, and not without their usual depredations on the passing 
^^eration. My sons had arrived at the age when the paternal home was no longer their best 
l^bode, as both were destined to active life. The field sports, to which I was peculiarly attached. 
^ now less interest, and were replaced by other amusements of a more quiet character ; and 
^* means and opportunity of pursuing these were to be sought for. I had, indeed, for some 
^rs attended to farming, a knowledge of which is, or at least was then, indispensable to the 
r^fort of a family residing in a solitary country-house ; but although tms v*«a \\vft ^v(o\»\\fe 
«ausement of many of my friends, I have never been able to consider vl as a souxcfe o^ ^«as.>Mfc% 



i68 Scotfs Poetical Works, 

I never could think it a matter of passing importance, that my cattle or crops were better or 
more plentiful than those of my neighbours, and nevertheless I bee sui to feel the necessity of 
some more quiet out-door occupation, different from those I had nitherto pursued. I pur- 
chased a small farm of about one hundred acres, with the purpose of planting and imi)roving it, 
to which property circumstances afterwards enabled me to make considersLOle additions ; and 
thus an era took place in my life, almost equal to the important one mentioned by the Vicar of 
Wakefield, when he removed from the Blue-room to the Brown. In point of neighbourhood, at 
least, the change of residence made little fnore difference. Abbotsford, to which we removed, 
was only six or seven miles down the Tweed, and lay on the same beautiful stream. It did not 
possess the romantic character of Ashestiel, mv former residence ; but it had a stretch of 
meadow-land along the river, and possessed, in the phrase of the landscape-gardener, consider- 
able capabilities. Above all, the land was my own, like Uncle Toby's Bowling-green, to do 
what I would with. It had been, though the gratification was long postponed, an early wish of 
mine to connect myself with my mother-earth, and prosecute those experiments by which a 
species of creative power is exercised over the face of nature. I can trace, even to childhood, a 
pleasure derived from Dodsley's account of Shenstone's Leasowes, and I envied the poet much 
more for the pleasure of accomplishing the objects detailed in his friend's sketch of his grounds, 
than for the possession of pipe, crook, flock, and Phillis to boot. My memory, also, tenacious 
of quaint expressions, still retained a phrase which it had gathered from an old almanack (^ 
Charles the Second's time (when everything down to almanacks affected to be smart), in which 
the reader, in the month of June, is advised, for health's sake, to walk a mile or two every 
day before breakfast, and, if he can possibly so manage, to let his exercise be taken upon his 
own land. 

With the satisfaction of having attained the fulfilment of an early and long-cherished hope, 
I commenced my improvements, as delightful in their progress as those of the child who ust 
makes a dress for a new doll. The nakedness of the land was in time hidden by woodlands of 
considerable extent — the smallest of possible cottages was progressively expanded into a sort of 
dream of a mansion-house, whimsical in the exterior, but convenient within. Nor did I fcwg^ 
what is the natural pleasure of every man who has been a reader, I mean the filling the shelves 
of a tolerably large library. All these objects I kept in view, to be executed as convenience 
should serve ; and, although I knew many years must elapse before they could be attained, I 
was of a disposition to comfort myself with the Spanish proverb, "Time and I against any two." 

The difficult and indispensable point, of finding a permanent subject of occupation, was now 
at length attained ; but there was annexed to it the necessity of becoming again a candidate for 
public favour ; for, as I was turned improver on the»earth of the everv-day world, it was under 
condition that the small tenement of Parnassus, which might be accessiole to my labours, dioold 
not remain^ u ncul ti vated. 

I meditated, at first, a poem on the subject of Bruce, in which I made some progress, bat 
afterwards judged it advisaole to lay it aside, supposing that an English story might luivexnore 
novelty : in consequence, the precedence was given to " Rokeby." 

If subject and scenery could have influenced the fate of a poem, that of " Rokeby" should 
have been eminently distinguished ; for the grounds belong to a dear friend, with whom I had 
lived in habits of intimacy for many years, and the place itself united the romantic b^uties of 
the wilds of Scotland with the rich and smiling aspect of the southern portion of the island. 
But the Cavaliers and Roundheads, whom I attempted to summon up to tenant this beaud/hl 
region, had for the public neither the novelty nor the peculiar interest of the primitive Higb- 
landers. This, perhaps, was scarcely to be expected, considering that the general mind sympa- 
thises readily and at once with the stamp which nature herself has affixed upon the manneis of 
a people living in a simple and patriarchal state ; whereas it has more difficulty in understand' 
ing or interesting itself in manners founded upon those peculiar habits of thinking or acting, 
which are produced by the progress of society. We could read with pleasure the tale oi the 
adventures of a Cossack or a Mongol Tartar, while we only wonder and stare over those of the 
lovers in the " Pleasing Chinese History," where the embarrassments turn upon diflSculties 
arising out of unintelligible delicacies peculiar to the customs and manners of that affected 
people. 

The cause of my failure had, however, a far deeper root. The manner, or style, which, 1>7 
its novelty, attracted the public in an unusual degree, had now, after having been three times 
before them, exhausted the patience of the reader, and began in the fourth to lose its chani& 
The reviewers may be said to have apostrophised the author in the language of Fanidls 
Edwin : — 

•' And here reverse the charm, he cries, 
And let it fairly now suffice. 
The gambol has been shown." 

The licentious combination of rhymes, in a manner not perhaps very congenial to oar lan- 
guage, had not been confined to the author. Indeed, in most similar Cases, the inventors of 
such novelties have th ' 
fury of his own dogs. 

hundred gentlemen (and .»«.„-„ ...w — >.- . — , j, -- ^ , ,— •- — . . , 

this there was do remedy; the harmony became Xkesoxae «xA ox^voscrj^and both the origins' 
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inventor and his invention must have fallen into contempt, if he had not found out another road 
to public favour. What has been said of the metre only, must be considered to apply equally to 
the structure of the Poem and of the style. The very best passages of any popular style are not, 
peihaps, susceptible of imitation, but they may be approached by men of talent ; and those 
who are less able to copy them, at least lay hold of their peculiar features, so as to produce a 
;tnMi^ bturlesque. In either way, the effect of the manner is rendered cheap and common ; 
md, m the latter case, ridiailous to boot. The evil consequences to an author's reputation are 
It least as fatal as those which come upon the musical composer, when his melody falls into the 
lands of the street ballad-singer. 

Of the unfavourable species of imitation, the author's style gave room to a very large 
lumber, owing to an appearance of facility to which some of those who used the measure un- 
juesticmably leaned too far. The effect of the more favourable imitations, composed by persons 
rf talent, was almost equally unfortunate to the original minstrel, by showing that they could 
Dvershoot him with his own bow. In short, the popularity which once attended the School, 
as it was called, was now fast decaying. 

Besides all this, to have kept his ground at the crisis when " Rokeby" appeared, its author 
ought to have put forth his utmost strength, and to have possessed at feast all his original ad- 
vantages, for a mighty and unexpected rival was advancing on the stage — a rival not in poetical 
powers only, but in that artvof attracting popularity, in which the present writer had hitherto 
preceded better men than himself. The reader will easily see that Byron is here meant, who, 
after a little velitation of no great promise, now appeared as a serious candidate, in the " First 
Two Cantos of Childe Harold." I was astonished at the power evinced by that work, which 
neither the " Hours^ of Idleness" nor the " English Bards and Scotch Reviewers" had prepared 
me to expect from Its author. There was a depth in his thought, an eager abundance in 
lus dicticm, which argued full confidence in the inexhaustible resources of which he felt himself 
powcssed ; and there was some appearance of that labour of the file, which indicates that the 
author is conscious of the necessity of doing every justice to his work, that it may pass warrant. 
Lord Byron was also a traveller, a man whose ideas were fired by having seen, in distant scenes 
of difficulty and danger, the places whose very names are recorded in our bosoms as the shrines 




cariy close. There would have been little wisdom in measuring my force with so formidable 
an antagonist ; and I was as likely to tire of playing second fiddle in the concert, as my audience 




all 
a 

narrow one ; it occupied me constantly, and it became daily more difficult for ine to interest 
myself in poetical composition : — 

" How happily the days of Thalaba went by ! " 

Yet, though conscious that I must be, in the opinion of good judges, inferior to the place I 
bd for four or five years held in letters, and feeling alike that the latter was one to which I had 
onh a tempcnary right, I could not brook the idea of relinquishing literary occupation, which 
ha. been so long my chief diversion. Neither was I disposed to choose the alternative of sink- 
fl)g into a mere editor and commentator, though that was a species of labour which I had 
piactbed, and to which I was attached. But I could not endure to think that I might not, 
vltether known or concealed, do something of more importance. My inmost thoughts were 
tboK of the Trojan Captain in the galley race : — 

Non jam, prima peto Mnesthetis, neque vincere certo ; 
Quanquam O !— sed superent, quibus hoc, Neptune, dedisti ; 
Extremes pudeat rediisse : hoc vincite, cives, 
Et prohibete nefas."* — ^^En. lib. v. 194. 

I had, indeed, some private reasons for my " Quanquam O 1 " which were not worse than 
*fco«e of Mnestheus. I have already hinted that the materials were collected for a poem on the 
*ibject of Bruce, and frap;ments of it had been shown to some of my friends, and received with 
|4ldaase. Notwithstanding, therefore, the eminent success of Byron, and the great chance^ of 
^ taking the wind out of my sails, there was, I judged, a species of cowardice in desistine 
^^ the task which I had undertaken, and it was time enough to retreat when the battle should 
De'more decidedly lost. The sale of "Rokeby," excepting as compared with that of " The Lady 
!>f the Lake," was in the highest degree respectable ; and as it included fifteen hundred quartos, 
^ those quarto-reading days, the trade had no reason to be dissatisfied. 

w. o. 

Abbotspord, A^rilflSSO, 

• " I seek not now the foremost palm to gain : 
Though yet— but ah 1 that haughty wish is vain 1 
Let those enjoy it whom the gods ordain. 
But to be last, tbe^lags of all the race 1— 
Hedeem yourselves and rae from that disgrace."— BKYD^^. 
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CANTO FIRST. 

I. 

The moon is in her summer glow, 
But hoarse and high the breezes blow, 
And, racking o'er her face, the cloud 
Varies the tincture of her shroud ; 
On Barnard's towers, and Tees's stream,* 
She changes as a guilty dream, 
When conscience, with remorse and fear. 
Goads sleeping Fancy's wild career. 
Her light seems now the blush of shame, 
Seems now tierce anger's darker flame, 
Shifting that shade; to come and go, 
Like apprehension's hurried glow ; 
Then sorrow's livery dims the air. 
And dies in darkness, like despair. 
Such varied hues the warder sees 
Reflected from the woodland Tecs, 
Then from old Baliol's tower looks forth, 
See the clouds mustering in the north. 
Hears, upon turret-roof and wall. 
By fits the plashing rain-drop fall. 
Lists to the breeze's boding sound. 
And wraps his shaggy mantle round. 

II. 
Those towers, which in the changeful 

gleam 
Throw murky shadows on the stream, 
Those towers of Barnard hold a guest, 
The emotions of whose troubled breast. 
In wild and strange confusion driven. 
Rival the flitting rack of heaven. 
Ere sleep stem Oswald's senses tied. 
Oft had he changed his weary side, 
Composed his hmbs, and vainly sought 
By effort strong to banish thought. 
Sleep came at length, but with a train 
Of feelings true and fancies vain, 
Mingling, in wild disorder cast. 
The expected future with the past. 
Conscience, anticipating time, 
Already rues the enacted crime, 
And calls her furies forth, to shake 
The sounding scourge and hissing snake ; 

*An asterisk in these paees signifies that a 
note upon the passage is to he found at the end 
of the volume. 



While her poor victim's ontward throes 
Bear witness to his mental woes, 
And show what lesson may be read 
Beside a sinner's restless bed. 

III. 
Thus Oswald's labouring feelings trace 
Strange changes in his sleeping face. 
Rapid and ominous as these [Tees. 

With which the moonbeams tinge the 
There might be seen of shame the blush, 
There anger's dark and fiercer flush, 
While the perturbM sleeper^s hand 
Seem'd grasping dagger-knife, or brand. 
Relax'd that grasp, the heavy sigh, 
The tear in the half-opening eye. 
The pallid cheek and brow, confess'd 
That grief was busy in his breast ; 
Nor paused that mood — a sudden start 
Impell'd the life-blood from the heart : 
Featiu-es convulsed, and mutterings dread, 
Show terror reigns in sorrow's stead. 
That pang the painful sltmiber broke. 
And Oswald with a start awoke. 

IV. 

He woke, and fear'd again to close 
His eyelids in such dire repose ; 
He woke, — to watch the lamp, and tell 
From hour to hour the castle-bell. 
Or listen to the owlet's cry. 
Or the sad breeze that whistles by. 
Or catch, by fits, the tuneless rhyme 
With which the warder cheats the time, 
And envying think, how, when the sun 
Bids the poor soldier's watch be don^ 
Couch'd on his straw, and fancy free, 
He sleeps like careless infancy. 

V. 

Far townward sounds a distant tread, 
And Oswald, starting from his bed. 
Hath caught it, though no human ear, 
Unsharpen'd by revenge and fear. 
Could e'er distinguish norse's clank, 
Until it reach'd the castle bank. 
Now nigh and plain the sound appears. 
The warder's challenge now he hears. 
Then clanking chains and levers tdl, 
\ TYvaX o' ex M?[ift moal the drawbridge fell, 
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And, in the castle court below, 
Voices are heard, and torches glow. 
As marshalling the stranger's way, 
Straight for the room where Oswald lay ; 
The cry was, — "Tidings from the host. 
Of weight — a messenger comes post." 
Stifling the tumult of his breast, 
His answer Oswald thus express'd — 
" Bring food and wine, and trim the fire ; 
Admit the stranger, and retire." 

VI. 

The stranger came with heavy stride, 
The morion's plumes his visage hide. 
And the buff-coat, an ample fold, 
Mantles his form's gigantic mould.* 
Full slender answer deigned he 
To Oswald's anxious courtesy. 
But mark'd, by a disdainful smile, 
He saw and scom'd the petty wile, 
When Oswald chang'd the torch's place. 
Anxious that on the soldier's face 
Its partial lustre might be thrown. 
To show his looks, yet hide his own. 
His guest, the while, laid low aside 
fhe ponderous cloak of tough bull's hide, 
And to the torch glanced broad and clear 
The corslet of a cuirassier ; 
Then from his brows the casque he drew. 
And from the dank plume dash'd the 

dew, 
From gloves of mail relieved his hands, 
And spread them to the kindling brands. 
And, turning to the genial board, 
Without a health, or pledge, or word 
Of meet and social reverence said. 
Deeply he drank, and fiercely fed ; 
As free from ceremony's sway. 
As famish'd wolf that tears his prey. 

VII. 

With deep impatience, tinged with fear, 

His host beheld him gorge his cheer. 

And quaff the full carouse, that lent 

His brow a fiercer hardiment. 

Now Oswald stood a space aside. 

Now paced the room with hasty stride, - 

In feverish agony to learn 

Tidings of deep and dread concern. 

Cursing each moment that his guest 

Protracted o'er his ruffian feast. 

Yet, viewing with alarm, at last. 

The end of that uncouth repast, 

Almost he seemed their haste to rue, 

As, at his sign, his train withdrew. 

And left him with the stranger, free 

To question of his mystery. 

Then did his silence long proclaim 

A stmggle between fear and shame. 

VIII. 
Much in the stranger's mien appears. 
To justify suspicious fears, \ 



On his dark face a scorching clime. 
And toil, had done the work of time, 
Roughen'd the brow, the temples bared. 
And sable hairs with silver shared. 
Yet left — ^what age alone could tame — 
The lip of pride, the eye of flame ; 
The full-drawn lip that upward curl'd. 
The eye that seem'd to scorn the world. 
That hp had terror never blench'd ; 
Ne'er in that eye had tear-drop quench' d 
The flash severe of swarthy glow. 
That mock'd at pain, and knew not woe. 
Inured to danger's direst form, 
Tomade and earthquake, flood and storm. 
Death had he seen by sudden blow, 
By wasting plague, by tortures slow,* 
By mine or breach, by steel or ball. 
Knew all his shapes, and scom'd them all. 

IX. 

But yet, though Bertram's harden'd 

look, 
Unmoved could blood and danger brook. 
Still worse than apathy had place 
On his swart brow and callous face ; 
For evil passions, cherish' d long, 
Had plough' d them with impressions 

strong, 
All that gives gloss to sin, all gay 
Light folly, past with youth away. 
But rooted stood, in manhood's hour. 
The weeds of vice without their flower. 
And yet the soil in which they grew, 
Had it been tamed when life was new. 
Had depth and vigour to bring forth 
The hardier fruits of virtuous worth. 
Not that, e'en then, his heart had known 
The gentler feelings' kindly tone ; 
But lavish waste had been refined 
To bounty in his chasten'd mind. 
And lust of gold, that waste to feed. 
Been lost in love of glory's meed. 
And, frantic then no more, his pride 
Had ta'en fair virtue for its guide. 

X. 

Even now, by conscience unrestrain'd, 
Clogg'dby gross vice, by slaughter stain' d. 
Still knew his daring soul to soar. 
And mastery o'er the mind he bore ; 
For meaner guilt, or heart less hard, 
Quail'd beneath Bertram's bold regard. 
And this felt Oswald, while in vain 
He strove, by many a winding train. 
To lure his sullen guest to show, 
Unask'd, the news he long'd to know. 
While on far other subject hung 
His heart, than falter'd from his tongue. 
Yet nought for that his guest did deign 
To note or spare his secret pain. 
But still, in stem and st\Ai>aoTTv s>ot\.» 
Retum'd him answet daxV. ax\d s\iox\.. 
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Or started from the theme, to range 
In loose digression wild and strange, 
And forced the embarrass'd host to buy, 
By query close, direct reply, 

XI. 

A while he glozed upon the cause 
Of Commons, Covenant, and Laws, 
And Church Reform'd— but felt rebuke 
Beneath grim Bertram's sneering look. 
Then stammer'd — "Has a field been 

fought ? 
Has Bertram news of battle brought ? 
For sure a soldier, famed so far 
In foreign fields for feats of war, 
On eve of fight ne'er left the host, 
Until the field were won and lost." 
" Here, in your towers by circling Tees, 
You, Oswald Wycliffe, rest at ease ; 
Why deem it strange that others come 
To share such safe and easy home, 
From fields where danger, death, and toil, 
Are the reward of civil broil?" — 
"Nay, mock not, friend! since well we 
The near advances of the foe, [know 

To mar our northern army's work, 
Encamp'd before beleaguer'd York ; 
Thy horse with valiant Fairfax lay, 
And must have fought — how went the 

day?"— 

XII. 

"Wouldst hear the tale?— On Marston 

heath* 
Met, front to front, the ranks of death ; 
Flourish'd the trumpets fierce, and now 
Fired was each eye, and fiush'd each brow; 
On either side loud clamours ring, 
• God and the Cause 1' — • God and the 

King!' 
Right English all, they rush'd to blows, 
With nought to win, and all to lose. 
I could have laugh'd — but lack'd the 
To see, in phrenesy sublime, [time — 

How the fierce zealots fought and bled 
For king or state, as humour led ; 
Some for a dream of public good. 
Some for church-tippet, gown, and hood, 
Draining their veins, in death to claim 
A patriot's or a martyr's name. — 
Led Bertram Risingham the hearts. 
That counter'd there on adverse parts, 
No superstitious fool had I 
Sought El Dorados in the sky 1 
Chili had heard me through ner states, 
And Lima oped her silver gates. 
Rich Mexico I had march'd through. 
And sack'd the splendours of Peru, 
Till sunk Pizarro's daring name. 
And, Cortez, thine, in Bertram's fame." — 
** Still from the purpose wilt thou stray I 
Good gentle fpend, how went the day?" — 



XIII. 
" Good am I deem'd at trumpet-sound, 
And good where goblets dance the round. 
Though gentle ne'er was join'd, till now. 
With rugged Bertram's breast and brow.— 
But I resume. The battle's rage 
Was like the strife which currents wage, 
Where Orinoco, in his pride. 
Rolls to the main no tribute tide. 
But 'gainst broad ocean urges far 
A rival sea of roaring war ; 
While, in ten thousand eddies driven. 
The billows fling their foam to heaven. 
And the pale pilot seeks in vain. 
Where rolls the river, where the main. 
Even thus upon the bloody field. 
The eddying tides of conflict wheel'd 
Ambiguous, till that heart of flame. 
Hot Rupert, on our squadrons came, 
Hurling against our spears a line 
Of gallants, fiery as their wine ; 
Then ours, though stubborn in their zeal. 
In zeal's despite began to reel. 
What wouldst thou more? — in tumult tost. 
Our leaders fell, our ranks were lost. 
A thousand men, who drew the sword 
For both the Houses and the Word, 
Preach'd forth jfrom hamlet, grange, and 

down. 
To curb the crosier and the crown. 
Now, stark and stiff, lie stretch'd in gore. 
And ne'er shall rail at mitre more. — 
Thus fared it, when I left the fight. 
With the good Cause and Commons' 

right."— 

XIV. 

" Disastrous news 1 " dark Wycliffe said ; 
Assumed despondence bent his head. 
While troubled joy was in his eye. 
The well-feign'd sorrow to belie. — 
•' Disastrous news — when needed most. 
Told ye not that your chiefs were lost ? 
Complete the woful tale, and say 
Who fell upon that fatal day ; 
What leaders of repute and name 
Bought by their death a deathless fame. 
If such my direst foeman's doom. 
My tears shall dew his honour'd tomb.— 
No answer ? — Friend, of all our host. 
Thou know'st whom I should hate the 

most, 
Whom thou, too, once wert wont to hate, 
Yet leav'st me doubtful of his fate." 
With look unmoved, — " Of friend or foe, 
Aught," answer'd Bertram, "would'st 

thou know. 
Demand in simple terms and plain, 
A soldier's answer shalt thou gain ; — 
For question dark, or riddle high, 
\\ Yia.\^ \wA vid^tosnt uor reply." 
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XV. 

The wrath his art and fear suppress'd, 
Now blazed at once in Wycliffe's breast ; 
And brave, from man so meanly born, 
Roused his hereditary scorn. 
• • Wretch ! hast thou paid thy bloody debt? 
Philip of Mortham, lives he yet? 
False to thy patron or thine oath, 
Trait'rous or perjured, one or both, 
Slave ! hast thou kept thy promise plight. 
To slay thy leader in the fight?" 
Then from his seat the soldier sprung, 
And Wychflfe's hand he strongly wrung ; 
His grasp, as hard as glove of mail, 
Forced the red blood-drop from the nail — 
•'A health ! " he cried ; and, erehe quaff 'd, 
Flung from him Wycliife's hand, and 
^ugh'd : [heart 1 

— "Now, Oswald WyclifFe, speaks thy 
Now play'st thou well thy genuine part 1 
Worthy, but for thy craven fear, 
Like me to roam a buccanier. 
What reck'st thou of the Cause divine. 
If Mortham's wealth and lands be thine? 
What carest thou for beleagur'd York, 
If this good hand have done its work ? 
Or what though Fairfax and his best 
Are reddening Marston's swarthy breast. 
If Philip Mortham with them lie, 
Lending his life-blood to the dye? — 
Sit, then 1 and as 'mid comrades free 
Carousing after victory, 
When tales are told of blood and fear, 
That boys and women shrink to hear, 
From point to point I frankly tell 
The deed of death as it befeU. 

XVI. 

" When purposed vengeance I forego, 
Term me a wretch, nor deem me foe ; 
And when an insult I foigive, 
Then brand me as a slave, and live 1— 
Phihp of Mortham is with those 
Whom Bertram Risingham calls foes ; 
Or whom more sure revenge attends, 
If number'd with ungrateful friends. 
As was his wont, ere battle glow'd, 
Along the marshall'd ranks he rode, 
And wore his visor up the while. 
I saw his melancholy smile, 
When, full opposed in front, he knew 
Where Rokebt's kindred banner flew. 
' And thus, ' he said, ' will friends divide 1 ' — 
I heard, and thought how, side by side, 
We two had tum'd the battle's tide, 
In many a well-debated field. 
Where Bertram'sbreast was Philip's shield. 
I thought on Darien's deserts pale, 
Where death bestrides the evening gale ; 
How o'er my friend my cloak I threw; 
And fenceless faced the deadly dew ; 



I thought on Quariana's cliff, 
Where, rescued from our foundering skiff, 
Through the white breakers' wrath I bore 
Exhausted Mortham to the shore ; 
And when his side an arrow found, 
I suck'd the Indian's venom'd wound. 
These thoughts like torrents rush'd along. 
To sweep away my purpose strong. 

XVII. 

*• Hearts are not flint, and flints are rent ; 
Hearts are not steel, and steel is bent. 
When Mortham bade me, as of yore. 
Be near him in the battle's roar, 
I scarcely saw the spears laid low, 
I scarcely heard the trumpets blow ; 
Lost was the war in inward strife, 
Debating Mortham's death or life. 
'Twas then I thought, how, lured to come. 
As partner of his wealth and home, 
Years of piratic wandering o'er. 
With him I sought our native shore. 
But Mortham's lord grew far estranged 
From the bold heart with whom he ranged ; 
Doubts, horrors, superstitious fears, 
Sadden'd and dimm'd descending years ; 
The wily priests their victim sought, 
And damn'd each free-bom deed and 
Then must I seek another home, [thought, 
My license shook his sober dome ; 
If gold he gave, in one wild day 
I revell'd thrice the sum away. 
An idle outcast then I stray' d, 
Unfit for tillage or for trade ; 
Deem'd, like the steel of rusted lance. 
Useless and dangerous at once. 
The women fear'd my hardy look, 
At my approach the peaceful shook ; 
The merchant saw my glance of flame, 
And lock'd his hoards when Bertram came; 
Each child of coward peace kept far 
From the neglected son of war. 

XVIII. 

" But civil discord gave the call, 
And made my trade the trade of all. 
By Mortham urged, I came again 
His vassals to the fight to train. 
What guerdon waited on my care ? 
I could not cant of creed or prayer ; 
Sour fanatics each trust obtain'd. 
And I, dishonour'd and disdain'd, 
Gain'd but the high and happy lot. 
In these poor arms to front the shot ! — 
All this thou know'st, thy gestures tell ; 
Yet hear it o'er, and mark it well. 
'Tis honour bids me now relate 
Each circumstance of Mortham's fate. 

XIX. 
•• Thoughts, from the tongue that slowly 
part, N^'eaxN^ 

Glance quick as Ug)a\.mTv^ Omom^ ^^ 
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As my spur press' d my courser's side, 
Philip of Mortham's cause was tried, 
And, ere the charging squadrons mix'd. 
His plea was cast, his doom was fix'd. 
I watch' d him through the doubtful fray, 
That changed as March's moody day, 
Till, like a stream that bursts its bank, 
Fierce Rupert thunder'd on our flank. 
*Twas then, 'midst tumult, smoke, and 

strife, 
Where each man fought for death or life, 
'Twas then I fired my petronel. 
And Mortham, steed and rider, fell. 
One dying look he upward cast, 
Of wrath and anguish — 'twas his last. 
Think not that there I stopp'd, to view 
What of the battle should ensue ; 
But ere I clear' d that bloody press. 
Our northern horse ran masterless ; 
Monckton and Mitton told the news, 
How troops of roundheads choked the 
And many a bonny Scot, aghast, [Ouse, 
Spurring his palfrey northward, past, 
Cursing the day when zeal or meed 
First lured their Leslie o'er the Tweed.* 
Yet when I reach' d the banks of Swale, 
Had rumour leam'd another tale ; 
With his barb'd horse, fresh tidings say, 
Stout Cromwell has redeem' d the day : * 
But whether false the news, or true 
Oswald, I reck as hght as you." 

XX. 
Not then by Wycliffe might be shown, 
How his pride startled at the tone 
In which his complice, fierce and free. 
Asserted guilt's equality. 
In smoothest terms his speech he wove, 
Of endless friendship, faith, and love ; 
Promised and vow'd in courteous sort, 
But Bertram broke professions short. 
*• Wycliffe, be sure not here I stay, 
No, scarcely till the rising day ; 
Wam'd by the legends of my youth, 
I trust not an associate's truth. 
Do not my native dales prolong 
Of Percy Rede the tragic song. 
Train' d forward to his bloody fall, 
By Girsonfield, that treacherous Hall?* 
Oft, by the Pringle's haunted side, 
"The shepherd sees his spectre glide. 
And near the spot that gave me name. 
The moated mound of Risingham, 
Where Reed upon her mai^n sees 
Sweet Woodbume's cottages and trees. 
Some ancient sculptor's art has shown 
An outlaw's image on the stone;* 
Unmatched in strength, a giant he. 
With quiver'd back, and kirtled knee. 
Ask how he died, that hunter bold, 
The ttuneleaa moiiatxsh of th^ wold, 



\ 



And age and infancy can tell. 
By brother's treachery he fell. 
Thus wam'd by legends of my youth, 
I trust to no associate's truth. 

XXI. 

" When last we reason'd of this deed. 
Nought, I bethink me, was agreed, 
Or by what rule, or when, or where. 
The wealth of Mortham we should share; 
Then list, while I the portion name. 
Our differing laws give each to claim. 
Thou, vassal sworn to England's throne. 
Her rules of heritage must own ; 
They deal thee, as to nearest heir. 
Thy kinsman's lands and livings fair. 
And these I yield : — do thou revere 
The statutes of the Buccanier.* 
Friend to the sea, and foeman sworn 
To all that on her waves are borne. 
When falls a mate in battle broil, 
His comrade heirs his portion'd spoil; 
When dies in fight a daring foe. 
He claims his wealth who struck the blow; 
And either rule to me assigns 
Those spoils of Indian seas and mines. 
Hoarded in Mortham's caverns dark; 
Ingot of gold and diamond spark. 
Chalice and plate from churches borne, 
And gems from shrieking beauty torn. 
Each string of pearl, each silver bar. 
And all the wealth of western war. 
I go to search, where, dark and deep, 
Those Trans-atlantic treasures sleep. 
Thou must along — for, lacking thee. 
The heir will scarce find entrance fi:ee; 
And then farewell. I haste to try 
Each varied pleasure wealth can buy ; 
When cloy'd each wish, these wars 

afford 
Fresh work for Bertram's restless sword." 

XXII. 
An undecided answer hung 
On Oswald's hesitating tongue. 
Despite his craft, he heard with awe 
This ruffian stabber fix the law ; 
While his own troubled passions veer 
Though hatred, joy, regret, and fear:— 
Joy'd at the soul that Bertram flies. 
He grudged the murderer's mighty prize, 
Hated his pride's presumptuous tone. 
And fear'd to wend with him alone. 
At length, that mid(Ue course to steer, 
To cowardice and craft so dear, 
••His charge," he said, "would ill allow 
His absence from the fortress now ; 
Wilfrid on Bertram should attend. 
His son should journey with his friend." 

xxni. 
Coiilempt kept Bertram's anger down, 
Kxid "wiea^S^i^bk \a i»n^ «gd52l% bis fitowa* 
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rid, or thou — 'tis one to me, 
ever bears the golden key. 
ok not but I mark, and smile 
rk, thy poor and selfish wile 1 
y from me you fear, 
Oswald Wycliffe, shields thee here? 
•rung from walls more high than 
!se, [Tees, 

ram through deeper streams than 
I not stab thee ere one yell 
rouse the distant sentin^? 
ot — it is not my design, 
it were, weak fence were thine ; 
rust me, that, in time of need, 
uid hath done more desperate deed. 
ste and rouse thy slumbering son ; 
alls, and I must needs be gone." 

XXIV. 

t of his sire's imgenerous part 
id Wilfrid's gentle heart ; 
t too soft from early life 
d with fortime needful strife. 
e, while yet a hardier race 
lerous sons were Wycliffe's grace, 
Ifrid set contemptuous brand, 
^le heart and forceless hand ; 
bnd mother's care and joy 
xntred in her sickly boy. 
ich of childhood's frolic mood 
I the elastic spring of blood ; 
ifter hour he loved to pore 
akspere's rich and varied lore, 
m'd from martial scenes and light, 
Palstaflfs feast and Percy's fight, 
ido: Jacques' moral strain, 
luse with Hamlet, wise in vain ; 
eep himself to soft repose 
sntle Desdemona's woes. 

XXV. 

th he sought not pleasures found 
ith in horse, and hawk, and hound, 
ved the quiet joys that wake 
ely stream and silent lake ; 
spdale's solitude to lie, 
i all is cliff and copse and sky ; 
nb Catcastle's dizzy peak, 
e Pendragon's mound to seek, 
ras his wont ; and there his dream 
on some wild fastastic theme, 
hful love, or ceaseless spring, 
mtemplation's wearied wing 
ithusiast could no more sustain, 
lid he sunk to earth again. 

XXVI. 
red — as many a lay can tell, 
ved in Stanmore's lovely dell ; 
s was minstrel's skill, he caught 
rt unteachable, untaught ; 
red — ^his soul did nature frame 
ive^ and fancy ntased the fames 



Vainly he loved— for seldom swain 
Of such soft mould is loved again ; 
Silent he loved — in every gaze 
Was passion, friendship in his phrase. 
So mused his life away — till died 
His brethren all, their father's pride. 
Wilfrid is now the only heir 
Of all his stratagems and care. 
And destined, darkling, to pursue 
Ambition's maze by Oswald's clue. 

XXVII. 

Wilfrid must love and woo the bright 
Matilda, heir of Rokeby's knight. 
To love her was an easy best. 
The secret empress of his breast ; 
To woo her was a harder task 
To one that durst not hope or ask. 
Yet all Matilda could, she gave 
In pity to her gentle slave ; 
Friendship, esteem, and fair regard. 
And praise, the poet's best reward 1 
She read the tales his taste approved. 
And sung the lays he framed or loved ; 
Yet, loath to nurse the fatal flame 
Of hopeless love in friendship's name, 
In kind caprice she oft withdrew 
The favouring glance to friendship due, 
Then grieved to see her victim's pain. 
And gave the dangerous smiles again. 

XXVIII. 

So did the suit of Wilfrid stand. 

When war's loud summons waked the 

land. 
Three banners, floating o'er the Tees, 
The woe-foreboding peasant sees ; 
In concert oft they braved of old 
The bordering Scot's incursion bold ; 
Frowning defiance in their pride. 
Their vassals now and lords divide. 
From his fair hall on Greta banks, 
The Knight of Rokeby led his ranks, 
To aid the valiant northern Earls, 
Who drew the sword for royal Charles. 
Mortham, by marriage near allied, — 
His sister had been Rokeby's bride, 
Though long before the civil fray, 
In peaceful grave the lady lay, — 
Philip of Mortham raised his band, 
And march'd at Fairfax's command ; 
While Wycliffe, bound by many a train 
Of kindred art with wily Vane, 
Less prompt to brave the bloody field. 
Made Barnard's battlements his shield, 
Secured them with his Lunedale powers. 
And for the Commons held the towers. 

XXIX. 
The lovely heir of Rokeby's Knight 
Waits in his halls the event of fig.bl; 

. For England's wax TevexediiV:k& ^^aitm 

1 Of every unprotected YiOLitx^, 
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And spared, amid its fiercest rage, 
Childhood and womanhood and age. 
But Wilfrid, son to Rokeby's foe, 
Must the dear privilege forego. 
By Greta's side, in evening grey, 
To steal upon Matilda's way, 
Striving, with fond hypocrisy, 
For careless step and vacant eye ; 
Calming each anxious look and glance. 
To give the meeting all to chance, 
Or framing, as a fair excuse, 
The book, the pencil, or the muse ; 
Something to give, to sing, to say, 
Some modem tale, some ancient lay. 
TTien, while the long'd-for minutes 

last, — 
Ah ! minutes quickly over-past ! — 
Recording each expression free. 
Of kind or careless courtesy. 
Each friendly look, each softer tone, 
As food for fancy when alone. 
All this is o'er — but still, unseen, 
Wilfrid may lurk in Eastwood green, 
To watch Matilda's wonted round. 
While springs his heart at every sound. 
She comes 1 — 'tis but a passing sight, 
Yet serves to cheat his weary night ; 
She comes not — He will wait the hour, 
When her lamp lightens in the tower ; 
'Tis something yet, if, as she past, 
Her shade is o'er the lattice cast. 
" What is my life, my hope?" he said; 
" Alas I a transitory shade." 

XXX. 

Thus wore his life, though reason strove 
For mastery in vain with love. 
Forcing upon his thoughts the sum 
Of present woe and ills to come. 
While still he tum'd impatient ear 
From Truth's intrusive voice severe. 
Gentle, indifferent, and subdued. 
In all but this, unmoved he view'd 
Each outward change of ill and good : 
But Wilfrid, docile, soft, and mild. 
Was Fancy's spoil'd and wayward child ; 
In her bright car she bade him ride. 
With one fair form to grace his side, 
Or, in some wild and lone retreat, 
Flung her high spells around his seat, 
Bathed in her dews his languid head, 
Her fairy mantle o'er him spread, 
For him her opiates gave to flow. 
Which he who tastes can ne'er forego, 
And placed him in her circle, free 
From every stem reality, 
Till, to the Visionary, seem 
Her day-dreams tmth, and truth a dream. 

XXXI. 

Woe to the youth whom Fancy gains, 
WJnniDg from Reason's hand the terns, 



Pity and woe ! for such a mind 
Is soft, contemplative, and kind ; 
And woe to those who train such youth, 
And spare to press the rights of tmth, 
The mind to strengthen and anneal. 
While on the stithy glows the steel 1 
O teach him, while your lessons last, 
To judge the present by the past ; 
Remind him of each wish pursued, 
How rich it glow'd with promised good ; 
Remind him of each wish enjoy' d. 
How soon his hopes possession cloy 'd 1 
Tell him, we play unequal game, 
Whene'er we shoot by Fancy's aim ; 
And, ere he strip him for her race. 
Show the conditions of the chase. 
Two sisters by the goal are set, 
Cold Disappointment and Regret ; 
One disenchants the winner's eyes, 
And strips of all its worth the prize ; 
While one augments its gaudy show. 
More to enhance the loser's woe. 
The victor sees his fairy gold, 
Transform'd, when won, to drossy mold; 
But still the vanquish' d mourns his loss. 
And rues, as gold, that glittering dross. 

XXXII. 

More wouldst thou know — yon tower 

survey. 
Yon couch unpress'd since parting day. 
Yon untrimm'd lamp, whose yellow gleam 
Is mingling with the cold moonbeam, 
And yon thin form 1 — the hectic red 
On his pale cheek unequal spread ; 
The head reclined, the loosen'd hair. 
The limbs relax' d, the mournful air.— 
See, he looks up ; — a woeful smile 
Lightens his woe-wom cheek a while,— 
'Tis Fancy wakes some idle thought, 
To gild the ruin she has wrought ; 
For, like the bat of Indian brakes. 
Her pinions fan the wound she makes, 
And soothing thus the dreamer's pain, 
She drinks his life-blood from the vein. 
Now to the lattice turn his eyes. 
Vain hope 1 to see the sun arise. 
The moon with clouds is still o'ercast, 
Still howls by fits the stormy blast ; 
Another hour must wear away. 
Ere the East kindle into day. 
And hark I to waste that weary hour. 
He tries the minstrel's magic power. 

XXXIII. 

§ONG. 
To the Moon, 

Hail to thy cold and clouded beam, 
Pale pilgrim of the troubled sky 1 

Hail, though the mists that o'er thee stream 
VAXid. \.o >i)K^ \«Qw >Jwdx fallen dye 1 
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old thy pure and peaceful eye 
ibled view our scenes below, 
. tearless beam supply 
It a world of war and woe 1 

en 1 I will not blame thee now, 

e by Greta's fairy side 

e cloud that dimm'd thy brow 

sn an angel's beauty hide. 

le shades I then could chide, 

e the thoughts to memory dear, 

ie a softer strain I tried, 

id my blush, and calm'd my fear. 

I swear thy ray serene 
»nn'd to hght some lonely dell, 
>nd lovers only seen, 
ed from the crystal well, 
Dg on their mossy cell, 
Bering on the lattice bright, 
ng on their couch, to tell 
M^dy wanes the summer night ! 

XXXIV. 

, — a step at this lone hotir ! 
—his father seeks the tower, 
rgard look and troubled sense, 
m his dreadful conference. 
1 — what, not to sleep address'd ? 
it no cares to chase thy rest. 
I has fall'n on Marston-moor ; 
brings warrant to secure 
ures, bought by spoil and blood, 
>tate's use and public good, 
ials will thy voice obey ; 
ommission have its way, 
point, in every word." — 
a whisper, — •* Take thy sword ; 
is — ^what I must not tell. 
s hasty step — farewell I" 

CANTO SECOND. 

I. 

he chambers of the west, 
: had sigh'd itself to rest ; 
»n was cloudless now and clear, 
, and soon to disappear, 
grey clouds wax dimly light 
ieton and Houghton height, 
rich dale, that eastward lay, 
:he wakening touch of day, 
its woods and cultured plain, 
ers and spires, to light again, 
iward, Stanmore's shapeless swell, 
ledale wild, and Kelton-fdl, 
C'begirdled Gilmanscar, 
ingarth, lay dark afar ; 
s a livelier twilight falls, 
proud Barnard's banner'd walls. 
)wn'd he sits, in dawning pale, 
sreign of the lovely vai& 



II. 
What prospects, from his watch-tower 

high. 
Gleam gradual on the warder's eye ! — 
Far sweeping to the east, he sees 
Down his deep woods the course of Tees,* 
And tracks his wanderings by the steam 
Of summer vapours from the stream ; 
And ere he paced his destined hour 
By Brackenbury's dungeon-tower. 
These silver mists shall melt away, 
And dew the woods with glittering spray. 
Then in broad lustre shall be shown 
That mighty trench of living stone, 
And each huge trunk that, from the side. 
Reclines him o'er the darksome tide. 
Where Tees, full many a fathom low. 
Wears with his rage no common foe ; 
For pebbly bank, nor sand-bed here. 
Nor clay-mound, checks his fierce career, 
Condemn'd to mine a channell'd way. 
O'er solid sheets of marble grey. 

III. 

Nor Tees alone, in dawning bright. 

Shall rush upon the ravish'd sight ; 

But many a tributary stream 

Each from its own dark dell shall gleam : 

Staindrop, who, from her sylvan bowers, 

Salutes proud Raby's battled towers ; 

The rural brook of Egliston, 

And Balder, named from Odin's son ; 

And Greta, to whose banks ere long 

We lead the lovers of the song ; 

And silver Lune, from Stanmore wild. 

And fairy Thorsgill's murmuring child ; 

And last and least, but loveliest still, 

Romantic Deepdale's slender rill. 

Who in that dim-wood glen hath stray* d. 

Yet long'd for Roslin's magic glade? 

Who, wandering there, ^th sought to 

change. 
Even for that vale so stem and strange. 
Where Cartland's Crags, fantastic rent, 
Through her green copse like spires are 
Yet, Albin, yet the praise be thine, [sent ? 
Thy scenes and story to combine I 
Thou bidd'st him, who by Roslin strays. 
List to the deeds of other days ; [cave, 
'Mid Cartland's Crags thou show'st the 
The refuge of thy champion brave ; f 
Giving each rock its storied tale, 
Pouring a lay for every dale. 
Knitting, as with a moral band. 
Thy native legends with thy land. 
To lend each scene the interest high 
Which genius beams from Beauty's eye. 

t Cartland Crags^ near Lanark, celebrated 
as among the favounte teUea\& ol ^vc '^'^^axck. 
Wallace. 
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IV. 

Bertram awaited not the sight 

Which sun-rise shows from Barnard's 

height, 
But from the towers, preventing day, 
With Wilfrid took his early way, 
While misty dawn, and moonbeam pale, 
Still mingled in the silent dale. 
By Barnard's bridge of stately stone, 
The southern bank of Tees they won ; 
Their winding path then eastward cast, 
And Egliston's grey ruins pass'd;* 
Each on his own deep visions bent. 
Silent and sad they onward went. 
Well may you think that Bertram's mood, 
To Wilfrid savage seem'd and rude ; 
Well may you think bold Risingham 
Held Wilfrid trivial, poor, and tame ; 
And small the intercourse, I ween, 
Such imcongenial souls between. 

V. 

Stem Bertram shunn'd the nearer way. 
Through Rokeby's park and chase that lay. 
And, skirting high the valley's ridge, 
They cross'd by Greta's ancient bridge. 
Descending where her waters wind 
Free for a space and unconhned, [glen, 
As, 'scaped from Brignall's dark-wood 
She seeks wild Mortham's deeper den. 
There, as his eyed glanced o'er the mound, 
Raised by that Legion* long renown' d. 
Whose votive shrine asserts their claim. 
Of pious, faithful, conquering fame, 
*' Stem sons of war I'" sad Wilfrid sigh'd, 
" Behold the boast of Roman pride 1 
What now of all your toils are known ? 
A grassy trench, a broken stone !" — 
Tlus to himself ; for moral strain 
To Bertram were address'd in vain. 

VI. 

Of different mood, a deeper sigh 
Awoke, when Rokeby's turrets high* 
Were northward in the dawning seen 
To rear them o'er the thicket green. 
O then, though Spenser's self had stray'd 
Beside him through the lovely glad^ 
Lending his rich luxuriant glow 
Of fancy, all its charms to show, 
Pointing the stream rejoicing free, 
As captive set at liberty. 
Flashing her sparkling waves abroad. 
And clamouring joyfiU on her road ; 
Pointing where, up the sunny banks, 
The trees retire in scattered ranks. 
Save where, advanced before the rest, 
On knoll or hillock rears his crest. 
Lonely and huge, the giant Oak, 
As champions, when their band is broke. 
Stand forth to guard the rearward post, 
The bulwark of the scatter'd host — 



All this, and more, might Spenser say, 
Yet waste in vain his magic lay, 
While Wilfnd eyed the distant tower, 
Whose lattice lights Matilda's bower. 

VII. 

The open vale is soon pass'd o'er, 
Rokeby, though nigh, is seen no more ; 
Sinking 'mid Greta's thickets deep, 
A wild and darker course they keep, 
A stem and lone, yet lovely road. 
As e'er the foot of Minstrel trode 1 • 
Broad shadows o'er their passage fell, 
Deeper and narrower grew the dell ; 
It seem'd some mountain, rent and riven, 
A channel for the stream had given. 
So high the cUfi& of hmestone grey 
Hung beetling o'er the torrent's way, 
Yielding, along their mgged base, 
A flinty footpath's niggard space, 
Where he, who winds 'twixt rock and 

wave, 
May hear the headlong torrent rave, 
And like a steed in frantic fit. 
That flings the froth from curb and bit. 
May view her chafe her waves to spray, 
O'er every rock that bars her way. 
Till foam-globes on her eddies ride. 
Thick as the schemes of human pride 
That down life's current drive amain. 
As frail, as frothy, and as vain I 

VIII. 

The cliffs that rear their haughty head 
High o'er the river's darksome bed, 
Were now all naked, wild, and grey. 
Now waving all with grewiwood spray; 
Here trees to every crevice clung. 
And o'er the dell their branches htmg,* 
And there, all splinter'd and uneven. 
The shiver'd rocks ascend to heaven; 
Oft, too, the ivy swath'd their breast. 
And wreathed its garland round theircrest, 
Or from the spires bade loosely flare 
Its tendrils in the middle air. 
As pennons wont to wave of old 
O'er the high feast of Baron bold, 
When revell'd loud the feudal rout. 
And the arch'd halls retum'd their shout; 
Such and more wild is Greta's roar, 
And such the echoes from her shore. 
And so the ivied banners' gleam. 
Waved wildly o'er the brawlmg stream. 

IX. 
Now from the stream the rocks recede^ 
But leave between no sunny mead, 
No, nor the spot of pebbly sand. 
Oft found by such a moimtain strand; 
Forming such warm and diy retreat, 
As fancy deems the lon^y seat, 
(where hermit, wandering from his ceD| 
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, 'twizt rook and river, grew 
I grove of sable yew, 
lose sad tints were iningled seen 
hted fir's sepulchral green, 
liat the trees their shadows cast, 
h that nourish'd them to blast ; 
T knew that swarthy grove 
lant hue that fairies love ; 
ling green, nor woodland flower, 
ithin its baleful bower: 
k and sable earth receives 
carpet from the leaves, 
>m the withering branches cast, 
d the ground with every blast. 
now the sun was o'er the hill, 
lark spot 'twas twilight still, 
t on Greta's farther side 
raggling beams through copse- 
d gOde ; 

1 and savage contrast made 
igle's deep and funeral shade, 
5 bright tints of early day, 
i^mmering through the ivy spray, 
apposing summit lay. 
X. 

d peasant shunn'd the dell ; 
erstition wont to tell 
' a grisly sound and sight, 
its path at dead of night, [wide, 
Christmas logs blaze high and 
nders speed the festal tide ; 
iiriosity and Fear, 
I and Pain, sit crouching near, 
dhood's cheek no longer glows, 
age maidens lose the rose. 
lUng interest rises higher, 
le closes nigh and nigher, 
ddering glaiice is cast behind, 
ar moans the wintry wind, 
that fitting scene was laid 
1 wild tales in Mortham glade ; 
) had seen, on Greta's side, 
dim light fierce Bertram stride, 
a spot, at such an hotu*, 
'd by Superstition's power, [given 
Tell have deem'd that Hell had 
jrer's ghost to upper Heaven, 
^ilfiid's form had seem'd to glide 
pale victim by his side. 

XI. 
ik to village swains alone 
;e unearthly terrors known ; 
to rank nor sex confined 
ain ague of the mind : 
Inn as steel, as marble hard, 
faith, and love, and pity barr'd, 
laked, like aspen leaves in May, 
I its universal sway. 
I had listed many a tale 
ler in lois native dale, 



That in his secret soul retain'd 
The credence they in childhood gain'd : 
Nor less his wild adventurous youth 
Believed in every legend's truth ; 
Leam'd when, beneath the tropic gale. 
Full swell' d the vessel's steady sail. 
And the broad Indian moon her light 
Pour'd on- the watch of middle night. 
When seamen love to hear and tell 
Of portent, prodigy, and spell : 
What gales are sold on Lapland's shore. 
How whistle rash bids tempests roar,* 
Of witch, of mermaid, and of sprite. 
Of Erick's cap and Elmo's light ;* 
Or of that Phantom Ship, whose form 
Shoots like a meteor through the storm ; 
When the dark scud comes driving hard, 
And lower'd is every topsail yard, 
And canvas, wove in earthly looms. 
No more to brave the storm presumes 1 
Then, 'mid the war of sea and sky. 
Top and top-gallant hoisted high. 
Full spread and crowded every sail. 
The Demon Frigate braves the gale ;• 
And well the doom'd spectators know 
The harbinger of wreck and woe. 

XII. 
Then, too, were told, in stifled tone. 
Marvels and omens all their own ; 
How, by some desert isle or key,* 
Where Spaniards wrought their cruelty. 
Or where the savage pirate's mood 
Repaid it home in deeds of blood, 
Strange nightly sotmds of woe and fear 
Appall'd the listening Buccanier, 
Whose light-arm'd shallop anchor'd lay 
In ambush by the lonely bay. 
The groan of grief, the shriek of pain. 
Ring from the moonlight groves of cane ; 
The fierce adventiuer's heart they scare, 
Who wearies memory for a prayer, 
Curses the roadstead, and with gale 
Of early morning lifts the sail. 
To give, in thirst of blood and prey, 
A legend for another bay. 

XIII. 
Thus, as a man, a youth, a child, 
Train'd in the m3rstic and the wild. 
With this on Bertram's soul at times 
Rush'd a dark feeling of his crimes ; 
Such to his troubled soul their form, 
As the pale Death-ship to the storm. 
And such their omen dim and dread. 
As shrieks and voices of the dead, — 
That pang, whose transitory force 
Hover'd 'twixt horror and remorse — 
That pang, perchance, his bosom press'd, 
As Wilfrid sudden he address'd : — 
"Wilfrid, this glen is ivevet \io^'& 
Until the sun rides Yiigyi «totoa^\ 



i8o 



Scott* s Poetical Works. 



[canto 



Yet twice have I beheld to-day 

A Form, that seem'd to dog our way; 

Twice from my glance it seem'd to flee, 

And shroud itself by cliff or tree. 

How think'st thou? — Is our path waylaid? 

Or hath thy sire my trust betray 'd? 

If so" Ere, starting from his dream, 

That tum'd upon a gentler theme, 
Wilfrid had roused him to reply, 
Bertram sprung forward, shouting high, 
"Whate'er thou art, thou now shalt 

stand!"— 
And forth he darted, sword in hand. 

XIV. 

As bursts the levin in its wrath, 

He shot him down the sounding path ; 

Rock, wood, and stream rang wildly out. 

To his loud step and savage shout. 

Seems that the object of his race 

Hath scaled the cUffs ; his frantic chase 

Sidelong he turns, and now 'tis bent 

Right up the rock's tall battlement ; 

Straining each sinew to ascend, 

Foot, hand, and knee their aid must 

lend. 
Wilfrid, all dizzy with dismay, 
Views, from beneath, his dreadful way : 
Now to the oak's warp'd roots he chngs. 
Now trusts his weight to ivy strings ; 
Now, like the wild-goat, must he dare 
An unsupported leap in air ; 
Hid in the shrubby rain-course now, 
You mark him by the crashing bough. 
And by his corslet's sullen clank, 
And by the stones spum'd from the bank, 
And by the hawk scared from her nest, 
And ravens croaking o'er their guest. 
Who deem his forfeit limbs sha^ pay 
The tribute of his bold essay. 

XV. 

See, he emerges ! — desperate now 
All farther course — Yon beethng brow. 
In craggy nakedness sublime, 
What heart or foot shall dare to climb? 
It bears no tendri^ for his clasp, 
Presents no angle to his grasp : 
Sole stay his foot may rest upon, 
Is yon earth-bedded jetting stone. 
Balanced on such precarious prop, 
He strains his grasp to reach the top. 
Just as the dangerous stretch he msdces, 
By Heaven, his faithless footstool shakes 1 
Beneath his tottering bulk it bends, 
It sways, . . it loosens, . . it descends I 
And downward holds its headlong way, 
Crashing o'er rock and copsewood spray. 
Loud thunders shake the echoing dell 1 — 
Fell it alone? — alone it fell. 
Just on the very verge of fate, 
The hardy Bertram's faUing weight 



He trusted to his sinewy hands, 
And on the top unharm'd he stands I 

XVI. 

Wilfrid a safer path pursued ; 
At intervals where, roughly hew'd, 
Rude steps ascending from the dell 
Render'd the clifi^ accessible. 
By circuit slow he thus attain'd 
The height that Risingham had gain'd. 
And when he issued from the wood, 
Before the gate of Mortham stood.* 
'Twas a fair scene 1 the sunbeam lay 
On battled tower and portal grey: 
And from the grassy slope he sees 
The Greta flow to meet the Tees ; 
Where, issuing from her darksome bed, 
She caught the morning's eastern red, 
And through the softening vale below 
Roll'd her bright waves, in rosy glow, 
All blushing to her bridal bed. 
Like some shy maid in convent bred ; 
While hnnet, lark, and blackbird gay, 
Sing forth her nuptial roundelay. 

XVII. 

'Twas sweetly simg, that roundday ; 
That summer mom shone blithe and gay; 
But morning beam, and wild-bird's call, 
Awaked not Mortham's silent halL 
No porter, by the low-brow' d gate. 
Took in the wonted niche his seat ; 
To the paved coiut no peasant drew ; 
Waked to their toil no menial crew ; 
The maiden's carol was not heard. 
As to her morning task she fared : 
In the void oflices around. 
Rung not a hoof, nor bay'd a hound ; 
Nor eager steed, with shrilling neigh. 
Accused the lagging groom's delay ; 
Untrimm'd, undress' d, neglected now, 
Was alley'd walk and orchard bough ; 
All spoke the master's absent care. 
All spoke neglect and disrepair. 
South of the gate, an arrow flight, 
Two mighty ^ms their limbs imitei 
As if a canopy, to spread 
O'er the lone dwelling of the dead ; 
For their huge boughs in arches bent 
Above a massive monument. 
Carved o'er in ancient Gothic wise. 
With many a scutcheon and device: 
There, spent with toil and sunk io 

gloom, 
Bertram stood pondering by the tomb. 

XVIII. 

" It vanish' d like a flitting ghost I 
Behind this tomb," he said, " 'twas lost— 
This tomb, where oft I deem'd lies stored 
Of Mortham's Indian wealth the hoard. 
'Tis true, the agM servants said 
\\\eife\iv&\axa!eDX»3L''«iEft is laid; 
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ightier reasons may be guess'd 
dr lord's strict and stem behest, 
one should on his steps intrude, 
'er he sought this solitude. — 
lent mariner I knew, 
ime I sail'd with Morgan's crew, 
ft, 'mid our carousals, spake 
agb, Ftobisher, and Drake ; 
urous hearts 1 who barter'd, bold, 
jlaglish steel for Spanish gold. 
lot, would his experience say, 
1 or comrade with your prey ; 
k some chamel, when, at full, 
>on gilds skeleton and skull : 
tig, and tomb your precious heap, 

I the dead yotu: treasure keep ;* 
!wards they, if fitting spell 
srvice to the task compel. 

here such chamel? — ^kiU a slave, 
sner, on the treasure-grave ; 
i his discontented ghost 
igfaUy on his lonely post. — 
as his tale. Its truth, I ween, 
f morning vision seen." 

XIX. 

, who scom'd the l^^end wild, 
^ed mirth and pity smiled, 
larvelling that a breast so bold 

fond tale belief should hold ; 

of Bertram sought to know 
parition's form and show. — 
wer within the guilty breast, 
quish'd, never quite suppress'd, 
isubdued and lurking lies 
i the felon by surprise, 
ce him, as by magic spell, 
espite his gmlt to tell, — * 
»wer in Bertram's breast awoke ; 
x>nscious he was heard, he spoke : 
( Mortham's form, from foot to 
dl 

ion, with the plume of red, [right 
ipe, his mien — 'twas Mortham, 

I I slew him in the fight." — 
slay him? — ^thou?" — With cen- 
sus start [heart — 
und, then mann'd his haughty 
' him? — 1 1 — I had forgot 
tripling, knew'st not of the plot. 

; spoken — nor will I 

me, or spoken word, deny. 

im ; I ! for thankless pride ; 

y this hand that Mortham died 1" 

XX. 
of gentle hand and heart, 
:o every active part, 
it averse to martial broil, 
mger shrunk, and tum'd from toil; 
meek lover of the lyre 
one brave spwck of noble fire; — 



Against injustice, fraud, or wrong. 

His blood beat high, his band wax' d strong. 

Not his the nerves that could sustain, 

Unshaken, danger, toil, and pain ; 

But, when that spark blazed forth to flame. 

He rose superior to his frame. 

And now it came, that generous mood ; 

And, in full current of Ms blood, 

On Bertram he laid desperate hand, 

Placed firm his foot, and drew his brand. 

' ' Should every fiend, to whom thou'rt sold, 

Rise in thine aid, I keep my bold. — 

Arouse there, ho 1 take spear and sword 1 

Attach the miuxierer of yoiw lord 1" 

XXI. 

A moment, fix'd as by a spell. 
Stood Bertram — It seem'd miracle. 
That one so feeble, soft, and tame. 
Set grasp on warlike Risingham. 
But when he felt a feeble stroke, 
The fiend within the ruffian woke 1 
To wrench the sword from Wilfiid's hand, 
To dash him headlong on the sand. 
Was but one moment's work, — one more 
Had drench'd the blade in Wilfrid's gore ; 
But, in the instant it arose, 
To end his life, his love, his woes, 
A warlike form, that mark'd the scene. 
Presents his rapier sheathed between. 
Parries the fast-descending blow. 
And steps 'twixt Wilfrid and his foe ; 
Nor then miscabbarded his brand. 
But, sternly pointing with his hand. 
With monarch's voice forbade the fight. 
And motion'd Bertram from his sight. 
'* Go, and repent," he said, "while time 
Is given thee; add not crime to crime." 

XXII. 

Mute, and uncertain, and amazed. 
As on a vision, Bertram gazed 1 
'Twas Mortham's bearing, bold and high. 
His sinewy frame, his falcon eye. 
His look and accent of command, 
The martial gesture of his hand, 
His stately form, spare-built and tall, [all. 
His war-bleach'd locks— 'twas Mortham 
Through Bertram's dizzy brain career 
A thousand thoughts, and all of fear ; 
His wavering faith received not quite 
The form he saw as Mortham's sprite. 
But more he fear'd it, if it stood 
His lord, in living flesh and blood. — 
What spectre can the chamel send. 
So dreadful as an injured friend? 
Then, too, the habit of command, 
Used by the leader of the band, 
When Risingham, for many a day, 
Had march' d and fought beneath his sway. 
Tamed him — and, with reverted lajc^^ 
Backwards be bore b\s sv^exi i^aj;^\ 
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Oft stopp'd, and oft on Mortham sUuwd, 
And dark as rated mastifif glared ; 
But when the tramp of steeds was heard, 
Plunged in the glen, and disappear'd ; — 
Nor longer there the Warrior stood, 
Retiring eastward through the wood ; 
But first to Wilfrid warning gives, 
•'Tell thou to none that Mortham lives." 

XXIII. 

Still rung these words in Wilfrid's ear, 
Hinting he knew not what of fear; 
When nearer came the coursers' tread. 
And, with his father at their head, 
Of horsemen arm'd, a gallant power 
Reiu'd up their steeds before the tower. 
*' Whence these pale looks, my son?" he 

said: [blade?" 

••Where's Bertram?— Why that naked 
Wilfrid ambiguously replied 
(For Mortham's charge his honour tied), 
*• Bertram is gone — the villain's word 
Avouch'd him murderer of his lord 1 
Even now we fought — but, when your 

tread 
Announced you nigh, the felon fled." 
In Wycliffe's conscious eye appear 
A guilty hope, a guilty fear ; 
On his pale brow the dewdrop broke, 
And his lip quiver'd as he spoke : — 

XXIV. 
"A murderer! — Philip Mortham died 
Amid the battle's wildest tide. 
Wilfrid, or Bertram raves, or you ! 
Yet, grant such strange confession true. 
Pursuit were vain — let him fly far — 
Justice must sleep in civil war." 
A gallant Youth rode near his side. 
Brave Rokeby's page, in battle tried ; 
That mom, an embassy of weight 
He brought to Barnard's castle gate, 
And follow' d now in Wycliffe's train, 
An answer for his lord to gain. 
His steed, whose arch'd and sable neck 
An hundred wreaths of foam bedeck, 
Chafed not against the ciu'b more high 
Than he at Oswald's cold reply ; 
He bit his lip, implored his saint, 
(His the old faith) — then burst restraint. 

XXV. 

•' Yes ! I beheld his bloody fall 
By that base traitor's dastard ball, 
Just when I thought to measure sword, 
"Presumptuous thought 1 with Mortham's 

lord. 
And shall the murderer 'scape, who slew 
His leader, generous, brave, and true? 
Escape, while on the dew you trace 
The marks of his gigantic pace? 
No I ere the sun that dew shall dry, 
False Rjsingb&m shall yield or die.— 



Ring out the castle 'larum bell 1 
Arouse the peasants with the knell I 
Meantime cUsperse — ^ride, gallants, ride 1 
Beset the wood on every side. 
But if among you one there be, 
That honour's Mortham's memory, 
Let him dismount and follow me 1 
Else on your crests sit fear and shame^ 
And foul suspicion dog your name 1 " 

XXVL 

Instant to earth young Redmond sprung; 
Instant on earth the harness rung 
Of twenty men of Wycliffe's band. 
Who waited not their lord's command. 
Redmond his spurs from buskins drew, 
His mantle from his shoulders threw. 
His pistols in his belt he placed, [traced. 
The greenwood gain'd, the footsteps 
Shouted like huntsman to his hounds, 
•'To cover, hark 1 " — and in he boimds. 
Scarce heard was Oswald's anxious ciy, 
' • Suspicion I yes — pursue him — ^fly- 
But venture not, in useless strife. 
On ruffian desperate of his life ; 
Whoever finds him, shoot him dead 1 
Five hundred nobles for his head 1 " 

XXVII. 

The horsemen gallop'd, to make good 
Each path that issued from the wood. 
Loud from the thickets rung the shout 
Of Redmond and his eager rout 1 
With them was Wilfrid, stung with ire^ 
And env3ring Redmond's martial fire. 
And emulous of fame. — But where 
Is Oswald, noble Mortham's heir?— 
He, bound by honour, law, and faith, 
Avenger of his kinsman's death? — 
Leaning against the elmin tree. 
With drooping head and slacken'd knee^ 
And clenched teeth, and close-clasp'd 
In agony of soul he stands 1 [hands, 

His downcast eye on earth is bent, 
His soul to every sound is lent ; 
For in each shout that cleaves the air, 
May ring discovery and despair. 

XXVIII. 

What 'vail'd it him, that brightly play'd 
The morning sun on Mortham's glade? 
All seems in giddy round to ride. 
Like objects on a stormy tide. 
Seen eddying by the moonlight dim. 
Imperfectly to sink and swim. 
What 'vail'd it, that the fair domain, 
Its battled mansion, hill, and plain, 
On which the sun so brightly shone. 
Envied so long, was now his own? 
The lowest dungeon, in that hour. 
Of Bradcenbury's dismal tower. 
Had t^een his choice, could sucii a dooB 
\ Have opeTi ^ \^cyc^\AX(v's bloody tomb I 
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too, to turn unwilling ear 
suimise of hope or fear, 
/d among the rustics round, 
.ther'd at the 'larum sound ; 
id not turn his head away, 
look up to heaven to pray, 
>n hell, in bitter mood, 
sharp death-shot from the wood 1 

xxrx. 
h, o'erpast that dreadful space, 
aggling came the scattered chase; 
ad weary, horse and man, 
1 the troopers, one by one. 
the last, arrived to say, 
\ was lost of Bertram's way, 
Redmond still, up BrignaU wood, 
leless quest in vain pursued.-^ 
doom of human race 1 
Tant passions passions chase ! 
5 from Oswald's brow is gone — 
and pride resume their £rone ; 
kg of instant terror bv, 
state thus their slave s reply : — 

XXX. 

St him range like hasty hound ! 
lie grim wolf's lair be found, 
my care how goes the game 
sdmond, or with Risingham. — 
swer not, thou simple boy 1 
' Matilda, all so coy 
, is of another mood 
bold youth of Erin's blood, 
ies will she freely praise, 
r thy pains with courtly phrase ; 
gh path will oft command — 
It l«ist— thy friendly hand ; 
avoids, or, urged and pray'd, 
ig takes his proffer'd aid, 
onscious passion plainly speaks 
kcast look and blushing cheeks. 
BT he sings, will she glide nigh, 
her soul is in her eye ; 
bts she still to tender free 
ited words of courtesy. [sigh, 
ire strong signs !— yet wherefore 
>e, efifeminate, thine eye ? 
lall she be, if thou attend 
nsels of thy sire and friend. 

xxxr. 
! wert thou gone, when peep of 
t 

genuine news of Marston's fight, 
romwell tmn'd the doubtful tide, 
iquest bless'd the rightful side ; 
lousand cavaliers lie dead, 
md that bold Marquis fled ; 
and knights, so proud of late, 
le for freedom and estate. 
!, committed to my charge, 
by, prisoner at large ; | 



Redmond, his page, arrived to say 
He reaches Barnard's towers to-day. 
Right heavy shall his ransom be, 
Undess that maid compound with thee 1* 
Go to her now — be bold of cheer. 
While her soul floats 'twixt hope and fear ; 
It is the very change of tide. 
When best the female heart is tried — 
Pride, prejudice, and modesty, 
Are in the current swept to sea ; 
And the bold swain, who plies bis oar. 
May lightly row his bark to shore.'* 



CANTO THIRD. 
I. 

The hunting tribes of air and earth 
Respect the brethren of their birth ; 
Nature, who loves the claim of kind, 
Less cruel chase to each assign' d. 
The falcon, poised on soaring wing. 
Watches the wild-duck by the spring; 
The slow-hound wakes the fox's lair ; 
The greyhound presses on the hare ; 
The eagle pounces on the lamb ; 
The wolf devours the fleecy dam : 
£ven tiger fell, and sullen bear, 
Their hkeness and their lineage spare; — 
Man, only, mars kind Nature's plan. 
And turns the fierce pursuit on man ; 
Plying war's desultory trade. 
Incursion, flight, and ambuscade, 
Since Nimrod, Gush's mighty son, 
At first the bloody game begun. 

II. 
The Indian, prowling for his prey. 
Who hears the settlers track his way, 
And knows in distant forest far 
Camp his red brethren of the war — 
He, when each double and disguise 
To baffle the pursuit he tries. 
Low crouching dow his head to hide, 
Where swampy streams thro' rushes glide, 
Now covering with the wither'd leaves 
The foot-prints that the dew receives— 
He, skill'd in every sylvan guile. 
Knows not, nor tries, such various wile, 
As Risingham, when on the wind 
Arose the loud pursuit behind. 
In Redesdale his youth had heard 
Each art her wily dalesmen dared, 
When Rooken-edge, and Redswair high, 
To bugle rung and blood-hound's cry,* 
Announcing Ted wood-axe and spear, 
And Lid'sdale riders in the rear ; 
And well his venturous life had proved 
The lessons that his childhood loved. 

III. 
Oft had he shown, in dime& «ias. 
Each attribute of TovVoig'^fax \ 
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Tb g e LLJ~pHr 5£aeC5^«=mg - h ^ ^mms; 

If deeper db* 
He beard tbe 
fVarng each corer wtLje tber carrar. 
As if to scart the stItu ga"nr. 
Twas thea — iike trgcr case beset 
At evenr pass vtth ted and aei, 
'Counter'd, where er he teres bis glare, 
Bj riashing arms axxl torches' dare. 
Who meditates, with fonoos howiwl. 
To bm^t on hmiter, horse, and bound, — 
Twas then that Bertram's soul arose. 
Prompting to rush upon his foes : 
But as that crouching tiger, cow'd 
By brandish'd steel and shouting crowd. 
Retreats beneath the jungle's stuotid, 
Bertram suspends his purpose stem. 
And couches in the brake and fern, 
Hiding his face, lest foemen spy, 
rhe sparkle of his swarthy eye.* 

V. 

Then Bertram might the bearing trace 
Of the bold youth who led the chase ; 
Who paused to list for every sound, 
Climb every height to look around. 
Then, rushing on with naked sword. 
Each dingle's bosky depths explored. 
'Twas Redmond — by the azure eye ; 
'Twiis Redmond— by the lo^ that fty 




yomig Redmond 



fi^it, udstnHig, 



vidl miglit find, 

the son and wind, 

tiBge vlien free; 



Ti me Ae u^auM on of the boor : 

hiuDour sly. 



jMo^nm^ m fais l^glit-bhie eye ; 
Cr *wTi TnT hmv, and gfauaoe of fire, 
Azi£ gTHTKing cbeek, apoke Enn's ire ; 
Or sa± aoid saddea'd giaaoes show 
^aerrcBdv snapuStsf with woe; 
Cr 3£ liiK wxrvwil mood of nund. 
Wbex vaxacNK ie eii ng s are ocHiibined, 
Vh'bsE jov and sonow Bungle near, [fear, 
And bopes fai^fat wings are dieck d bj 
Anl ssag doobts keep tran^x>rt down. 
And anger jends a shoit-lived frown ; 
Ix duz soangemood wfaidi maidsapi»ov^ 
Ev«x wben ibey dare not call it love ; 
Wzb eviesT cbu^ge bis fcatares play'd, 
As aspens'sbofv the light and shade. 

W&I RisEngfaam joong Redmond knev: 
And mixb be manreU'd that the crew, 
Rocsed to revenge bold Mortham dead, 
' Were \sf that Mortbam's foeman led ; 
I For never feh bis soul the woe, 
I That waiiS a gcneroos foeman low, 
\ Far iess that sense of justice strong, 
j That wreaks a generous foeman's wrong. 
; Bat small bis leisure now to pause ; 
I Redmond is first, whate'er the cause : 
And twice that Redmond came so near 
Where Bertram ooucb'dlike hunted deer, 
The very boughs his steps displace, 
Rustled against the ruflOan's face, 
\^lio, de^)erate, twice prepared to start, 
And plunge his dagger in his heart 1 
But Redmond tum'd a difiTainit ^yi 
And the bent boughs resumed their swajr, 
And Bertram held it vrise, unseen, 
Deeper to plunge in coppice green. 
Thus, circled in his coil, the snake. 
When roving hunters beat the brake, 
Watches vrith red and glistening eye. 
Prepared, if heedless st^ draw nigh. 
With forked tongue and venom'd fang 
Instant to dart the deadly pang ; 
But if the intruders turn aside. 
Away his coils unfolded glide. 
And through the wild savannah wind, 
\^oii\<&\m.^sVo$\]k^.T^txe9t to tod. 
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VII. 

nun, as he backward drew, 
rd the loud pursuit renew, 
Imond's hoUo on the wind, 
ei'd in his savage mind — 
>nd O'Neale 1 were thou and I 
is day's event to try, 
t a second here to see, 
ypey clifif and oaken tree, — 
ce of thine, that shouts so loud, 
le'er repeat its summons proud ! 
' e'er try its melting power 

maiden's summer bower." 
now behind him die, 
d more faint, each hostile cry ; 
Is in Scargill wood alone, 
"s he now a harsher tone 
\ hoarse cushat's plaintive cry, 
.'s sound that murmurs by ; 
iie dale, so lone and wild, 
mer sun in quiet smiled. 

vui. 
k'd long with anxious heart, 

to hear, and foot to start, 
iLs his stretch'd attention glows, 
his weary frame repose, 
.ence all — ^he laid him down, 
urple heath profusely strown, 
>atwort, with its azure bell, 
s and thyme his cushion swell. 
pent with toil, he listless eyed 
se of Greta's playful tide ; 

her banks now eddying dun, 
j^htly gleaming to the sun, 
ing over rock and stone, 

1 light her currents shone, 
rin hue the favourite gem 
s mountain-diadem. 

led to watch the currents play, 
d his weary eyes away, 

2 the bank opposing show'd 

i, square cUffs through shaggy 

1 

minent above the rest, 

) the sun its pale grey breast ; 

ts broken summit grew 

d rude, and sable yew ; 

nd varied lichens dyed 

\ and weather-beaten side ; 

id its rugged basis lay, 

or thimder rent away, 

its, that, from its frontlet torn, 

intled now by verdant thorn. 

5 the scene's wild majesty, 

d stem Bertram's gazing eye. 

IX. 
mood be lay reclined, 
g, in his stormy mind, 
a deed, the fruitless guilt, 
on's blood \yy treason spilt ; 



A crime, it seem'd, so dire and dread. 
That it had power to wake the dead. 
Then, pondering on his life betray'd 
By Oswald's art to Redmond's blade. 
In treacherous purpose to withhold. 
So seem'd it, Mortham's promised gold, 
A deep and full revenge he vow'd 
On Redmond, forward, fierce, and proud ; 
Revenge on Wilfrid — on his sire 
Redoubled vengeance, swift and dire ! — 
If, in such mood (as legends say. 
And well believed that simple day). 
The Enemy of Man has power 
To profit by the evil hour, 
Here stood a wretch, prepared to change 
His soul's redemption for revenge 1 
But though his vows, with such a fire 
Of earnest and intense desire 
For vengeance dark and fell, were made, 
As well might reach hell's lowest shade, 
No deeper clouds the grove embrown'd. 
No nether thunders shook the ground ; — 
The demon knew his vassal's heart. 
And spared temptation's needless art. 

X. 

Oft, mingled with the direful theme, 
Came Mortham's form — Was it a dream? 
Or had he seen, in vision true. 
That very Mortham whom he slew? 
Or had in living flesh appear'd 
The only man on earth he fear'd ? — 
To try the mystic cause intent. 
His eyes, that on the cliff were bent, 
'Counter'd at once a dazzling glance, 
Like sunbeam flash'd from sword or 

lance. 
At once he started as for fight. 
But not a foeman was in sight ; 
He heard the cushat's murmtu' hoarse. 
He heard the river's soimding course ; 
The solitary woodlands lay, 
As slumbering in the summer ray. 
He gazed, like lion roused, around. 
Then sunk again upon the ground. 
'Twas but, he thought, some fitful beam. 
Glance sudden from the sparkling stream ; 
Then plimged him from his gloomy train 
Of ill-connected thoughts again. 
Until a voice behind him cried, 
•* Bertram 1 well met on Greta side." 

XI. 

Instant his sword was in his hand. 
As instant sunk the ready brand ; 
Yet, dubious still, opposed he stood 
To him that issued from the wood : 
" Guy Denzil 1— is it thou ? " he said ; 
•' Do we two meet in Scargill shade 1 — 
Stand back a space I — \}a^ pMxpo^fc ^Vksyw ^ 
Whether thou com'st as itvea^ at lo^» 
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Report hath said, that Deniil's name 
From Rokeby's band was rased with 

shame." — 
*' A shame I owe that hot O'Neale, 
Who told his knight, in peevish zeal. 
Of my marauding on the clowns 
Of Calverley and Bradford downs.* 
I reck not. In a war to strive. 
Where, save the leaders, none can thrive. 
Suits ill my mood ; and better game 
Awaits us both, if thou'rt the same 
Unscrupulous, bold Risingham, 
Who watch' d with me in midnight dark, 
To snatch a deer from Rokeby-paric 
How think'st thou?"— *' Speak thy pur- 
pose out; 
I love not mystery or doubL**— 

XII. 

" Then list — Not fai there lurk a crew 
Of trusty comrades, staunch and true, 
Glean'd fix>m both factions — Roundh«u]s, 

freed 
From cant of sermon and of creed ; 
And cavaliers, whose souls, like mine, 
Spurn at the bonds of discipline. 
Wiser, we judge, by dale and wold, 
A warfare of our own to hold, 
Than breathe our last on battle-down. 
For cloak or surplice, mace or crown. 
Our schemes are laidi, our purpose set, 
A chief and leader lack we yet. — 
Thou art a wanderer, it is said ; 
For Mortham's death, thy steps waylaid, 
Thy head at price — ^so say our spies, 
Who range the valley in disguise. 
Join then with us : — though wild debate 
And wrangling rend our infant state, 
Each to an equal loth to bow, 
Will yield to chief renown'd as thou." — 

XIII. 

*' Even now," thought Bertram, passion 

stirr'd, 
" I call'd on hell, and hell has heard 1 
What lack I, vengeance to command, 
But of staunch comrades such a band? 
This Denzil, vow'd to every evil. 
Might read a lesson to the deviL 
Well, be it so 1 each knave and fool 
Shall serve as my revenge's tooL" — 
Aloud, " I take thy proffer, Guy, 
But tell me where thy comrades lie ?" — 
*' Not far from hence," Guy Denzil said ; 
" Descend, and cross the river's bed. 
Where rises yonder cliff so grey." — 
• • Do thou, " said Bertram, • ' lead the way." 
Then mutter'd, " It is best make sure ; 
Guy Denzil's faith was never pure." 
He follow'd down the steep descent, 
Then through the Greta's stteams tbey 

went; 



And, when they reach'd the fruther shore, 
They stood the lonely cliff bedbre. 

XIV, 
With wonder Bertram heard within 
The flinty rock a murmur'd din ; 
But when Guy pull'd the wilding spray, 
And brambles, from its base away. 
He saw, appearing to the air, 
A little entrance, low and square^ 
Like opening cell of hermit lone. 
Dark, winding through the living stone. 
Here enter'd Denzil, Bertram here ; 
And loud and louder on their ear. 
As from the bowels of the earth. 
Resounded shouts of boisterous mirth. 
Of old, the cavern strait and rude. 
In slaty rock the peasant hew'd ; 
And Bngnall's woods, andScargill's, wave^ 
E'en now, o'er many a sister cave,* 
Where, far within the darksome rift. 
The wedge and lever ply their thrift. 
But war had silenced nural trade. 
And the deserted mine was made 
The banquet-hall, and fortress too, 
Of Denzil and his desperate crew. — 
There Guilt his anxious revel kept ; 
There, on his sordid pallet, slept 
Guilt-bom Excess, — the goblet drain'd, 
Still in his slumbering grasp retain'd ; 
R^ret was there, his eye still cast 
With vain repining on the past ; 
Among the feasters waited near 
Sorrow, and unrepentant Fear, 
And Blasphemy, to fr'enzy driven, 
With his own crimes reproaching heaven; 
While Bertram show'd, amid the crew, 
The Master-Fiend that Milton drew. 

XV. 

Hark ! the loud revel wakes again. 
To greet the leader of the train. 
Behold the group by the pale lamp. 
That struggles with the earthy damp. 
By what strange features "Vnce hath knowOf 
To single out and mark her own 1 
Yet some there are, whose brows retain 
Less deeply stamp'd her brand and stain. 
See yon pale stripling 1 when a boy, 
A mother's pride, a father's joy 1 
Now, 'gainst the vault's rude waJUs redinedf 
An early image fills his mind : 
The cottage, once his sire's, he sees 
Embower'd upon the banks of Tees; 
He views sweet Winston's woodlandscenCi 
And shares the dance on Gainford-green. 
A tear is springing — but the zest 
Of some wild tale, or brutal jest. 
Hath to loud laughter stirred the rest 
On him they call, the latest mate 
¥oT \ciriSa2L «oTk% uqA. iserry feat : 
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Fast flies his dream— with daun tle ss air, 

As one victorious o'er Despair, 

He bids the mddy cup go round, 

mi sense and sorrow both are drown'd ; 

And soon, in meriy wassail, he, 

The life oif all their revehy. 

Peals his loud song 1 — The muse has found 

Her blossoms on the wildest ground, 

'Mid noxious weeds at nmdom strew'd, 

Themselves all profitless and rude.— 

With desperate merriment he sung, 

Ihe cavern to the chorus rung ; 

Yet mingled with his reckless glee 

Remorse's bitter agony. 

XVT. 
SONG. 

O, BrignaU banks are wild and fair. 

And Greta woods are green, 
And yon may gather gariands there. 

Would grace a summer queen. 
And as I rode by Dalton-hall, 

Beneath the turrets high, 
A Maiden on the castle wsdl 

Was singing merrily, — 

CHORUS. 

*'0, Brignall banks are fresh and fair 
And Greta woods are green ; 

I'd rather rove with Edmund there. 
Than rdgn our English queen." — 

" M^ Maiden, thou wouldst wend with me, 

To leave both tower and town, 
Thou first must guess what life le^ we. 

That dwell by dale and down ? 
And if thou canst that riddle read. 

As read full well you may, 
Then to the greenwood shalt thou speed, 

As bhthe as Queen of May." — 

CHORUS. 

Yet sung she, " Brignall banks are fidr, 
And Greta woods are green ; 

I'd rather rove vrith Edmtmd there, 
Than rdgn our English queen. 

XVII. 

" I read you, by your bugle-horn, 

And by your palfrey good, 
I read you for a ranger sworn. 

To Iceep the the king's greenwood." — 
"A Ranger, lady, winds his horn. 

And 'tis at peep of light ; 
His blast is heard at merry mom. 

And mine at dead of night." 

CHORUS. 

Yet sung she, " Brignall banks are fair, 

And Greta woods are gay ; 
I would I were with Edmund there. 

To reign his Queen of May 1 

"With bumish'd brand and mnsketoon. 
So gallantfy yon come, 



I read you for a bold Dragoon, 
That lisU the tuck of drum."— 

"I list no more the tuck of drum. 
No more the trumpet hear ; 

But when the beetle sounds his hum. 
My conuudes take the spear. 

CHORUS. 

"And, O ! though Brignall banks be fair. 

And Greta woods be gay. 
Yet mickle must the maiden dare. 

Would reign my Queen of May ! 

XVIII. 

" Maiden ! a nameless life I lead, 

A nameless death I'll die 1 
The fiend, whose lantern lights the mead, 

Were better mate than 1 1 
And when I'm with my comrades met, 

Beneath the greenwood bough, 
What once we were we all forget, 

Nor think what we are now. 

CHORUS. 
" Yet Brignall banks are fresh and fair. 

And Greta woods are green. 
And you may gather garlands there 

Would grace a summer queen." 

When Edmund ceased his simple song. 
Was silence on the sullen throng, 
Till waked some ruder mate their glee 
With note of coarser minstrelsy. 
But, far apart, in dark divan, 
Denzil and Bertram many a plan. 
Of import foul and fierce, design' d, 
While still on Bertram's grasping mind 
The wealth of murder'd Mortham hung ; 
Though half he fear'd his daring tongue. 
When it should give his wishes birth. 
Might raise a spectre from the earth ! 

XIX. 

At length his wondrous tale he told : 
When, scornful, smiled his comrade bold; 
For, train'd in license of a court. 
Religion's self was Denzil's sport ; 
Then judge in what contempt he held 
The visionary tales of eld 1 
His awe for Bertram scarce repress'd 
The unbeliever's sneering jest. 
• • 'Twere hard, " he said, ' ' for sage or seer. 
To spell the subject of your fear ; 
Nor do I boast the art renown' d. 
Vision and omen to expound. 
Yet, faith if I must needs afiford 
To spectre watching treasured board. 
As ban-dog keeps his master's roof. 
Bidding the plunderer stand aloof. 
This doubt remains— thy goblin gaunt 
Hath chosen ill his ghostly haunt ; 
For why his guaxd on M.oiO[iatm\ic\^ 
When Rokeby caat\e\^XYv\Yve v>^^ 
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Thy patron won on Indian soil. 
By stealth, by piracy, and spoil?" — 

XX. 

At this he paused— for angry shame 

Lower'd on the brow of S^ingham. 

He blush'd to think, that he should seem 

Assertor of an airy dream, 

And gave his wrath another theme. 

•' Denzil," he says, " though lowly laid, 

Wrong not the memory of the dead ; 

For, while he lived, at Mortham's look 

Thy very soul, Guy Denzil, shook 1 

And when he tax'd thy breach of word 

To yon fair Rose of AUenford, 

I saw thee crouch like chasten'd hound, 

Whose back the huntsman's lash hath 

found. 
Nor dare to call his foreign wealth 
The spoil of piracy or st^th ; 
He won it bravely with his brand, 
When Spain waged warfare with our land. * 
Mark, too — I brook no idle jeer, 
Nor couple Bertram's name with fear ; 
Mine is but half the demon's lot. 
For I believe, but tremble not. — 
Enough of this. — Say, why this hoard 
Thou deem'st at Rokeby castle stored ; 
Or think'st that Mortham would bestow 
His treasure with his faction's foe?" 

XXI. 

Soon quench'd was Denzil's ill-timed 

mirth; 
Rather he would have seen the earth 
Give to ten thousand spectres birth. 
Than venture to awake to flame 
The deadly wrath of Risingham. 
Submiss heanswer'd, — * ' Mortham's mind, 
Thou know'st, to joy was ill inclined. 
In youth, 'tis said, a gallant free, 
A lusty reveller was he ; 
But since retum'd from over sea, 
A sullen and a silent mood 
Hath numb'd the current of his blood. 
' Hence he refused each kindly call 
To Rokeby's hospitable hall ; 
And our stout knight, at dawn of mom 
Who loved to hear the bugle-horn, 
Nor less, when eve his oaks embrown'd, 
To see the ruddy cup go round. 
Took umbrage that a friend so near 
Refused to share his chase and cheer ; 
Thus did the kindred barons jar. 
Ere they divided in the war. 
Yet, trust me, friend, Matilda fair 
Of Mortham's wealth is destined heir." — 

XXII. 

*• Destined to her 1 to yon slight maid ! 
The prize my life had wellnigh paid, 
When 'gainst Laroche, by Cayo's-wave, 
I fought, my patron's wealth to save\ — 



Denzil, I knew him long, yet ne'er 
Knew him that joyous cavalier. 
Whom youthful friends and early fame 
Call'd soul of gallantry and game. 
A moody man, he sought our crew. 
Desperate and dark, whom no one knew ; 
And rose, as men wit]i us must rise. 
By scorning life and all its ties. 
On each adventure rash he roved, 
As danger for itself he loved ,* 
On his sad brow nor mirth nor wine 
Could e'er one wrinkled knot untwine ; 
111 was the omen if he smiled, 
For 'twas in peril stem and wild ; 
But when he laugh'd, each luckless mate 
Might hold our fortune desperate. 
Foremost he fought in every broil. 
Then scornful tum'd him from the spoil ; 
Nay, often strove to bar the way 
Between his comrades and their prey ; 
Preaching, even then, to such as we, 
Hot with our dear-bought victory. 
Of mercy and humanity. 

XXIII. 

•* I loved him well — His fearless part. 
His gallant leading, won my heart. 
And after each victorious fight, 
'Twas I that wrangled for his right, 
Redeem'd his portion of the prey 
That greedier mates had torn away ; 
In field and storm thrice saved his life, 
And once amid our comrades* strife. — * 
Yes, I have loved thee 1 Well hath proved 
My toil, my danger, how I loved 1 
Yet will I mourn no more thy fate, 
Ingrate in life, in death ingrate. 
Rise if thou canst ! " he look'd around, 
And sternly stamp'd upon the ground— 
" Rise, with thy bearing proud and high, 
Even as this mom it met mine eye. 
And give me, if thou dar'st, the lie !" 
He paused — then, calm and passion-fi«ed, 
Bade Denzil with his tale proceed. 

XXIV. 

•• Bertram, to thee I need not tell. 
What thou hast cause to wot so well. 
How Superstition's nets were twined 
Around the Lord of Mortham's mind! 
But since he drove thee from his tower, 
A maid he found in Greta's bower. 
Whose speech, like David's harp, bad 
To charm his evil fiend away. [sway, 
I know not if her features moved 
Remembrance of the wife he loved ; 
But he would gaze upon her eye. 
Till his mood soften'd to a sigh. 
He, whom no living mortal sought 
To question of his secret thought, 
.Now every thought and care confess'd 
\To \i\s l«ca xCvefCi^^iailVvCul breast ; 
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( there aught of rich and rare, 
, in ocean, or in air, 
inst deck Matilda's hair. 
$ still bound him unto life ; 
I awoke the dvil strife, 
nials bore, by his commands, 
>fiers, with tneir iron bands, 
iortham's vault, at midnight deep, 
.one bower in Rokeby-keep, 
>us with gold and plate of pride, 
, if he in battle died." — 

XXV. 

Denzil, as I guess, lays train, 
on-banded chests to gain ; 
MT^ore should he hover here, 
nany a peril waits him near, 
lis feats of war and peace, 
ider'd boors, and harts of greese? 
rough the hamlets as he fsu-ed, 
iarth has Guy's marauding spared, 
e the chase that hath not rung 
sizil'sbow, at midnight strung?" — 
. my wont — my rangers go, 
w to track a milk-white doe. 
d>y-hall she takes her lair, 
L wood she harbours fair, 
3n my huntsman marks her way, 
link'st thou, Bertram, of the prey? 
okeby's daughter in our power, 
her ransom at her dower." 

XXVI. 

rell ! — there *s vengeance in the 
is by Wilfrid sought ; [thought, 
-brain'd Redmond, too, 'tis said, 
er^s homage to the maid. 

she scorned — If met by chance, 
ed from me her shuddering glance, 
ice dame, that will not brook 
: she hates and loathes to look ; 

to Mortham she could ne'er 
ne without secret fear, 
ing evil : — She may rue 
her prophecy fall true 1 — 

has weeded Rokeby's train, 
owers in his halls remain ; 
heme miss, then, brief and bold, 
enow to storm the hold ; 
the plunder, and the dame, 
re the castle all in flame." — 

XXVII. 

rt thou Valour's venturous son I 

ier first the risk to nm : 

lials of the castle, true, 

bbom to their charge, though few ; 

I to scale — the moat to cross — 
ket-grate — ^the inner fosse." 

I I if we blench for toys like these, 
t fair guerdon can we seize? 
diest venture, to explore 
retched peasant's fenceless door. 



And the best prize we bear away, 
The earnings of his sordid day. — 
' * A while thy hasty taunt forbear : 
In sight of road more sure and fair. 
Thou wouldst not choose, in blindfold 
Or wantonness, a desperate path ? [wrath. 
List, then ; — for vantage or assault. 
From gilded vane to dungeon-vault. 
Each pass of Rokeby-house 1 know : 
There is one postern, dark and low, 
That issues at a secret spot, 
By most n^lected or forgot. 
Now, could a spial of our train 
On fair pretext admittance gain. 
That sally-port might be unbarr'd : 
Then, vain were battlement and ward ! " — 

xxvni. 
"Now speak'st thou well: — to me the 
If force or art shall urge the game ; [same, 
Indifferent, if like fox I wind, 
Or spring like tiger on the hind. — 
But, hark ! our merry men so gay 
Troll forth another roundelay. — 

SONG. 

" A weary lot is thine, fair maid, 

A weary lot is thine 1 
To pull the thorn thy brow to braid, 

And press the rue for wine ! 
A lightsome eye, a soldier's mien, 

A feather of the blue, 
A doublet of the Lincoln green, — 

No more of me you knew. 

My love I 
No more of me you knew. 

"This mom is merry June, I trow. 

The rose is budding fain ; 
But she shall bloom in winter snow. 

Ere we two meet again." 
He tum'd his charger as he spake, 

Upon the river s^ore. 
He g^ve his bridle-reins a shake, 

Sajd, "Adieu for evermore. 

My love I 
And adieu for evermore." — * 

XXIX. 

"What youth is this, your band among, 
Th6 best for minstrelsy and song? 
In his wild notes seem aptly met 
A strain of pleasure and re^jet." — 
" Edmimd of Winston is his name ; 
The hamlet sounded with the fame 
Of early hopes his childhood gave, — 
Now center'd all in Brignall cave ! 
I watch him well — his waywaxd course 
Shows oft a tincture of remorse. 
Some early love-shaft grazed his heart. 
And oft the scar will ache and smart. 
Yet is he useful; — oi \Yie xesX, 
By fits, the daiUng dud V!)DA*^esX« 
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Mis harp, hij story, and his lay, 
Ofl aitl the idle hours away: 
When unemploy'd, each liety male 

He tuned bis strings e'en now — again 
He wakes them, wiih a blither strain." 



AUtn-a-Dalt. 
Allen-a-Dale has no faggot for burning, 
Allen-a-Dale has no furrow for turning, 
Allen-a-Dalehasnoileece for the spinning. 
Yet Allen-a-Dale has red gold for the win- 
ning, [ray tale I 
Come, read me my liddle I come, heatkeo 
And tell me the craft of bold Allen-a-Dale. 
The Baron of Rayensworth prances in 
pride, [side, 
' '■ ■ (s his domains upon Ark in dale 



The I 



■eforl: 






le land fa 
[Ihet 



The chase for the wild, and the parlt foi 
Vet the ti£h of the lake, and the deer o: 

the vale, [Dale 

Are less free to Lord Dacre than Atlen-a- 
Allan-a-Dale was ne'er belted a kdight, 
Though his spur bo aa sharp, and his 

blade be as bright ; 
Allen-a-Dale is no baron or lord, 
Yet twenty tall yeomen will diraw at his 

word ; [vail. 



'Tis the blue vault of heaven, v 
And with all its bright spangles 

Allan-a-Dale. 
The father was steel, and the moll 

Elone; [b 

They lifted the lalch, and they ba 



"Thou aea'sl that, whether sad or 
Jlove mingles ever in his lay. 
Bat when his boyish wayward fit 
Is o'er, fie hath address and wit ; 



1 'tis B brain of fire, can ape 
Each dialect, each various shape." 
"Nay, then, to aid ihy projett, Guy — 
Soft I who comes here? ' — "My trusty spy. 
Speak, Hamlin 1 bast thou lodged our 

deer?"—* 
' ' I have — but two fair stags are near. 
I watch'd her, as she slowly stray'd 
From Egliston up Thorsgill glade ; 
But Wilfrid Wydiffe sought her side. 
And then younif Redmond, in his pride, 






in thdi 



osay: 



A hurried and a whispef d speech 
Did Bertram's will lo Deniil teach ; 
Who, luming to the robber band. 
Bade four, the biavesl, take the brand. 

CANTO FOURTH. 



Where Tees in tumult leaves his soma, 
Thunderingo'er Caldron and High-Fora; 
Beneath the shade the Northmen came, 
Fii'd on each vale a Runic name,* 
Rear'd high their altar's rugged stone. 
And gave their Gods the land they woo. 
Then, Balder, one bleak garth was Ihinn 

And Woden's Croft did title gain 
From the stern Father of tlie Slain ; 
But 10 the Monarch of the Mace, 
That held in fight the foiemosi place. 
To Odin's son, and Sifia's spouse, 
NearStratfonhhigh they paid their •OW 
Remeraber'd Thor'a victorious fame. 
And gave the dell the Thunderer's name. 



With all its varied light a 

And every httle sunny gtade, 

And the blithe brock that strolls along 

lis pebbled bed with summer song. 

To the grim God of blood and scar. 

The grisly King of Northern War. 

O, better were its banks aasigii'd 

To spirits of a gentler kind 1 

For where the thicltet groups recede, 

' urosa decks the mead, 
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fted knoll, with daisies strown, 
maJce proud Oberon a throne, 

hidden in the thicket nigh, 
honld brood o'er his frolic sly ; 
here profuse the wood-vetch clings 

ash and elm, in verdant rings, 
3 and azure-pencill'd flower 
[ canopy Titania's bower. 

ni. 
iae no difis the vale to shade ; 
irting every sunny glade, 
variety of green 
)odland lends its sylvan screen, 
yet haughty, frowns the oak, 
ghs by weight of ages broke ; 
wers erect, in sable spire, 
le-tree scathed by lightning-fire ; 
Doping ash and bir(±L, between, 
heir fair tresses o'er the green, 
i beneath, at random grow 
Dppice dwarf of varied show, 
nd the stems profusely twined, 
ammer odours on the wind. 
uried group Urbino's hand 
Him of Tarsus nobly plann'd, 
ime he bade proud Athens own 
rs's Mount the God Unknown ! 
rey Philosophy stood nigh, 
I bent by age, in spirit high : 
39e the scar-seam'd veteran's spear, 
Grecian Beauty bent to hear, 
I^ldhood at her foot was placed, 
g delighted to her waist. 

IV. 
rest we here," Matilda said, 
: her in the vanring shade. 
oe-met, we well may steal an hour, 
id^ip due, from fortune's power. 
JATilfrid, ever kind, must lend 
insel to thy sister-friend ; 
edmond, thou, at my behest, 
her ux^ge thy desperate 'quest, 
ny care a charge is left, 
3US to one of aid bereft ; 
h an orphan, and alone, 
her sire, her house o'erthrown." 
with wonted kindness graced, 
ler on the turf she placed ; 
used, with downcast look and eye, 
le yotmg Redmond seat him nigh, 
scious ^fi&dence he saw, 
ickvinurd, as in modest awe, 
a little space removed, 
I'd to gase on her he loved. 



V. 



id in its dark-brown rin^s, her hair 
I Matilda's forehead fair, 
I and half reveal'd to view 
dark eye of hazel hue. 



The rose, with faint and feeble streak. 
So slightly tinged the maiden's cheek, 
That you had said her hue was pale ; 
But if she faced the summer gale, 
Or spoke, or sung, or quicker moved. 
Or heard the praise of those she loved. 
Or when of interest was express'd 
Aught that waked feeling in her breast. 
The mantling blood in ready play 
Rivall'd the blush of rising day. 
There was a soft and pensive grace, 
A cast of thought upon her face. 
That suited well the forehead high, 
The eyelash dark, and downcast eye ; 
The mild expression spoke a mind 
In duty firm, composed, resign'd ; — 
'Tis that which Roman art has given. 
To mark their maiden Queen of Heaven. 
In hours of sport, that mood gave way 
To fancy's light and frolic play ; 
And when the dance, or tale, or song. 
In harmless mirth sped time along, 
Full oft her doting sire would call 
His Maud the merriest of them all. 
But days of war and civil crime 
Allow' d but ill such festal time. 
And her soft pensiveness of brow 
Had deepen'd into sadness now. 
In Marston field her father ta'en, [slain, 
Her friends dispersed, brave Mortham 
While every ill her soul foretold, 
From Oswald's thirst of power and gold. 
And boding thoughts that she must part 
With a soft vision of her heart, — 
All lower' d around the lovely maid, 
To darken her dejection's shade. 

VI. 

Who has not heard — ^while Erin yet 
Strove 'gainst the Saxon's iron bit — 
Who has not heard how brave O'Neale 
In English blood imbrued his steel,* 
Against Saint George's cross blazed high 
The banners of his Tanistry, 
To fiery Essex gave the foil. 
And reign'd a prince on Ulster's soil? 
But chief arose his victor pride, [died,* 
When that brave Marshal fought and 
And Avon-Duflf to ocean bore 
His billows red with Saxon gore. 
'Twas first in that disastrous fight, 
Rokeby and Mortham proved their might. 
There had they fall'n amongst the rest, 
But pity touch'd a chieftain's breast; — 
The Tanist he to great O'Neale;* 
He check'd his followers' bloody zeal. 
To quarter took the kinsmen bold. 
And bore them to his mountain-hold, 
Gave them each sylvan joy to know, 
Slieve-Donard's cMs and. ^oQdk& covi^.^ 
show ; 
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Shared with them Erin's festal cheer, 
Show'd them the chase of wolf and deer, 
And, when a fitting time was come, 
Safe and unransom'd sent them home, 
Loaded with many a gift, to prove 
A generous foe's respect and love. 

VII. 
Years speed away. On Rokeby's head 
Some touch of early snow was shed ; 
Calm he enjoy'd, by Greta's wave, 
The peace which James the Peaceful gave, 
While Mortham, far beyond the main. 
Waged his fierce wars on Indian Spain,— 
It chanced upon a wintry night, 
That whiten' d Stanmore's stormy height. 
The chase was o'er, the stag was kill'd. 
In Rokeby-hall the cups were fill'd, 
And by the huge stone chimney sate 
The Knight in hospitable state. 
Moonless the sky, the hour was late, 
When a loud summons shook the gate, 
And sore for entrance and for aid 
A voice of foreign accent pray'd. 
The porter answer'd to the call, 
And instant rush'd into the hall 
A Man, whose aspect and attire 
Startled the circle by the fire. 

VIII. 

His plaited hair in elf-locks spread 
Around his bare and matted head ; 
On leg and thigh, close stretch'd and trim. 
His vesture show'd the sinewy limb ; 
In saffron dyed, a linen vest 
Was frequent folded round his breast ; 
A mantle long and loose he wore. 
Shaggy with ice, and stain' d with gore. 
He clasp'd a burden to his heart. 
And, resting on a knotted dart. 
The snow from hair and beard he shook, 
And round him gazed with wilder'd look. 
Then up the hall, with staggering pace. 
He hasten'd by the blaze to place. 
Half lifeless from the bitter air. 
His load, a Boy of beauty rare. 
To Rokeby, next, he louted low, 
Then stood erect his tale to show. 
With wild majestic port and tone. 
Like envoy of some barbarous throne.* 
" Sir Richard, Lord of Rokeby, hearl 
Turlough O'Neale salutes thee dear ; 
He graces thee, and to thy care 
Young Redmond gives, his grandson fair. 
He bids thee breed him as thy son. 
For Turlough's days of joy are done; 
And other lords have seized his land, 
And faint and feeble is his hand ; 
And all the glory of Tyrone 
Is \i)^e a morning vapour flown. 
To bind the duty on thy soul, 
He bids tbee think on Erin's bowW 



If any wrong the young O'Neale, 
He bids thee think of Erin's steel. 
To Mortham first this charge was due. 
But, in his absence, honours you. — 
Now is my master's message by, 
And Ferraught will contented die. 

IX. 

His look grew fix'd, his cheek grew pale, 
He sunk when he had told his tale ; 
For, hid beneath his mantle wide, 
A mortal wound was in his side. 
Vain was all aid — ^in terror wild. 
And sorrow, scream' d the orphan Child. 
Poor Ferraught raised his wistful eyes, 
And faintly strove to soothe his cries ; 
All reckless of his dying pain. 
He blest, and blest him o'er again ! 
And kiss'd the little hands outspread. 
And kiss'd and cross'd the infant head. 
And, in his native tongue and phrase, 
Pray'd to each Saint to watch his days ; 
Then all his strength together drew. 
The change to Rokeby to renew. 
When haU* was falter'd from his breast, 
And half by dying signs express'd, 
•• Bless thee, O'Neale ! " he faintly said, 
And thus the fiEiithfiil spirit fled. 

X. 

'Twas long ere soothing might prevail 
Upon the Child to end the tale ; 
And then he said, that firom his home 
His grandsire had been forced to roam. 
Which had not been if Redmond's hand 
Had but had strength to draw the brand, 
The brand of Lenaugh More the Red, 
That hung beside the gr^ wolfs he^— 
'Twas from his broken phrase descried, 
His foster-father was his guide. 
Who, in his charge, from Ulster bore 
Letters, and gifts a goodly store ;- 
But ruffians met them in the wood,— 
Ferraught in battle boldly stood. 
Till wounded and o'erpower'd at length, 
And stripp'd of all, his failing strength 
Just bore him here — and then the (Md 
Renew'd again his moaning wild. 

XI. 

The tear, down childhood's cheek that 
Is like the dewdrop on the rose ; [flovs, 
When next the summer breeze comes hf, 
And waves the bush, the flower is diy. 
Won by their care, the orphan Child 
Soon on his new protector smiled. 
With dimpled chedc and eye so &ir. 
Through his thick curls of flaxen hair, 
But bUthest laugh'd that chedc and eye, 
When Rokeby's little maid was nigh ; 
'Twas his, with elder brother's pride, 
\M&\M9!&\o\X'snsi<^^tfips to guide; 
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ve lays in Irish tongue, 
le her infant ear he sung, 
nrose twined with daisy fair, 
a chaplet for her hair. 
, by grove, by brooklet's strand, 
dren still were hand in hand, 
k1 Sir Richard smiling eyed 
!y knot so kindly tied. 

XII. 

imer months bring wilding shoot 
id to bloom, from bloom to fruit ; 
lts draw on our human span, 
lild to boy, from boy to man ; 
m in Rokeby's woods is seen 
It boy in hunter's green, 
s to wake the felon boar, 
aric haunt on Greta's shore, 
es, against the deer so dun, 
f the shaft, or lift the gun : 
-e he loves, in autiunn prime, 
»l's spreading boughs to cliinb, 
9m. its cluster d stores to hail, 
young Matilda holds her veil. 
5, whose veil receives the shower, 
d too, and knows her power ; 
s a monitress's pride, [chide ; 

ednoond's dangerous sports to 
:ns still to hear him tell 
e grim wild-boar fought and fell, 
his fall the bugle rung, 
k and greenwood answer flung ; 
lesses her, that man can find 
aie of such savage kind. 

XIII. 

jmond knew to weave his tale 
with praise of wood and dale, 
ew so well each point to trace, 
ving inter^t to the chase, 
ew so well o'er all to throw 
rit's wild romantic glow, [fear'd, 
while she blamed, and while she 
ed each venturous tale she heard. 
\ when drifted snow and rain 
rer and hall their steps restrain, 
er they explored the page 
ring bard or gifted sage ; 
iiced the evening fire beside, 
nstrel art alternate tried, 
g^ladsome harp and hvely lay 
rinter night flit fast away : 
^m their childhood blending still 
;port, their study, and their skill, 
on of the soul they prove, 
ist not think that it was love, 
ough they dared not, envious Fame 
lared to give that union name ; 
hen so often, side by side, 
jrear to year the pair she eyed, 
ometimes blamed the good old 
1 of ear and dim of sight, [Knight, 



Sometimes his purpose would declare, 
That young O'Neale should wed his heir. 

XIV. 

The suit of Wilfrid rent disguise 
And bandage from the lovers' eyes ; 
'Twas plain that Oswald, for his son, 
Had Rokeby's favour well-nigh won. 
Now must they meet with change of cheer, 
With mutual looks of shame and fear ; 
Now must Matilda stray apart. 
To school her disobedient heart : 
And Redmond now alone must rue 
The love he never can subdue. 
But factions rose, and Rokeby sware 
No rebel's son should wed his heir ; 
And Redmond, nurtured while a child 
In many a bard's traditions wild. 
Now sought the lonely wood or stream, 
To cherish there a happier dteam. 
Of maiden won by sword or lance. 
As in the regions of romance ; 
And count the heroes of his line, 
Great Nial of the Pledges Nine,* 
Shane-Dymas* wild, and Geraldine,* 
And Connan-more, who vow'd his race 
For ever to the fight and chase, 
And cursed him, of his lineage bom. 
Should sheathe the sword to reap the com, 
Or leave the mountain and the wold, 
To shroud himself in castled hold. 
From such examples hope he drew. 
And brighten'd as the tnmipet blew. 

XV. 

If brides were won by heart and blade, 
Redmond had both, his cause to aid. 
And all beside of nurture rare 
That might beseem a baron's heir. 
Turlough O'Neale, in Erin's strife. 
On Rokeby's Lord bestow' d his life, 
And well did Rokeby's generous Knight 
Young Redmond for the deed requite. 
Nor was his liberal care and cost 
Upon the gallant stripling lost : 
Seek the North Riding broad and wide. 
Like Redmond none could steed bestride ; 
From Tynemouth search to Cumberland, 
Like Redmond none could wield a brand ; 
And then, of humour kind and free, 
And bearing him to each degree 
With frank and fearless courtesy, 
There never youth was form'd to steal 
Upon the heart like brave O'Neale. 

XVI. 

Sir Richard loved him as his son ; 
And when the days of peace were done, 
And to the gales of war he gave 
The banner of his sires to wave, 
Rttlmond, distinguish'd by his caxe^ 
He chose that \iono>iif d ^a^ Xo X^eax « 
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And named his page — the next degree 
In that old time to chivahy.* 
In five pitch' d fields he well maintain'd 
The honour'd place his worth obtain' d, 
And high was Redmond's youthful name 
Blazed in the roll of martial fame. 
Had fortune smiled on Marston fight, 
The eve had seen him dubb'd a knight ; 
Twice, 'mid the battle's doubtful strife, 
Of Rokeby's Lord he saved the life. 
But when he saw him prisoner made. 
He kiss'd and then resign'd his blade, 
And yielded him an easy prey 
To those who led the Knight away ; 
Resolved Matilda's sire should prove 
In prison, as in fight, his love. 

XVII. 

When lovers meet in adverse hour, 
*Tis like a sun-glimpse through a shower, 
A watery ray, an instant seen 
The darkly closing clouds between. 
As Redmond on the turf reclined, 
The past and present fill'd his mind : 
** It was not thus," Affection said, 
** I dream'd of my return, dear maid I 
Not thus when, from thy trembling hand, 
I took the banner and the brand ; 
When round me, as the bugles blew. 
Their blades three hundred warriors drew, 
And, while the standard I unroU'd, [bold. 
Clash' d their bright arms, with clamour 
Where is that banner now ? — its pride 
Lies whelm'd in Ouse's'sullen tide 1 
Where now these warriors? — in their gore. 
They cumber Marston's dismjd moor I 
And what avails a useless brand, 
Held by a captive's shackled hand. 
That only would his life retain. 
To aid thy sire to bear his chain I" 
Thus Redmond to himself apart : 
Nor lighter was his rival's heart ; 
For Wilfrid, while his generous soul 
Disdain'd to profit by control. 
By many a sign could mark too plain, 
Save with such aid, his hopes were yain. — 
But now Matilda's accents stole 
On the dark visions of their soul, 
And bade their mournful musing fly, 
Like mist before the zephyr's sigh. 

xviu. 
" I need not to my friends recall, 
How Mortham shunn'd my father's hall ; 
A man of silence and of woe. 
Yet ever anxious to bestow 
On my poor self whate'er could prove 
A kinsman's confidence and love. 
My feeble aid could sometimes chase 
The clouds of sorrow for a space ; 
But oftener, fix'd beyond my power, 
Ittuuk'd bis deep despondence lovrer. 



One dismal cause, by all unguess'd, 
His fearful confidence confess'd; 
And twice it was my hap to see 
Examples of that agony, 
Which for a season can o'erstrain 
And wreck the structure of the brain. 
He had the awfiil power to know 
The approaching mental overthrow, 
And while his mind had courage yet 
To struggle with the dreadful fit, 
The victim writhed against its throes, 
Like wretch beneath a murderer's blows. 
This malady, I well could mark, [dark ; 
Sprung from some direful cause and 
But still he kept its source conceal' d, 
Till arming for the civil field; 
Then in my charge he bade me hold 
A treasure huge of gems and gold. 
With this disjointed dismal scroll. 
That tells the secret of his soul. 
In such wild words as oft betray 
A mind by anguish forced astray." — 

XIX. 

MORTHAM'S HISTORY. 

" Matilda 1 thou hast seen me start, 
As if a dagger thrill'd my heart, 
When it has happ'd some casual phrase 
Waked memory of my former days. 
Believe, that few can backward cast 
Their thoughts with pleasure on the past; 
But I ! — ^my ]|puth was rash and vain. 
And blood and rage my manhood stain, 
And my grey hairs must now descend 
To my cold grave without a friend I 
Even thou, Matilda, wilt disown 
Thy kinsman, when his guilt is known. 
And must I lift the bloody veil. 
That hides my dark and fatal tale I 
I must — I will — Pale phantom, cease I 
Leave me one little hour in peace ! 
Thus haunted, think'st thou I have skill 
Thine own commission to fulfil? 
Or, while thou point'st with gesture fierce^ 
Thy blighted cheek, thy bloody hearse^ 
How can I paint thee as thou wert. 
So fair in face, so warm in heart 1 

XX. 

"Yes, she was fair ! — Matilda, thou 
Hast a soft sadness on thy brow ; 
But hers was like the sunny glow. 
That laughs on earth and all below I 
We wedded secret — ^there was need — 
Differing in country and in creed ; 
And, when to Mortham's tower she cam^ 
We mention'd not her race and name, 
Until thy sire, who fought afar. 
Should turn him home from foreign war, 
On whose kind influence we rdied 
\To «QQjClQ&V<ec %d.>?ckSt^«lBe end pride. 



Rokeby, 



«9S 



>nths we liyed retired, unknown, 
tmt one dear £riend alone, 
rling friend — I spare his shame, 
ot write the villain's name 1 
ipasses I might forget, 
e in vengeance for the debt 

a brother worm to me, 
eful to God's clemency, 
lared me penitential time, 
t me off amid my crime. — 

XXI. 
dly smile to all she lent, 
hist husband's friend 'twas bent 
I, that from its harmless glee, 
5tch misconstrued villainy, 
id in his presumptuous love, 
sftil snare the traitor wove. 
re sat — ^the flask had flow'd, 
>dwith heat unwonted glow'd, 
hrough the alley'd walk we spied 
nrried step my Edith glide, 
ig beneath the verdant screen, 
unwilling to be seen. 
cannot paint the fiendish smile 
jl'd the traitor's chedc the while 1 
* I question'd of the cause ; 
le a cold and artful pause, 
ay*d it might not chafe my mood — 
was a gallant in the wood 1 ' 
I been shooting at the deer ; 
is-bow (evil chance I) was near : 
ady weapon of my wrath 
t, and, luisting up the path, 
ew grove my wife I found, — 
^g^esfs arms her neck had bound 1 
i his heart — ^the bow I drew — 
I the shaft — 'twas more than true ! 

my Edith's djring charms 

in her murder'd brother^s arms ! — 

e in secret to enquire 

te, and reconcile her sire. 

XXII. 
id my rage — the villain first, 
craft my jealousy had nursed ; 
^ht in far and foreign clime 
pe the vengeance of his crime, 
nner of the slaughter done 
own to few — my guilt to none ; 
Je my faithful steward framed — 
not what — of shaft mis-aim'd ; 
ai from those the act who knew, 
the hand from which it flew, 
b'd by human laws I stood, 
D had heard the cry of blood ! 
i a blank upon my mind, 
1 vision ill-defined, 
g till my flesh was torn, 
eon-bolts and fetters wom-^ 
en I waked to woe more wild, 
istion'd ofjnjrhi£uit child — 



(Have I not written, that she bare 

A boy, like simimer morning fair?) 

With looks confused, my menials teU 

That arm^d men in Mortham dell 

Beset the nurse's evening way, 

And bore her, with her charge, away. 

My faithless friend, and none but he. 

Could profit by his villainy ; 

Him, then, I sought, with purpose dread 

Of treble vengeance on his head 1 

He 'scaped me — ^but my bosom's wound 

Some faint relief from wandering found ; 

And over distant land and sea 

I bore my load of misery. 

XXIII. 
" 'Twas then that fate my footsteps led 
Among a daring crew and dread. 
With whom fuU oft my hated life 
I ventured in such desperate strife. 
That even my fierce associates saw 
My frantic deeds with doubt and awe. 
Much then I leam'd, and much can show. 
Of human guilt and human woe. 
Yet ne'er have, in my wanderings, known 
A wretch whose sorrows matdi'd my 

own I — 
It chanced that, after battle fray, 
Upon the bloody field we lay; 
The yellow moon her lustre shed 
Upon the wounded and the dead. 
While, sense in toil and wassail drown'd. 
My ruffian comrades slept around. 
There came a voice — ^its silver tone 
Was soft, Matilda, as thine own — 
'Ah, wretch!' it said, 'what mak'st 

thou here, 
While unavenged my bloody bier. 
While unprotected lives mine heir. 
Without a father's name and care?' 

XXIV. 

'• I heard — obey'd— and homeward drew ; 
The fiercest of our desperate crew 
I brought, at time of need to aid 
My purposed vengeance, long delay'd. 
But, humble be my thanks to Heaven, 
That better hopes and thoughts has given. 
And by our Lord's dear prayo: has taught, 
Mercy by mercy must be brought I — 
Let me in misery rejoice — 
I've seen his face — I've heard his voice— 
I claim'd of him my only child — 
As he disown'd the theft, he smiled I 
That very calm and callous look. 
That fiendish sneer his visage took. 
As when he said, in scornful mood, 
' There is a gallant in the wood 1 ' — 
I did not slay him as he stood — 
All praise be to my Makei ^ncq^X 
Long su£fraiice is one pa.\S[i to YveaN^v^r 
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XXV. 

Thus far the woeful tale was heard, 
When something in the thicket stirr'd. 
Up Redmond sprung ; the villain Guy 
(For he it was that lurk'd so nigh) 
Drew back — he durst not cross his steel 
A moment's space with brave O'Neale, 
For all the treasured gold that rests 
In Mortham's iron-banded chests. 
Redmond resumed his seat ; — he said, 
Some roe was rustling in the shade. 
Bertram laugh'd grimly when he saw 
His timorous comrade backward draw. 
*' A trusty mate art thou, to fear 
A single arm, and aid so near 1 
Yet have I seen thee mark a deer. 
Give me thy carabine — I'll show 
An art that thou wilt gladly know. 
How thou mayst safely quell a foe." 

XXVI. 

On hands and knees fierce Bertram drew 
The spreading birch and hazels through, 
Till he had Redmond full in view ; 
The gun he levell'd — Mark like this 
Was Bertram never known to miss. 
When fair opposed to aim there sate 
An object of his mortal hate. [seen. 

That day young Redmond's death had 
But twice Matilda came between 
The carabine and Redmond's breast. 
Just ere the spring his finger press'd. 
A deadly oath the ruffian swore. 
But yet his fell design forebore : 
" It ne'er," he muttered, " shall be said, 
That thus I scath'd thee, haughty maid I " 
Then moved to seek more open aim. 
When to his side Guy Denzil came : 
•* Bertram, forbear 1 — we are undone 
For ever, if thou fire the gun. 
By all the fiends, an armM force 
Descends the dell, of foot and horse 1 
We perish if they hear a shot — 
Madman 1 we have a safer plot — 
Nay, friend, be ruled, and bear thee backl 
Behold, down yonder hollow track. 
The warlike leader of the band 
Comes, with his broadsword in his hand." 
Bertram look'd up ; he saw, he knew 
That Denzil's fears had counseU'd true. 
Then cursed his fortune and withdrew. 
Threaded the woodlands undescried, 
And gained the cave on Greta side. 

XXVII. 

They whom dark Bertram, in his wrath, 
Doom'd to captivity or death. 
Their thoughts to one sad subject lent, 
Saw not nor heard the ambushment. 
Heedless and unconcern' d they sate,^ 
While on the very verge of fate; 



Heedless and unconcem'd remain'd. 
When Heaven the murderer's arm le- 

strain'd ; 
As ships drift darkling down the tide, 
Nor see the shelves o'er which they glide. 
Uninterrupted thus they heard 
What Mortham's closing tale declared. 
He spoke of wealth as of a load. 
By Fortune on a wretch bestow'd. 
In bitter mockery of hate, 
His cureless woes to aggravate ; 
But yet he pray'd Matilda's care 
Might save that treasure for his heir— 
His Edith's son — for still he raved 
As confident his life was saved ; 
In frequent vision, he averr'd. 
He saw his face, his voice he heard ; 
Then argued calm — ^had murder been, 
The blood, the corpses, had been seen ; 
Some had pretended, too, to mark 
On Windermere a stranger bark. 
Whose crew, with jealous care, yet mild, 
Guarded a female and a child. 
While these faint proofs he told and press'd, 
Hope seem'd to kindle in his breast; 
Though inconsistent, vague, and vain. 
It warp'd his judgment and his brain. 

XXVIII. 

These solemn words his story dose:— 
"Heaven witness for me, that I chose 
My part in this sad civil fight. 
Moved by no cause but England's right 
My country's groans have bid me draw 
My sword for gospel and for law ;— 
These righted, I fling arms aside. 
And seek my son through Europe wide. 
My wealth, on which a kinsman nigh 
Already casts a grasping eye. 
With thee may unsuspected lie. 
When of my death Matilda hears, 
Let her retain her trust three years ; 
If none, from me, the treasure claim, 
Perish'd is Mortham's race and name. 
Then let it leave her generous hand, 
And flow in bounty o'er the land ; 
Soften the wounded prisoner's lot, 
Rebuild the peasant's ruin'd cot ; 
So spoils, acquired by fight a&r. 
Shall mitigate domestic war." 

XXIX. 

The generous youths, who well had known 
Of Mortham's mind the powerful tone^ 
To that high mind, by sorrow swerved, 
Gave sympathy his woes deserved; 
But Wilfrid chief, who saw reveal'd 
Why Mortham wish'd his life conceaPd, 
In secret, doubtless, to pursue 
The schemes his wilder'd fancy drew. 
Thoughtful he heard Matilda teU, 
VTYsaX s\ia\?wJiL^^baie her Other's cell, 
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His partner of captivity, 

Wh^'er his prison-house should be ; 

Yet grieved to think that Rokeby-hall, 

Dismantled, and forsook by all. 

Open to rapine and to stealth, 

Had now no safeguard for the wealth 

Intrusted by her kinsman kind, 

And for sudh noble use design'd. 

"Was Barnard Castle then her choice," 

Wilfrid enquired with hasty voice, 

"Since there the victor's laws ordain. 

Her father must a space remain?" 

A fluttered hope His accent shook, 

A fluttered joy was in his look. 

Matilda hasten'd to reply, 

For anger flash'd in Redmond's eye ; — 

*' Duty," she said, with gentle grace, 

" Kind Wilfrid, has no choice of place : 

Else had I for my sire assign'd 

Plrison less galling to his mind. 

Than that hu wild-wood haunts which sees 

And hears the murmur of the Tees, 

Recalling thus, with every glance. 

What ci^ytive's sorrow can enhance ; 

But where those woes are highest, there 

Needs Rokday most his daughter's care." 

XXX. 

He fdt the Jdndly check she gave. 

And stood abash'd — then answer'd grave: 

**I sought thy purpose, noble maid. 

Thy doubts to dear, thy schemes to aid. 

I have beneath mine own command. 

So wills my sire, a gallant band. 

And wdl could send some horsemen wight 

To bear the treasure forth by night. 

And so bestow it as you deem 

In these ill days may safest seem."— 

"Thanks, gentle Wilfrid, thanks," she 

said: 
"O, be it not one day delay'd 1 
And, more tiiy sister-friend to aid, 
Be thou thyself content to hold. 
In thine own keeping, M ortham's gold. 
Safest with thee.' — ^While thus she spoke, 
Arm'd soldiers on their converse broke. 
The same of whose approach afraid. 
The ruffians left their ambuscade. 
Their chief to Wilfrid bended low, 
Then look'd around as for a foe. 
"What mean'st thou, friend?" young 

Wydiffe said, 
"Why thus in arms beset the glade?"— 
"That would I gladly learn from you ; 
For up my squadron as I drew, 
To tzerdse our martial game 
Upon the moor of Baminghame, 
A stranger told you were waylaid, 
^noumled, and to death betray'd. 
He had a leader^s voice, I ween, 
A &loon glance, a warrior's nuen. 



He bade me bring you instant aid ; 
I doubted not, and I obey'd." 

XXXI. 

Wilfrid changed colour, and, amazed, 
Tum'd short, and on the speaker gazed ; 
While Redmond every thicket round 
Track'd earnest as a questing hound. 
And Denzil's carabine he found ; 
Sure evidence, by which they knew 
The warning was as kind as true. 
Wisest it seem'd, with cautious speed 
To leave the dell. It was agreed, 
That Redmond, with Matilda fair. 
And fitting guard, should home repair ; 
At nightfall Wilfrid should attend, 
With a strong band, his sister-friend. 
To bear with her, from Rokeby's bowers 
To Barnard Castle's lofty towers, 
Secret and safe, the banded chests 
In which the wealth of Mortham rests. 
This hasty purpose fix'd, they part, 
Each with a grieved and anxious heart. 



CANTO FIFTH. 

I. 

Thb sultry summer day is done. 

The western hills have hid the sun. 

But mountain peak and village spire 

Retain reflection of his fire. 

Old Barnard's towers Are purple still, 

To those that gaze from Toller-hill ; 

Distant and high, the tower of Bowes 

Like steel upon the anvil glows ; 

And Stanmore's ridge, behind that lay. 

Rich with the spoils of parting day. 

In crimson and in gold array'd, 

Streaks yet a while the closing shade. 

Then slow resigns to darkening heaven 

The tints which brighter hours had given. 

Thus ag6d men, full loath and slow, 

The vanities of life forego, 

And count their youthful follies o'er. 

Till Memory lends her light no more. 

II. 
The eve, that slow on upland fades. 
Has darker closed on Rokeby glades, 
Where, simk within their banks profound. 
Her guardian streams to meeting wound. 
The stately oaks, whose sombre frown 
Of noontide made a twilight brown, 
Impervious now to fainter light. 
Of twilight make an early night. 
Hoarse into middle air arose 
The vespers of the roosting crows. 
And with congenial murmurs seem 
To wake the Genii of the stream ; 
For louder clamoux'd GTe\a!s \\<ift. 
And Tees in deeper \o\cfe xe^^«i^. 
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And fitful waked the tmamg vind, 

Fltfdl in sighs its breath resign'd. 
lArllfrid. wbo6e fiuicy-iixzrtiired soal 
Felt in the scene a soft oootiol, 
Milth lighter footstep press'd the giocmd. 
And often paused to look around ; 
And, though his path was to his kire, 
Coold not bat liriger in the groTe, 
To drink the thrilling interest deslr. 
Of awfid pleasure check'd bj fiear. 
Such inconsistent moods hare we. 
Even when our passions strike the key. 

JXL 

Now, through the wood's dark maas 

past. 
The opening lawn be readi'd at last. 
Where, silvered by the moonlight ray. 
The ancient Hall before him lay. 
Those martial terrors long were fled. 
That frown'd of old aroond its head : 
The battlements, the turrets grey, 
Seem'd half abandoned to decay ;* 
On barbican and keep of stone 
Stem time the foeman's work had done. 
Where banners the invader braved. 
The harebell now and wallflower waved ; 
In the rude guard-room, where of yore 
Their weary hours the warders wore. 
Now, while the cheerful faggots blaze. 
On the paved floor the spindle plays ; 
The flanking guns dismounted lie. 
The moat is ruinous and dry, 
The grim portcullis gon&rr-and all 
The fortress tum'd to peaceful Hall. 

IV. 

But yet precautions, lately ta'en, 
Show'd danger's day revived again ; 
The court-yard wall show'd marks of care. 
The fall'n defences to repair. 
Lending such strength as might withstand 
The in^t of marauding band. 
The beams once more were taught to bear 
The trembUng drawbridge into air. 
And not, till questioned o'er and o'er. 
For Wilfrid oped the jealous door, 
And when he enter'd, bolt and bar 
Resumed their place with sullen jar ; 
Then, as he cross'd the vaulted porch. 
The old grey porter raised his torch. 
And viewed him o'er, from foot to head. 
Ere to the hall his steps he led. 
That huge old hall, of knightly state, 
Dismantled seem'd and desolate. 
The moon through transom-shaftsof stone. 
Which cross'd the Latticed oriels, shone, 
And by the moumftil light she gave, 
The Gothic vault seem'd fungal cave. 
Pennon and banner waved no moTQ 
O'er beams of stag and tusks of boax. 



Nor gtimmrring arms wece macshaU'd 



To ^ance those sylvan spoils between. 
Those arms, those ensigns, borne avray, 
Accomplish'd Rok^y's brave array. 
But all woe lost on Marston's day 1 
Yet here and there the moonbeams fall 
Where armour yet adorns the wall, 
Cambfoas of size^ imcouth to sight. 
And assess in the modem fight 1 
Like veteran relic of the wars. 
Known only by n^lected scars. 

V. 

Matilda soon to greet him came. 
And bade them light the evening flame ; 
Said, all fcM- parting was prepared. 
And tarried but for Wilfiid's guard. 
But then, reluctant to unfold 
His father's avarice of gold. 
He hinted, that lest jealous eye 
Should cm their precious burden pry, 
He judged it best the castle gate 
To enter when the night wore late ; 
And therefore he had left command 
With those he trusted of his band. 
That th^ should be at Rokeby met, 
What time the midnight-watdi was set. 
Now Redmond came, whose anxious care 
nil then was busied to prepare 
All needful, meetly to arrange 
The mansion for its moumfid change. 
With '\^^lfiid's care and kindness pleased, 
His cold unready hand he seized. 
And press'd it, till his kindly strain 
The gentle youth retum'd again. 
Seem'd as between them this was said,' 
** A while let jealousy be dead ; 
And let our contest be, whose care 
Shall b^ assist this hdpless fair." 

VL 

There was no speech the truce to bind, 
It was a compact of the mind, — 
A generous thought, at once impress'd 
On either rival's generous breast. 
Matilda well the secret took. 
From sudden change of mien and look ; 
And— for not small had beoi her fear 
Of jealous ire and danger near — 
Felt, even in her deject^ state, 
A joy beyond the reach of &te. 
They closed beside the chimn^s blaze^ 
And talk'd, and hoped for happier days, 
And lent their spirits' rising glow 
A while to gild impending woe ; — 
High privilege of youthful time. 
Worth all the pleasure of our prime I 
The bickering fiaggot sparkled bright, 
And gave the scene of love to sight, 
. Bade Wilfrid's cheek more lively glow, 
\ '?\aLy 6. Qix\&A.^&A»!^ nack of snow. 
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ler nut-brown curls and forehead high, 
ind laughed in Redmond's azure eye. 
Two lovers by the maiden sate, 
Vithout a glance of jealous hate ; 
fhe maid her lovers sat between, 
Vith open brow and equal mien : 
t is a sight but rarely spied, — 
rbanksto man'swrathand woman'spride. 

VII. 

Vhile thus in peaceful guise they sate, 

V knodc alarmed the outer gate, 
Vnd ere the tardy porter stirr'd, 
rhe tinkling of a harp was heard. 

V manly voice of mellow swell, 
iore burden to the music well :— 

SONG. 

" Summer eve is gone and past. 
Summer dew is falling fast ; 
I have wander'd all the day, 
Do not bid me farther stray I 
Gentle hearts, of gentle kin. 
Take the wandering harper in 1 " 

\aX the stem porter answer gave, 

^th *'Get thee hence, thou strolling 

knave 1 
rhe king wants soldiers ; war, I trow, 
Vere meeter trade for such as thou." 
U this unkind reproof, again 
^nswer'd the ready Minstrel's strain : — 

SONG RESUMED. 

" Bid not me, in battle-field, 
Budcler lift, or broadsword wield ! 
All my strength and all my art 
Is to touch the gentle heart. 
With the wizard notes that ring 
From the peaceful minstrel-string." — 

rhe porter, all unmoved, replied, — 
* Depart in peace, with Heaven to guide; 
f longer by the gate thou dwell, 
[^fust me, thou shalt not part so well" 

vin. 
Vith somewhat of appealing look, 
rhe harper's part young Wilfrid took : 
' These notes so wild and ready thrill, 
liey show no vulgar minstrel's skill ; 
lard were his task to seek a home 
fore distant, since the night is come \ 
Old for his faith I dare engage— 
'our Harpool's blood is sour'd by age ; 
lis gate, once readily display'd, 
I'd greet the firiend, the poor to aid, 
\cm even to me, though knovm of old, 
)id but rductantly unfold." — 
'O blame not, as poor Harpool's crime, 
in evil of this evil time. 
le deems dependent on his care 

safe^ of his patron's lieu> | 



Nor judges meet to ope the tower 

To guest unknown at parting hour. 

Urging his duty to excess 

Of rough and stubborn faithfulness. 

For this poor harper, I would fain 

He may relax: — Hark to his strain I" — 

IX. 

SONG RESUMED. 

" I have song of war for knight. 
Lay of love for lady bright. 
Fairy tale to lull the heir, 
Goblin grim the maids to scare. • 
Dark the night, and long till day, 
Do not bid me further stray I 

" Rokeby's lords of martial fame, 
I can count them name by name ; 
Legends of their line there be, 
Known to few, but known to me ; 
If you honoiu: Rokeby's kin, 
TsUce the wandering harper in I 

*' Rokeby's lords had fair regard 
For the harp, and for the bard ; 
Baron's race throve never well, 
Where the curse of minstrel fell. 
If you love that noble kin, 
Take the weary harper in I" — 

* ' Hark I Harpool parleys — there is hope, " 
Said Redmond, "that the gate will ope." — 
— •* For all thy brag and boast. I trow, 
Nought know'st thou of the Felon Sow," 
Quoth Harpool, "nor how Greta-side 
She roam'd, and Rokeby forest wide ; 
Nor how Ralph Rokeby gave the b^t 
To Richmond's friars to make a feast. 
Of Gilbert Griffinson the tale 
Goes, and of gallant Peter Dale, 
That well could strike with sword amain. 
And of the valiant son of Spain, 
Friar Middleton, and blithe Sir Ralph : 
There were a jest to make us laugh I 
If thou canst tell it, in yon shed 
Thou' St won thy supper and thy bed." 

X. 

Matilda smiled: "Cold hope," said she, 
" From Harpool's love of minstrelsy I 
But, for this harper, may we dare, 
Redmond, to mend his couch and fare?" — 
"O, ask me not !— At minstrel-string 
My heart from infancy would spring j 
Nor can I hear its simplest strain, 
But it brings Erin's dream again, 
When placed by Owen Lysagh's knee 
(The Filea of O'Neale was he,* 
A bund and bearded man, whose eld 
Was sacred as a prophet's held), 
I 've seen a ring of rugged Vssrwft, 
With aspects &aggy , vii^, «&dL ^\«rc^ 
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Enchanted by the master's lay, 
Linger around the livelong day, 
Shift from wild rage to wilder glee, 
To love, to grief, to ecstasy. 
And feel each varied change of soul 
Obedient to the bard's control. — 
Ah, Clandeboy ! thy friendly floor 
Slieve-Donard's oak shall light no more ;* 
Nor Owen's harp, beside the blaze. 
Tell maiden's love or hero's praise I 
The mantling brambles hide thy hearth, 
Centre of hospitable mirth ; 
All undistinguish'd in the glade. 
My sires' glad home is prostrate laid. 
Their vassals wander wide and far. 
Serve foreign lords in distant war, 
And now the stranger's sons enjoy 
The lovely woods of Clandeboy I " 
He spoke, and proudly tum'd aside. 
The starting tear to dry and hide. 

XI. 
Matilda's dark and soften'd eye 
Was glistening ere O'Neale's was dry. 
Her hand upon his arm she laid, — 
** It is the will of Heaven," she said. 
"And think'st thou, Redmond, I can part 
From this loved home with lightsome 
Leaving to wild neglect whate'er [heart. 
Even from my infancy was dear ? 
For in this calm domestic bound 
Were all Matilda's pleasures found. 
That hearth, my sire was wont to grace. 
Full soon may be a stranger's place ; 
This hall, in which a child I play'd. 
Like thine, dear Redmond, lowly laid, 
The bramble and the thorn may braid ; 
Or, pass'd for aye from me and mine. 
It ne'er may shelter Rokeby's line. 
Yet is this consolation given. 
My Redmond,— 'tis the will of Heaven." 
Her word, her action, and her phrase. 
Were kindly as in early days ; 
For cold reserve had lost its power, 
In sorrow's sympathetic hour. 
Young Redmond dared not trust his voice ; 
But rather had it been his choice 
To share that melancholy hour. 
Than, arm'd with all a chieftain's power, 
In full possession to enjoy 
Slieve-Donard wide, and Clandeboy. 

XII. 

The blood left Wilfrid's ashen cheek ; 
Matilda sees, and hastes to speak. — 
*• Happy in friendship's ready aid, 
Let all my murmurs here be staid I 
And Rokeby's Maiden will not part 
From Rokeby's hall with moody heart. . 
This night at least, for Rokeby's fame. 
Th^ hospitably hearth shall ftame, 



And, ere its native heir retire, 
Find for the wanderer rest and fire. 
While this poor harper, by the blaze, 
Recounts the tale of other days. 
Bid Harpool ope the door with speed, 
Admit him, and relieve each need. — 
Meantime, kind Wycliflfe, wilt thou try 
Thy minstrel skill ? — Nay, no reply — 
And look not sad ! — I guess thy thought. 
Thy verse with laurels would be bought ; 
And poor Matilda, landless now. 
Has not a garland for thy brow. 
True, I must leave sweet Rokeby's glades. 
Nor wander more in Greta's shades ; 
But sure, no rigid jailer, thou 
Wilt a short prison-walk allow, [will. 
Where summer flowers grow wild at 
On Marwood-chase and Toller-hill;* 
Then holly green and lily gay 
Shall twine in guerdon of thy lay." 
The mournful youth, a space aside. 
To tune Matilda's harp applied ; 
And then a low sad descant rung, 
As prelude to the lay he simg. 

XIII. 

THE CYPRESS WREATH. 

O, Lady, twine no wreath for me, 
Or twine it of the cypress-tree 1 
Too lively glow the lilies light. 
The vamish'd holly 's all too bright, 
The May-flower and the eglantine 
May shade a brow less sad than mine; 
But, Lady, weave no wreath for me, 
Or weave it of the cypress-tree I 

Let dimpled Mirth his temples twine 
With tendrils of the laughing vine ; 
The manly oak, the pensive yew. 
To patriot and to sage be due ; 
The myrtle bough bids lovers livt^ 
But that Matilda will not give ; 
Then, Lady, twine no wreath for me, 
Or twine it of the cypress-tree I 

Let merry England proudly rear 
Her blended roses, bought so dear; 
Let Albin bind her bonnet blue 
With heath and harebell dipp'd in dew; 
On favour'd Erin's crest be seen 
The flower she loves of emerald green- 
But, Lady, twine no wreath for me. 
Or twine it of the cypress-tree. 

Strike the wild harp, while maids pie* 
The ivy meet for minstrel's hair; [pare 
And, while his crown of laurel-leaves, 
With bloody hand the victor weaves, 
Let the loud trump his triumph tell; 
But when you hear the passing-bell. 
Then, Lady, twine a wreath for me, 
Kiv^ VwSivfc \X oil ^"fe ^^j^tess-tr^e. 
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Yes 1 tvrine for me the cjrpress bough ; 
But, O Matilda, twine not now 1 
Stay till a few brief months are past, 
And I have look'd and loved my last ! 
When villagers my shroud bestrew . 
With pansies, rosemary, and rue, — 
Thai, Lady, weave a wreath for me. 
And weave it of the cypress-tree. 

XIV. 
O'Neale observed the starting tear, 
And spoke with kind and blithesome 
" No, noble Wilfrid 1 ere the day [cheer — 
When mourns the land thy silent Lay, 
Shall many a wreath be freely wove 
By hand of friendship and of love. 
I would not wish that rigid Fate 
Had doom'd thee to a captive's slate. 
Whose hands are bound by honour's law, 
Who'wears a sword he must not draw : 
But were it so, in minstrel pride 
The land together would we ride. 
On prancing steeds, like harpers old. 
Bound for the halls of barons bold ; 
Each lover of the lyre we'd seek, [Peak, 
From Michael's Mount to Skiddaw's 
Survey wild Albin's mountain strand. 
And roam green Erin's lovely land ; 
While thou the gentler souls should move, 
With lay of pity and of love. 
And I, uiy mate, in rougher strain. 
Would sing of war and warriors slain. 
Old England's bards were vanquish'd then, 
And Scotland's vaunted Hawthomden,t 
And, silenced on lemian shore, 
M'Curtin's harp should chum no more I " 
In lively mood he spoke, to wile 
From Wilfrid's woe-worn cheek a smile. 

XV 

"But," said Matilda, "ere thy name, 
Good Redmond, gain its destined fame, 
Say, wilt thou kindly deign to call 
Thy brother-minstrel to the hall ? 
Bid all the household, too, attend, 
Each in his rank a humble friend ; 
I know their faithful hearts vdll grieve 
When their poor Mistress takes her leave ; 
So let the horn and beaker flow 
To mitigate their parting woe." 
The haiper caipe ; — in youth's first prime 
»|inself ; in mode of olden time 
^ garb was £ashion'd, to express 
The ancient English minstrel's dress,* 
A seemly gown of Kendal green. 
With goi||et closed of silver sheen ; 
^ hup m silken scarf was slung. 
And by his side an anlace hung. 



t. prommoiui of Hawthomden was in the 
Jgth of his reputation as a ^poet during the 



It seem'd some masquer's quaint array. 
For revel or for holiday. 

XVI. 
He made obeisance with a free 
Yet studied air of courtesy. 
Each look and accent, framed to please, 
Seem'd to affect a playful ease ; 
His face was of that doubtful kind, 
That wins the eye, but not the mind ; 
Yet harsh it seem'd to deem amiss 
Of brow so young and smooth as this. 
His was the subtle look and sly, 
That, spying all, seems nought to spy ; 
Round all the group his glances stole, 
Unmark'd themselves, to mark the whole. 
Yet simk beneath Matilda's look, 
Nor could the eye of Redmond brook. 
To the suspicious, or the old, 
Subtle and dangerous and bold 
Had seem'd this self-invited guest ; 
But young our lovers,— and the rest, 
Wrapt in their sorrow and their fear. 
At parting of their Mistress dear. 
Tear-blinded, to the Castle-hall, 
Came as to bear her funeral pall. 

XVII. 

All that expression base was gone. 
When waked the guest his minstrel tone ; 
It fled at inspiration's call. 
As erst the demon fled from Saul. 
More noble glance he cast around. 
More free-drawn breath inspired the sound. 
His pulse beat bolder and more high, 
In all the pride of minstrelsy I 
Alas I too soon that pride was o'er. 
Sunk with the lay that bade it soar ! 
His soul resumed, with habit's chain, 
Its vices wild, and follies vain, 
And gave the talent, with him bom, 
To be a common curse and scorn. 
Such was the youth whom Rokeby's Maid, 
With condescending kindness, pray'd 
Here to renew the strains she loved. 
At distance heard and well approved. 

XVIII. 
SONG. 
Tke Harp, 
I was a wild and wayward boy. 
My childhood scom'd each childish toy ; 
Retired from all, reserved and coy. 

To musing prone, 
I woo'd my solitary joy. 
My Harp alone ! 

My youth, with bold Ambition's mood, 
Despised the humble stream and wood, 
Where my poor father's cottage stood. 

To fame unknoMm ; — 
What should my soanngN\€*M^T!Cka2&&^CkC^ 

My Harp alone \ 
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Lote came with an fab fiantie fire^ 
And wild romance oi vain desize: 
The baron's dacgfaler beard my \fi^ 

And pcais'd the tone ; — 
What could presumptnoiis hope in^Hie? 

My Harp alone 1 

At manhood's touch the bobble burst. 
And manhood's pride the tisicmi corst. 
And all that had my folly nursed 

Love's sway to own ; 
Yet spared the spell that liiQ'd me first. 

My Harp alone 1 

Woe came with war, and want with woe; 
And it was mine to undergo 
Each outrage of the rd)el foe:— 

Can aught atone 
My fields laid waste, my cot laid low? 

My Harp alone 1 

Ambition's dreams I'tb seen depart. 
Have rued of penury the smart. 
Have feit of love the venom'd dart, 

^lien hope was flown : 
Yet rests one solace to my heart, — 

My Harp alone ! 

Then over mountain, moor, and hill. 
My faithful Harp, I'U bear thee still ; 
And when this life of want and ill 

Is wellnigh gone^ 
Thy strings mine ^^y shall thrill. 

My Harp alone 1 

XIX. 

" A pleasing lay 1 " Matilda said ; 
But Harpool shook his old grey head. 
And took his baton and his torch. 
To seek his guard-room in the porch. 
Edmund observed. ¥nth sudden change, 
Among the strings his fingers range, 
Until they waked a bolder glee 
Of military melody ; 
Then paused amid the martial sound. 
And look'd with well-feign'dfear around; — 
** None to this noble house belong," 
He said, '*that would a Minstrel wrong, 
Whose fate has been, through good and 
To love his Royal Master still ; [ill, 

And, with your honour'd leave, would fain 
Rejoice you with a loyal strain." 
Then, as assured by sign and look, 
The warlike tone again he took j 
And Harpool stopp'd, and turned to hear 
A ditty of the Cavalier. 



SONO. 
Th€ Cavalier, 
While the dawn on the mountain was 
misty and grey, Tttwa^ 



fain. Ofcr vaU^. o'er dale^ and o'er 
down, — [for the Crown 1 

Heaicn sUdd the brave Gallant that fights 

He has dofiTd the silk doublet the breast- 
plate to bear. [flovring hair. 

He has [daced the sted-cap o'er his long- 

From his bdt to his stirrup his broad- 
sword hangs down,— 

Heaven shield the brave Gallant that fights 
fortheOown! 

For the rights of £ur England that broad- 
sw<ml he draws ; [cause ; 

Ho- King is his leader, her Church is his 

His watchword is honour, his pay is re- 
nown, — [for the Crown 1 

God strike with the Gallant that strikes 

Th^ may boast of their Fairfax, their 
Waller, and aU [HaU; 

The roundheaded rebels of Westminster 

But tell these bold traitors of London's 
proud town, circled the Crown. 

That the ^lears of the North have en- 

There's Derby and Cavendish, dread of 
their foes ; [land's Montrose 1 

There's Erin's high Onnond. and Scot- 
Would you match the base Skippon, and 
Massey, and Brown, [for the Crown? 
With the Barons of England, that figbt 

Now joy to the crest of the brave Cavalier I 
Be his banner unoonquer'd, resistless his 

spear, [may drowa 

Till in peace and in triumph his toils he 
In a pledge to fair England, her Churdi. 

and her Crown. 

XXI. 

"Alas!" Matilda said, "that strain, 
Good Harper, now is heard in vain 1 
The time has been, at such a sound, 
When Rokeby's vassals gather' d round, 
An hundred manly hearts would bound ; 
But now, the stirring verse we hear, 
Like trump in dying soldier's ear 1 
Listless and sad the notes we own, 
The power to answer them is flown, 
Yet not without his meet applause. 
Be he that sings the righti^ cause, 
Even when the crisis of its fate 
To human eye seems desperate. 
While Rokeby's Heir such power retains, 
Let this slight guerdon pay thy pains :^ 
And, lend thy harp; I fain would try 
If my poor ^U can aught supply, 
Ere yet I leave my father^s hsdl. 
To mourn the cause in which we (all" 

XXII. 
The harper« with a downcast look, 



misiy ana grey, xaway \ vuie narper, wiin a aowncasi lOOK, 

Mjr true love has mounted Ids steed, aiid\ku^Vx^is^>iTv^\^a3i^\dA bounty took.— 
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As yet, the oonsdotis pride of art 
Had steel'd bim in his treacherous part ; 
A powerful spring, of force unguess'd, 
That hath each gentler mood suppress' d, 
And reign'd in many a human breast — 
From his that plans the red campaign, 
To his that wastes the woodland reign. 
The failing wing, the blood-shot eye, — 
The sportsman marks with apathy, 
Each feeling of his victim's iU 
Drown'd in his own successful skill. 
The veteran, too, who now no more 
Aspires to head the battle's roar. 
Loves still the triumph of his art. 
And traces on the pencill'd chart 
Some stem invader^s destined way, 
'nux>ugh blood and ruin, to his prey ; 
Patriots to death, and towns to flame. 
He dooms, to raise another's name. 
And shares the guilt, though not the fame. 
\f\aX pays him for his span of time 
Spent in premeditating crime? 
What against pity arms his heart ?-^ 
It is the oonfidous pride of art. 

XXIII. 

But prindples in Edmund's mind 
Were baseless, vague, and undefined. 
His soul, like bark with rudder lost, 
On Passion's changeful tide was tost ; 
Nor Vice nor Virtue had the power 
Beyond the impression of the hour; 
And, 1 when Passion rules, hoW rare 
"The hours that fall to Virtue's share I 
Yet now she roused her— for the pride, 
That lack of sterner guilt supplied. 
Could scarce support him when arose 
The lay that moum'd Matilda's woes. 

SONG. 
The Farewell, 

The sound of Rokeby's woods I hear, 

The^ mingle with the song : 
Dark Greta's voice is in mine ear, 

I must not hear them long. 
From every loved and native haunt 

The native Heir must stray, 
And, like a ghost whom sunbeams daunt, 

Must part before the day. 

Soon from the halls my fathers rear'd, 

'Their scutcheons may descend, 
A line so long beloved and fear'd 

May soon obscurely end. 
No longer here Matilda's tone 

Shall bid those echoes swell ; 
Yet shall they hear her proudly own 

The cause in which we fell. 

The Lady paused, and then again 
Resumed the lay in lotder straiiu 



XXIV. 

Let our halls and towers decay, 

Be our name and line forgot. 
Lands and manors pass away, — 

We but share our Monarch's lot. 
If no more our annals show 

Battles won and banners taken, 
Still in death, defeat, and woe, 

Ours be loyalty unshaken 1 

Constant still in danger's hour. 

Princes own'd our fathers' aid ; 
Lands and honours, wealth and power. 

Well their loyalty repaid. 
Perish wealth, and power, and pride I 

Mortal boons by mortals given ; 
But let Constancy abide, — 

Constancy's the gift of Heaven. 

XXV. 

While thus Matilda's lay was heard, 

A thousand thoughts in Edmund stirr'd. 

In peasant life he might have known 

As fair a face, as sweet a tone ; 

But village notes could ne'er supply 

That rich and varied melody ; 

And ne'er in cottage-maid was seen 

The easy dignity of mien. 

Claiming respect, yet waiving state. 

That marks the daughters of the greats 

Yet not, perchance, had these alone 

His scheme of purposed guilt o'erthrown ; 

But while her energy of mind 

Superior rose to griefs combined, 

Lending its kindling to her eye. 

Giving her form new majesty, — 

To Edmund's thought Matilda seem'd 

The very object he had dream'd ; 

When, long ere guilt his soul had known, 

In Winston bowers he mused alone. 

Taxing his fancy to combine 

The face, the air, the voice divine. 

Of princess fair, by cruel fate 

Reft of her honours, power, and state. 

Till to her rightful realm restored 

By destined hero's conquering sword. 

XXVI. 

' ' Such was my vision 1 " Edmund thought ; 
"And have I, then, the ruin wrought 
Of such a maid, that fancy ne'er 
In fairest vision forra'd her peer? 
Was it my hand that could unclose 
The postern to her ruthless foes? 
Foes, lost to honour, law, and faith — • 
Their kindest mercy sudden death 1 
Have I done this ? 1 1 who have swore, 
That if the globe such angel bore, 
I would have traced its circle broad. 
To kiss the ground on which she trode 1 — 
And now— O I would that earth would nv« 
And close upon m% ^\)^ «Xi^^ V-* 
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Is there no hope?— is all then lost? — 

Bertram's already on his post I 

Even now, beside the Hall's arch'd door, 

I saw his shadow cross the floor 1 

He was to wait my signal strain — 

A little respite thus we gain : 

By what I heard the menials say, 

Young Wycliffe's troop are on their way — 

Alarm precipitates the crime 1 

My harp must wear away the time." — 

And then, in accents faint and low, 

He falter' d forth a tale of woe. 

XXVII. 
BALLAD. 

** And whitherwould you lead me, then?" 
Quoth the Friar of orders grey ; 

And the Ruffians twain replied again, 
" By a dying woman to pray." — 

** I see," he said, " a lovely sight, 

A sight bodes little harm, 
A lady as a lily bright, 

With an infant on her arm." — 

*' Then do thine office. Friar grey, 
And see thou shrive her free 1 

Else shall the sprite, that parts to-night. 
Fling all its guilt on thee. 

" Let mass be said, and trentals read. 
When thou'rt to convent gone. 

And bid tne bell of Saint Benedict 
Toll out its deepest tone." 

The shrift is done, the Friar is gone. 

Blindfolded as he came — 
Next morning, all in Littlecot Hall 

Were weeping for their dame. 

Wild Darrell is an alter' d man. 

The village crones can tell ; 
He looks pale as clay, and strives to pray, 

If he hears the convent bell. 

If prince or peer cross Darrell's way, 
He '11 beard him in his pride — 

If he meet a Friar of orders grey, 
He droops and tiuns aside. 

XXVIII. 

" Harper I methinks thy magic lays," 
Matilda said, "can goblins raise 1 
Wellnigh my fancy can discern. 
Near the dark porch, a visage stem ; 
E'en now, in yonder shadowy nook, 
I see it I — Redmond, Wilfrid, look 1 — 
A human form distinct and clear- 
God, for thy mercy I — It draws near I" 
She saw too true. Stride after stride. 
The centre of that chamber wide 
Fierce Bertram gain'd ; then made a stand. 
And, proudly waving with his hand. 
Thunder' d — " Be still, upon your Uves I — 
He bleeds whospeaks, he dies who stdves.** 



Behind their chief, the robber crew 
Forth from the darken'd portal drew 
In silence — save that echo dread 
Retum'd their heavy measured tread. 
The lamp's uncertain lustre gave 
Their arms to gleam, their plumes to wave; 
File after file in order pass. 
Like forms on Banquo's mystic glass. 
Then, halting at their leader's sign. 
At once they form'd and curved their line. 
Hemming within its crescent drear 
Their victims, like a herd of deer. 
Another sign, and to the aim 
Levell'd at once their muskets came, 
As waiting but their chieftain's word, 
To make their fatal volley heard. 

XXIX. 

Back in a heap the menials drew ; 
Yet, even in mortal terror, true. 
Their pale and startled group oppose 
Between Matilda and the foes. 

• • O. haste thee, Wilfrid I " Redmond cried; 
" Undo that wicket by thy side 1 

Bear hence Matilda — gain the wood — 
The pass may be a while made good — 
Thy band, efe this, must sure be nigh — 

speak not — dally not — ^but fly ! " 
While yet the crowd their motions hide. 
Through the low wicket door they glide. 
Through vaulted passages they wind, 

In Gothic intricacy twined ; 

Wilfrid half led, and half he bore, 

Matilda to the postern-door. 

And safe beneath the forest tre^ 

The Lady stands at liberty. 

The moonbeams, the fresh gale's caress, 

Renew'd suspended consciousness ; — 

• * Where 's Redmond ?" eagerly she cries : 
** Thou answer'st not — he dies 1 he dies ! 
And thou hast left him, all bereft 

Of mortal aid— with murderers left I 

1 know it well — he would not yield 
His sword to man — ^his doom is seal'd ! 
For my scom'dlife, which thou hast bought 
At price of his, I thank thee not." 

XXX. 

The unjust reproach, the angry look. 
The heart of Wilfrid could not brook. 
" Lady," he said, " my band so near. 
In safe^ thou ma3rst rest thee here. 
For Redmond's death thou shalt not 
If mine can buy his safe return." [mourn, 
He tum'd away — his heart throbb d high, 
The tear was bursting from his eye ; 
The sense of her injustice press'd 
Upon the Maid's distracted breast, — 
••Stay, Wilfrid, stay 1 aU aid is vain !" 
He heard, but tum'd him not again ; 
He reaches now the postern-door, 
Y'^ovi exi\<snr— «sAS&%»e&.i}o more. 
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XXXI. 

With all the agony that e'er 
Was gender'd twizt suspense and fear, 
She watch'd the line of windows tall, 
Whose Gothic lattice lights the Hall, 
Distinguish'd by the paly red 
The lamps in dim reflection shed. 
While all beside, in wan moonlight, 
Each grated casement glimmer'd white. 
No sight of harm, no sound of ill. 
It is a deep and midnight still. 
Who look'd upon the scene, had guess' d 
All in the Castle were at rest — 
When sudden on the windows shone 
A lightning flash, just seen and gone I 
A shot is heard — Again the flame 
Flash'd thick and fast — a volley came ! 
Then echo'd wildly, from within. 
Of shout and scream the mingled din. 
And weapon-clash, and maddening cry, 
Of those who kill, and those who die 1 — 
As fill'd the Hall with sulphurous smoke. 
More red, more dark, the death-flash 

broke; 
And forms were on the lattice cast, 
That struck, or struggled, as they past. 

XXXII. 

What sounds upon the midnight wind 
Approach so rapidly behind? 
It is — ^it is — the tramp of steeds, — 
Matilda hears the sound, — ^she speeds, — 
Sdzes upon the leader's rein — 
" O, haste to aid, ere aid be vain ! 
Fly to the postern — ^gain the Hall ! " 
From saddle spring the troopers all ; 
Their gallant steeds, at libeity. 
Run wild along the moonlight lea. 
Bat, ere they burst upon the scene. 
Full stubborn had the conflict been. 
When Bertram mark'd Matilda's flight. 
It gave the signal for the fight ; 
And Rokeby's veterans, seam'd with scars 
Of Scotland's and of Erin's wars. 
Their momentary panic o'er. 
Stood to the arms which then they bore 
(For they were weapon' d, and prepared 
TJdr mistress on her way to guard]. 
Then cheer'd them to the fight O'Neale, 
^l^peal'd the shot, and clash' d the steel ; 
Tor war-smoke soon with sable breath 
^ken'd the scene of blood and death, 
while on the few defenders close 
The Bandits, with redoubled blows, 
And, twice driven back, yet fierce and fell 
Renew the charge with frantic yell. 

UTM . XXXIII. 

^ilfrid has fall'n — but o'er him stood 
Young Redmond, soil'd with smoke and 
Wood, 



Cheering his mates with heart and hand 
Still to make good their desperate stand. — 
" Up, comrades, up! In Rokeby halls 
Ne'er be it said our courage falls. 
What I faint ye for their savage cry, 
Or do the smoke-wreaths daunt your eye? 
These rafters have return'd a shout 
As loud at Rokeby's wassail rout, 
As thick a smoke these hearths have given 
At Hallow-tide or Christmas-even. 
Stand to it yet 1 renew the fight, 
For Rokeby's and Matilda's right I 
These slaves I they dare not, hand to hand. 
Bide buffet from a true man's brand." 
Impetuous, active, fierce, and young. 
Upon the advancing foes he sprung. 
Woe to the wretch at whom is bent 
His brandish'd falchion's sheer descent ! 
Backward they scatter'd as he came, 
Like wolves before the levin flame, 
When, 'mid their howling conclave driven. 
Hath glanced the thunderbolt of heaven. 
Bertram rush'd on — But Harpool clasp'd 
His knees, although in death he gasp'd. 
His falling corpse before him flung. 
And round the trammell'd ruffian clung. 
Just then, the soldiers fiU'd the dome. 
And, shouting, charged the felons home 
So fiercely, that, in panic dread, 
They broke, they yielded, fell, or fled. 
Bertram's stem voice they heed no more, 
Though heard above the battle's roar ; 
While, trampling down the dying man, 
He strove, with volley'd threat and ban. 
In scorn of odds, in fate's despite. 
To rally up the desperate fight. 

XXXIV. 

Soon murkier clouds the Hall enfold, 
Than e'er from battle-thunders roll'd ; 
So dense, the combatants scarce know 
To aim or to avoid the blow. 
Smothering and blindfold grows the 

fight- 
But soon shall dawn a dismal light ! 
'Mid cries, and clashing arms, there came 
The hollow sound of rushing flame ; 
New horrors on the tumult dire 
Arise — the Castle is on fire ! 
Doubtful, if chance had cast the brand, 
Or frantic Bertram's desperate hand. 
Matilda saw, for frequent broke 
From the dim casements gusts of smoke. 
Yon tower, which late so clear defined 
On the fair hemisphere reclined. 
That, pencill'd on its azure pure. 
The eye could count each embrazure. 
Now, swathed within the sweeping cloud, 
Seems giant-spectre in his shroud ; 
Till, from each loop-hole flashing li?,hl, 
A spout of fire sYnnes tviddc^ \iri^^» 
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And, gathering to united glare. 
Streams high into the midnight air ; 
A dismal beacon, far and wide 
That waken'd Greta's slumbering side. 
Soon all beneath, through gallery long. 
And pendant arch, the nre flash' d strong, 
Snatching whatever could maintain, 
Raise, or extend, its furious reign ; 
Startling, with closer cause of dread. 
The females who the conflict fled. 
And now rush'd forth upon the plain, 
Filling the air with clamours vain. 

XXXV. 

But ceased not yet, the Hall within, 
The shriek, the shout, the carnage-din, 
Till bursting lattices give proof 
The flames have caught the rafter'd roof. 
What 1 wait they till its beams amain 
Crash on the slayers and the slain? 
The alarm is caught — the drawbridge falls, 
The warriors hurry from the walls, 
But, by the conflagration's light, 
Upon the lawn renew the fight. 
Each straggling felon down was hew'd. 
Not one could gain the sheltering wood ; 
But forth the affrighted harper sprung, 
And to Matilda's robe he clung. 
Her shriek, entreaty, and command, 
Stopp'd the pursuer's lifted hand. 
Denzil and he alive were ta'en ; 
The rest, save Bertram, all are slain. 

XXXVI. 

And where is Bertram ? — Soaring high, 
The general flame ascends the sky ; 
In gather'd group the soldiers gaze 
Upon the broad and roaring blaze, 
When, like infernal demon, sent 
Red from his penal element. 
To plague and to pollute the air, — 
His face all gore, on fire his hair. 
Forth from the central mass of smoke 
The giant form of Bertram broke 1 
His brandish' d sword on high he rears, 
Then plunged among opposing spears ; 
Round his left arm his mantle truss'd. 
Received and foil'd three lances' thrust. 
Nor these his headlong course withstood. 
Like reeds he snapp'd the tough ash-wood. 
In vain his foes around him clung ; 
With matchless force aside he flung 
Their boldest, — as the bull, at bay, 
Tosses the ban-dogs from his way. 
Through forty foes his path be made, 
And safely gain'd the forest glade. 

XXXVII. 

Scarce was this final conflict o'er, 
When from the postern Redmond bore 
Wilfrid, y^ho, as of life bereft, 
Had in the fatal HaU been left. 



Deserted there by all his train ; 
But Redmond saw, and tum'd again.— 
Beneath an oak he laid him down. 
That in the blaze gleam'd ruddy brown, 
And then his mantle's clasp undid ; 
Matilda held his drooping head, 
Till, given to breathe the freer air, 
Returning life repaid their care. 
He gazed on them with heavy sigh, — 
" I could have wish'd even thus to die !" 
No more he said — for now with speed 
Each trooper had regain'd his steed ; 
The ready palfi^ys stood array'd. 
For Redmond and for Rokeby's Maid ; 
Two Wilfrid on his horse sustain. 
One leads his charger by the rein. 
But oft Matilda look'd behind. 
As up the Vale of Tees they wind. 
Where far the mansion of her sires 
Beacon' d the dale with midnight fires. 
In gloomy arch above them spread, 
The clouded heaven lower'd bloody red; 
Beneath, in sombre light, the flood 
Appear' d to roll in waves of blood. 
Then, one by one, was heard to fall 
The tower, the donjon-keep, the hall. 
Each rushing down with thunder sound, 
A space the conflagration drown'd ; 
Till, gathering strength, again it rose. 
Announced its triumph in its close. 
Shook wide its light the landscape o'er, 
Then sunk — and Rokeby was no more 1 
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CANTO SIXTH. 

I. 

The summer stm, whose early power 
Was wont to gild Matilda's bower, 
And rouse her with his matin ray . 
Her duteous orisons to pay, — 
That morning sun has three times seen 
The flowers imfold on Rokeby green, 
But sees no more the slumbers fly 
From fair Matilda's hazel eye ; 
That morning sun has three times broke 
On Rokeby's glades of elm and oak, 
But, rising from their sylvan screen, 
Marks no grey turrets glance between. 
A shapeless mass lie keep and tower. 
That, hissing to the morning shower, 
Can but with smouldering vapour pay 
The early smile of summer day. 
The peasant, to his labour boimd. 
Pauses to view the blacken'd mound, 
Striving, amid the ruin'd space. 
Each well-remembered spot to trace. 
That length of frail and fire-scorch'd wall 
Once screen' d the hospitable hall ; 
When yonder broken arch was whole, 
*T^«& \.\i<ex^ \««& ^«a2ii(. \S;v4^ vireekly dole ; 
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And where yon tottering columns nod, 
The chapel sent the hymn to God. — 
So flits the world's uncertain span 1 
Nor zeal for God, nor love for man, 
Gives mortal monuments a date 
Beyond the power of Time and Fate. 
The towers must share the builder's doom ; 
Ruin is theirs, and his a tomb : 
But better boon benignant Heaven 
To Faith and Charity has given. 
And bids the Christian hope sublime 
Transcend the bounds of Fate and Time. 

II. 
Now the third night of summer came. 
Since that which witness'd Rokeby's flame. 
On Brignall clifiEs and Scargill brake 
The owlet's homilies awake. 
The bittern scream'd from rush and flag, 
The raven slumbered on his crag, 
Forth from his den the otter drew, — 
Grayling and trout their tyrant knew. 
As between reed and sedge he peers, 
Withfieroe round snout andsharpen'd ears, 
Or, prowbng by the moonbeam cool, 
Watches the stream or swims the pool j — 
Perch'd on his wonted eyrie high. 
Sleep seal'd the tercelet's wearied e3re, 
That all the day had watch' d so well 
The cushat dart across the delL 
In dubious beam reflected shone 
That lofty cliflf of pale grey stone, 
Beside whose base the secret cave 
To rapine late a refuge gave. 
The CTag's wild crest of copse and yew 
On Greta's breast dark shadows threw ; 
Shadows tiiat met or shunn'd the sight. 
With every change of fitful light ; 
As hope and fear alternate chase 
Our coarse through life's uncertain race. 

III. 
Gliding by crag and copsewood green, 
A solitary form was seen 
To trace with stithy pace the wold, 
Like fox that seeks the midnight fold, 
And pauses oft, and cowers dismay'd. 
At every breath that stirs the shade. 
He passes now the ivy bush, — 
^eowl has seen him, and is hush ; 
He passes now the dodder'd osdc, — 
He heard the startled raven croak : 
Lower and lower he descends, 
j^ustle the leaves, the brushwood bends ; 
^e otter hears him tread the shore, 
And dives, and is beheld no more ; 
And by the diff of pale grey stone 
^e midnight wanderer stands alone, 
rethinks, that by the moon we trace 
A well-remember'd form and face I 
That stripling shape, that cheek so pale, 
Combino to tell a ruefol tsiiB, 



Of powers misused, of passion's force, 
Of guilt, of grief, and of remorse 1 
'Tis Edmund's eye, at every sound 
That flings that guilty glance around ; 
'Tis Edmund's trembling haste divides 
The brushwood that the cavern hides ; 
And, when its narrow porch lies bare, 
'Tis Edmund's form that enters there. 

IV. 

His flint and steel have sparkled bright, 
A lamp hath lent the cavern light. 
Fearful and quick his eye surveys 
Each angle of the gloomy maze. 
Since last he left that stem abode. 
It seem'd as none its floor had trode ; 
Untouch'd appear' d the various spoil. 
The purchase of his comrades' toil ; 
Masks and disguises grim'd with mud, 
Arms broken and defiled with blood. 
And all the nameless tools that aid 
Night-felons in their lawless trade. 
Upon the gloomy walls were hung. 
Or lay in nooks obscurely flung. 
Still on the sordid board appear 
The relics of the noontide cheer : 
Flagons and emptied flasks were there. 
And bench o'erthrown, and shatter'd chair; 
And all around the semblance show'd, 
As when the final revel glow'd. 
When the red sun was setting fast. 
And parting pledge Guy Denzil past. 
"To Rokeby treasure-vaults 1 " they 

quaff' d. 
And shouted loud and wildly laugh'd, 
Pour'd maddening from the rocky door. 
And parted — to return no more 1 
They found in Rokeby vaults their doom, — 
A bloody death, a burning tomb 1 

V. 

There his own peasant dress he spies, 
Dofi"d to assume that quaint disguise ; 
And, shudderiujg, thought upon his glee, 
When prank'd in garb of minstrelsy. 
•* O, be the fatal art accurst," 
He cried, " that moved my folly first ; 
Till, bribed by bandits' base applause, 
I burst through God's and Nature's laws ! 
Three summer days are scantly past 
Since I have trod this cavern last, 
A thoughtless wretch, and prompt to err- 
But, O, as yet no murderer 1 
Even now I list my comrades' cheer. 
That general laugh is in mine ear. 
Which raised my pulse and steel'd my 

heart. 
As I rehearsed my treacherous part — 
And would that all since then could seem 
The phantom of a fever's dream 1 
But fatal Memory notes too y(e,\l> 
The horrors oi the d^in^ >f c^^ 



208 



Scott's Poetical Works, 



[canto 



From my despairing mates that broke, 
When flash'd the fire and roll'd the smoke; 
When the avengers shouting came, 
Andhemm'dus'twixt the sword and flame! 
My frantic flight,— the lifted brand, — 
That angel's interposing hand ?^— 
If, for my Ufe from slaughter freed, 
I yet could pay some grateful meed ! 
Perchance this object of my quest 
May aid" — he tum'd, nor spoke the rest. 

VI. 

Due northward from the rugged hearth. 
With paces five he metes the earth. 
Then toil'd with mattock to explore 
The entrails of the cabin floor, 
Nor paused till, deep beneath the ground. 
His search a small steel casket found. 
Just as he stoop'd to loose its hasp, 
His shoulder felt a giant grasp ; 
He started, and look'd up aghast, [fast 
Then shriek'd I— 'Twas Bertram held him 
*• Fear not I " he said ; but who could hear 
That deep stem voice, and cease to fear ? 
**Fear notl — By Heaven! he shakes as 

much 
As partridge in the falcon's clutch :" — 
He raised him, and unloosed his hold. 
While from the opening casket roll'd 
A chain and reliquaire of gold. 
Bertram beheld it with surprise, 
Gazed on its fashion and device. 
Then, cheering Edmund as he could, 
Somewhat he smooth'd his rugged mood: 
For still the youth's half-hfted eye 
Quiver'd with terror's agony. 
And sidelong glanced, as to explore, 
In meditated flight, the door. 
•' Sit," Bertram said, ** from danger free : 
Thou canst not, and thou shalt not, flee. 
Chance brings me hither ; hill and plain 
I've sought for refuge-place in vain. 
And tell me now, thou aguish boy, [toy? 
What mak'st thou here? what means this 
Denzil and thou, I mark'd, were ta'en ; 
What lucky chance unbound your chain ? 
I deem'd, long since on Baliol's tower. 
Your heads were warp'd with sun and 

shower. 
Tell me the whole — and, mark I nought e'er 
Chafes me like falsehood, or like fear." 
Gathering his courage to his aid. 
But trembling still, the youth obey'd. 

VII. 

*' Denzil and I two nights pass'd o'er 
In fetters on the dtmgeon floor. 
A guest the third sad morrow brought — 
Our hold dark Oswald Wyclifle sought, 
And eyed my comrade long askance, 
With hx'd and penetrating glance. 



'Guy Denzil art thou call'd?'— 'The 

same.' — 
* At court who served wild Buckinghame ; 
Thence banish'd, won a keeper^s place, 
So Villiers will'd, in Marwood-chase ; 
That lost— I need not tell thee why — 
Thou mad'st thy wit thy want supply, 
Then fought for Rokeby : — Have I guess'd 
My prisoner right?' — * At thy behest.' — 
He paused a while, and then went on 
With low and confidential tone ; — 
Me, as I judge, not then he saw. 
Close nestled in my couch of straw. — 
'List to me, Guy. Thou know'st the 

great 
Have frequent need of what they hate ; 
Hence, in their favoiur oft we see 
Unscrupled, useful men like thee. 
Were I disposed to bid thee live, 
What pledge of £uth hast thou to give?' 

VIII. 

" The ready Fiend, who never 3ret 
Hath failed to shaipen Denzil's wit, 
Prompted his Ue — * His only child 
Should rest his pledge.' — ^The Baron 

smiled. 
And tum'd to me — * Thou art his son ? ' 
I bow' d— our fetters were undone, 
And we were led to hear apart 
A dreadful lesson of his art. 
Wilfrid, he said, his heir and son. 
Had fair Matilda's favour won ; 
And long since had their union been. 
But for her father's bigot spleen. 
Whose brute and bhndfold i^arty-rage 
Would, force per force, her hand engage 
To a base kem of Irish earth. 
Unknown his lineage and his birth. 
Save that a dying rufiian bore 
The infant brat to Rokeby door. 
Gentle restraint, he said, would lead 
Old Rokeby to enlarge his creed ; 
But fair occasion he must find 
For such restraint, well meant and kind» 
The Knight being render'd to his char;^^ 
But as a prisoner at lai^e. 

IX. 

" He school'd us in a well-forged tale, 
Of scheme the Castle walls to scale. 
To which was leagued each Cavalier 
That dwells upon the Tyne and Wear; 
That Rokeby, his parole forgot, 
Had dealt with us to aid the plot. 
Such was the charge, which Denzil's zcbI 
Of hate to Rokeby and O'Neale 
Proffer'd, as witness, to make good, 
Even though the forfeit were their blood* 
I scrapled, until o'er and o'er 
His prisoners' safety Wydiflfe swore ; 
\ Mi^ xheor— olas t what needs there morer 
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I knew J should not live to say 
The proffer I refused that day ; 
Ashamed to live, yet loath to die, 
I soil'd me with their infamy!" — 
"Poor youth 1" said Bertram, "wavering 
Unfit alike for good or ill 1 [still, 

But what fell next?" — "Soon as at large 
Was scroll'd and sign'd our fatal chaige, 
There never yet, on tragic stage. 
Was seen so well a painted rage 
As Oswald's show'd 1 With loud alarm 
He call'd his garrison to arm ; 
From tower to tower, from post to post, 
He hurried as if all were lost ; 
Consign'd to dungeon and. to chain 
The good old Knight and all his train ; 
Wam'd each suspected Cavalier, 
Within his limits, to appear 
To-morrow, at the hour of noon, 
In the high church of Egliston." — 

X. 

"Of Egliston !— Even now I pass'd," 
Said Bertram, "as the night closed fast ; 
Torches and cressets gleam'd around, 
1 heard the saw and hammer sound, 
And I could mark they toil'd to raise 
A scaffold, hung with sable baize, [play'd, 
Which the grim headsman's scene dis- 
Block, axe, and sawdust ready laid. 
Some evil deed will there be done. 
Unless Matilda wed his son ; — 
She loves him not — ^"tis shrewdly guess'd 
That Redmond rules the damsel's breast. 
This is a turn of Oswald's skill ; 

But I may meet, and foil him still 1 

How cam'st thou to thy fireedom?" — 

"There 
Lies mystery more dark and rare. 
In midst of Wydiffe's well-feign'd rage, 
A scroll was oner'd by a page, 
^0 told, a muffled horseman late 
Had left it at the Castle-gate, [change, 
He broke the seal — his cheek show'd 
Sadden, portentous, wild, and strange ; 
^e mimic passion of his eye 
Was tum'd to actual agony ; 
His hand like summer sapUng shook, 
J^r and guilt were in his look. 
^I*nal he judged, in time of need, 
^t counsdlor for evil deed ; 
A^ thus apart his counsel broke, 
"^e with a ghastly smile he spoke : — 

'As in the pageants of the stage, 
^e dead amike in this wild age, 
Mortham — whom all men deem'd decreed 
1q his own deadly snare to bleed, 
^*Jn bjr a bravo, whom, o'er sea, 
He train'd to aid in murdering me, — 



Mortham has 'scaped 1 — the coward shot 
The steed, but harm'd the rider not.' " 
Here, with an execration fell, 
Bertram leap'd up, and paced the cell : — 
" Thine own grey head, or bosom dark," 
He mutter'd, "may be surer mark 1 " 
Then sat, and sign'd to Edmund, pale 
With terror, to resume his tale. 
"Wycliffe went on:— 'Mark with what 
Of vnlder'd reverie he writes :— [flights 

THE LETTER. 

" • Ruler of Mortham's destiny ! 
Though dead, thy victim lives to thee. 
Once had he all that binds to life— 
A lovely child, a lovelier wife ; [own — 
Wealth, fame, and friendship were his 
Thou gav'st the word, and they are flown. 
Mark how he pays thee : — To thy hand 
He yields his honours and his land, 
One boon premised ; — Restore his child I 
And, from his native land exiled, 
Mortham no more returns to claim 
His land, his honours, or his name ; 
Refuse him this, and from the slain 
Thou shalt see Mortham rise again.' — 

XII. 
" This billet while the Baron read, 
His faltering accents show'd his dread ; 
He press'd his forehead vdth his palm. 
Then took a scornful tone and calm : 
' Wild as the winds, as billows wild I 
What wot I of his spouse or child ? 
Hither he brought a joyous dame. 
Unknown her hneage or her name : 
Her, in some frantic fit, he slew ; 
The nurse and child in fear withdrew. 
Heaven be my witness ! wist I where 
To find this youth, my kinsman's heir,— 
Unguerdon'd, I would give with joy 
The father's arms to fold his boy. 
And Mortham's lands and towers resign 
To the just heirs of Mortham's line.' — 
Thou know' St that scarcely e'en his fear 
Suppresses Denzil's cynic sneer ; — 
* Then happy is thy vassal's part,' 
He said, • to ease his patron's heart I 
In thine own jailer's watchful care 
Lies Mortham's just and rightful heir : 
Thy generous wish is fiUly won, — 
Redmond O'Neale is Mortham's son.' — 

XIII. 

" Up starting with a frenzied look. 
His clench^ hand the Baron shook : 
' Is Hell at work ? or dost thou rave, 
Or dar'st thou palter with me, slave? 
Perchance thou wot'st not, Barnard's 

towers 
Have racks, of strangeand ghastly powers.' 
Denzil, who well bis saL^eX*^ Vxa^ « 
Firmly rejom'd, • 1 1€^ WitfcVroJt* 
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Thy racks could give thee but to know 

The pFoo£s, which I, untortured, show. — 

It chanced upon a winter night, 

When early snow made Stanmore white^ 

That very night, when first of all 

Redmond O'Neale saw Rokeby-hall, 

It was my goodly lot to gain 

A reliquary and a chain, 

Twisted and chased of massive gold. 

—-Demand not how the prize I hold ? 

It was not given, nor lent, nor sold. — 

Gilt tablets to the chain were hung, 

With letters in the Irish tongue. 

I hid my spoil, for there was need 

That I should leave the land with speed ; 

Nor then I deem'd it safe to bear 

On mine own person gems so rare. 

Small heed I of the tablets took, 

But since have spell'd them by the book. 

When some sojourn in Erin's land 

Of their wild speech had given command. 

But darkling was the sense ; the phrase 

And language those of other days, 

Involved of purpose, as to foil 

An interloper's prying toil. 

The words, but not the sense, I knew, 

Till fortune gave the guiding clew. 

XIV. 
• ' 'Three days since, was that clew reveal'd. 
In Thorsgill as I lay conceal'd. 
And heard at full when Rokeby's Maid 
Her uncle's history display'd ; 
And now I can interpret well 
Each syllable the tablets tell. 
Mark, then : Fair Edith was the joy 
Of old O'Neale of Clandeboy ; 
But from her sire and country fled, 
In secret Mortbam's Lord to wed. 
O'Neale, his first resentment o'er. 
Despatched his son to Greta's shore. 
Enjoining he should make him known 
(Until his farther will were shown) 
To Edith, but to her alone. 
What of their iU-starr'd meeting fell. 
Lord Wycliffe knows, and none so well. 

XV. 

" ' O'Neale it was, who, in despair, 
Robb'd Mortham of his infant heir. 
He bred him in their nurture wild, 
And call'd him murder'd Connel's child. 
Soon died the nurse ; the Clan believed 
What from their Chieftain they received. 
His purpose was, that ne'er again 
The boy should cross the Irish main ; 
But, like his mountain sires, enjoy 
The woods and wastes of Clandeboy. 
Then on the land wild troubles came. 
And stronger Chieftains urged a claim, 
And w:este^ ftom the old man's band& 
His native towers, hia lather's \ands. 



Unable then, amid the strife. 
To guard young Redmond's rights or life, 
Late and reluctant he restores 
The infant to his native shores. 
With goodly gifts and letters stored. 
With many a deep conjuring word. 
To Mortham and to Rokeby's Lord. 
Nought knew the clod of Irish earth. 
Who was the guide, of Redmond's birth ; 
But deem'd his Chiefs commands were laid 
On both, by both to be obey'd. 
How he was wounded by the way, 
I need not, and I list not say.' — 

XVI. 
'* ' A wondrous tale I and, grant it true, 
What,' Wycliflfe answer'd, * might I do? 
Heaven knows, as willingly as now 
I raise the bonnet from my brow. 
Would I my kinsman's manors fair 
Restore to Mortham, or his heir ; 
But Mortham is distiaught— O'Neale 
Has drawn for tyranny his steel. 
Malignant to our rightful cause. 
And train'd in Rome's delusive laws. 
Hark thee apart 1' — They whisper'd long. 
Till Denzil's voice grew bold and strong :— 
' My proofs I I never will,' he said, 
' Show mortal man where they are laid. 
Nor hope discovery to foreclose. 
By giving me to feed the crows ; 
For I have mates at large, who know 
Where I am wont such toys to stow. 
Free me from peril and firom band. 
These tablets are at thy conmiand ; 
Nor were it hard to form some train. 
To wile old Mortham o'er the main. 
Then, lunatic's nor papist's hand 
Should wrest from thine the goodly land.'— 
— * 1 like thy wit,* said Wycliflfe, 'well; 
But here in hostage shalt thou dwell. 
Thy son, unless my purpose err. 
May prove the trustier messenger. 
A scroll to Mortham shall he bear 
From me, and fetch these tokens rare. 
Gold shalt thou have, and that good stor^ 
And freedom, his commission o'er ; 
But if his faith should chance to fail. 
The gibbet frees thee from the juL'— 

XVII. 

" Mesh'd in the net himself had twined, 
What subterfuge could Denzil find? 
He told me, with reluctant sigh, 
That hidden here the tokens lie ; 
Conjured my swift return and aid. 
By all he scoff'd and disobey' d. 
And look'd as if the noose were tied, 
And I the priest who left his side. 
This scroll for Mortham Wycliffe gavi^ 
\VJYvom\TSL>aflXini&kVs Qmta's wave: 
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Or in the hut where chief he hides, 
Where Thor^gill's forester resides. 
(Thence chan^d it, wandering in the glade, 
That he descried our ambuscade.) 
I was dismiss'd as evening fell, 
And reach'd but now this rocky cell."— 
"Give Oswald's letter." — Bertram read. 
And tore it fiercely, shred by shred :— 
"All lies and villainy 1 to blind 
His noble kinsman's generous mind. 
And train him on from day to day. 
Till he can take his life away. — 
And now, declare thy purpose, youth, 
Nor dare to answer, save the truth ; 
If aught I mark of Denzil's art. 
Ill tear the secret from thy heart 1 " 

XVIII. 
"It needs not. I renounce," he said, 
"My tutor and his deadly trade. 
Fix a was my purpose to declare 
To Mortham, Redmond is his heir ; 
To tell him in what risk he stands. 
And yield these tokens to his hands. 
Fix'd was my purpose to atone, 
Far as I may, the evil done ; 
And fix'd it rests — if I survive 
This night, and leave this cave alive." — 
"And Denzil ?"— •• Let them ply the rack, 
Sven till his joints and sinews crack 1 
If Oswald tear him Hmb from limb, 
What ruth can Denzil claim from him, 
Whose thoughtless youth he led astray. 
And damn'd to this unhallow'd way? 
Heschool'd me, faith and vows weie vain ; 
Now let my master reap his gain." — 
"True," answer'd Bertram, "'tis his meed; 
There's retribution in the deed. 
Bat thou— thou art not for our course, . 
^ast fear, hast pity, hast remorse : 
And he, with us the gale who braves. 
Must heave such cargo to the waves, 
^ lag with overloaded prore. 
While barks unburden'd reach the shore." 

XIX. 
^paus'd, and, stretching him at length, 
Seem'd to repose his bulky strength, 
^ommuning with his secret mind, 
^ half he sat, and half reclined. 
One ample h^d his forehead press'd, 
^nd one was dropp'd across his breast. 
The shaggy eyebrows deeper came 
Above his eyes of swarthy flame ; 
*^ lip of pride a while forbore 
^e haughty curve till then it wore; 
Ine unalter'd fierceness of his look 
A shade of darken'd sadness took, — 
For dark and sad a presage press'd 
jesistlessly (Mi Bertram's breast, — 
And when he spoke, his wonted tone, 
^fiqm^ ftbrupi^ and brief, waagoo^* | 



His voice was steady, low, and deep. 
Like distant waves when breezes sleep ; 
And sorrow mix'd with Edmund's fear, 
Its low unbroken depth to hear. 

XX. 

*' Edmund, in thy sad tale I find 
The woe that warp'd my patron's mind ; 
'Twould wake the fountains of the eye 
In other men, but mine are dry. 
Mortham must never see the fool 
That sold himself base Wycliffe's tool ; 
Yet less from thirst of sordid gain, 
Than to avenge supposed disdain. 
Say, Bertram rues his fault ; — a word, 
TiU now, from Bertram never heard : 
Say, too, that Mortham's Lord he prays 
To think but on their former days ; 
On Quariana's beach and rock. 
On Cayo's bustling battle-shock. 
On Darien's sands and deadly dew. 
And on the dart Tlatzeca threw; — 
Perchance my patron yet may hear 
More that may grace his comrade's bier. 
My soul hath felt a secret weight, 
A warning of approaching fate : 
A priest had said, * Return, repent I' 
As well to bid that rock be rent- 
Firm as that flint I face mine end ; 
My heart may burst, but cannot bend. 

XXI. 

••The dawning of my youth, with awe 
And prophecy, the £)alesmen saw ; 
For over Redesdale it came. 
As bodeful as their beacon-flame. 
Edmund, thy years were scarcely mine. 
When, chaUenging the Clans of Tyne 
To bring their best my brand to prove. 
O'er Hexham's altar hung my glove : 
But Tynedale, nor in tower nor town, 
Held champion meet to take it down. 
My noontide, India may declare ; 
Like her fierce sun, I fired the air 1 
Like him, to wood and cave bade fly 
Her natives, from mine angry eye. 
Panama's maids shall long look pale 
When Risingham inspires the tale; 
Chili's dark matrons long shall tame 
The froward child with Bertram's name. 
And now, my race of terror run. 
Mine be the eve of tropic sun I 
No pale gradations quench his ray. 
No twilight dews his wrath allay ; 
With di^ hke battle-target red, 
He rushes to his burning bed, 
Dyes the wide wave with bloody light, 
Then sinks at once— ^and all is night. -^ 

XXII. 

" Now to thy missioii, ^Am\>aj^ ycj^ 
Seek Mortham oii\» ti^\aii<dk'^AS£k'^D^ 
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To Richmond, where his troops are laid, 
And lead his force to Redmond's aid. 
Say, till he reaches Egliston, 
A friend will watch to guard his son. 
Now, fare-thee-well ; for night draws on, 
And I would rest me here alone." 
Despite his ill-dissembled fear, 
There swam in Edmund's eye a tear ; 
A tribute to the courage high, 
Which stoop'd not in extremity. 
But strove, irregularly great, 
To triumph o'er approaching fate I 
Bertram beheld the dewdrop start. 
It almost touch'd his iron heart : — 
•• I did not think there lived," he said, 
•• One who would tear for Bertram shed." 
He loosen'd then his baldric's hold, 
A buckle broad of massive gold ; — 
" Of all the spoil that paid his pains. 
But this with Risingham remains ; 
And this, dear Edmund, thou shalt take. 
And wear it long for Bertram's sake. 
Once more — to Mortham speed amain ; 
Farewell 1 and turn thee not again." 

XXIII. 
The night has yielded to the mom. 
And far the hours of prime are worn. 
Oswald, who, since the dawn of day. 
Had cursed his messenger's delay. 
Impatient question'd now his train, 
"Was Denzil's son retum'd again?" 
It chanced there answer'd of the crew, 
A menial, who young Edmund knew ; 
" No son of Denzil this." — he said ; 
' ' A peasant boy from Winston glade, 
For song and minstrelsy renown' d. 
And knavish pranks, the hamlets round." — 
"Not Denzil's son! — From Winston 

vale ! — 
Then it was false, that specious tale ; 
Or, worse — he hath despatch'd the youth 
To show to Mortham's Lord its truth. 
Fool that I was ! — but 'tis too late ; — 
This is the very turn of fate I — 
The tale, or true or fi^e, relies 
On Denzil's evidence 1 — He dies ! — 
Ho I Provost Marshal 1 instantly 
Lead Denzil to the gallows-tree 1 
Allow him not a parting word ; 
Short be the shrift, and sure the cord I 
Then let his gory head appal 
Marauders ftom the Castle-wall. 
Lead forth thy guard, that duty done. 
With best despatch to Egliston. — 
— Basil, tell Wilfrid he must straight 
Attend me at the Castle-gate." — 

XXIV. 

"Alas I " the old domestic said, V' 

And shook bis venerable head, \ 



"Alas, my Lord 1 full ill to-day 

May my young master brook the way 1 

The leech has spoke with grave alarm, 

Of unseen hurt, of secret harm. 

Of sorrow lurking at the heart, 

That mars and lets his healing art." — 

" Tush, tell not me ! — Romantic boys 

Pine themselves sick for airy toys, 

I will find cure for Wilfrid soon ; 

Bid him for Egliston be boune. 

And quick i — ^I hear the dull death-drum 

Tell Denzil's hour of fate is come." 

He paused with scornful smUe, and then 

Resumed his train of thought agen. 

" Now comes my fortune's crisis near I 

Entreaty boots not — ^instant fear, 

Nought else, can bend Matilda's pride, 

Or win her to be Wilfrid's bride. 

But when she sees the scaffold placed. 

With axe and block and headsman graced, 

And when she deems, that to deny 

Dooms Redmond and her sire to die. 

She must give way. — Then, were the line 

Of Rokeby once combined with mine, 

I gain the weather-gage of fate 1 

If Mortham come, he comes too late. 

While I, allied thus and prepared. 

Bid him defiance to his beard. — 

— If she prove stubborn, shall I dare 

To drop the axe?— Soft I pause we there. 

Mortham still lives — yon youth may tell 

His tale — and Fairfax loves him well ;— 

Else, wherefore should I now delay 

To sweep this Redmond from my way ?— 

But she to piety perforce [horse ! " 

Must yield. — ^Without there I Sound to 

XXV. 

'Twas bustle in the court below, — 
"Mount, and march forward!" — Forth 

they go; 
Steeds neigh and trample all around. 
Steel rings, spears glimmer, trumpets 

sound. — 
Just then was sung his parting hymn ; 
And Denzil tum'd his eyeballs dim. 
And scarcely conscious what he sees. 
Follows the horsemen down the Tees ; 
And scarcely conscious what be hears. 
The trumpets tingle in his ears. [now, 
O'er the long bridge they're sweeping 
The van is hid by greenwood bough ; 
But ere the rearwa^ had passed o'er, 
Guy Denzil beard and saw no more 1 
One stroke, upon the Castle bell. 
To Oswald rung his dying knell. 

XXVI. 

O, for that pencil, erst profuse 
Of chivalry's emblazon'd hues, 
TbaA traced of old, in Woodstock bower, 
TYie ^aigeiaxvX. ol ^<&\j»i vckil Flower, 
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And bodied forth the tourney high, 
Held for the hand of Emily 1 
Then might I paint the tumult broad, 
That to the crowded abbey flow'd, 
And pour'd, as with an ocean's sound, 
Into the church's ample bound 1 
Then might I show each varying mien. 
Exulting, woeful, or serene ; 
Indifference, with his idiot stare. 
And Sympathy, with anxious air. 
Paint the dejected Cavalier, 
Doubtful, disarm'd, and sad of cheer ; 
And his proud foe, whose formal eye 
Claim 'd conquest now and mastery ; 
And the brute crowd, whose envious zeal 
Huzzas each turn of Fortune's wheel, 
And loudest shouts when lowest lie 
Kxalted worth and station high. 
Yet what may such a wish avail ? 
TIs mine to tell an onward tale, 
Hurnring, as best I can, along. 
The hearers and the hasty song ; — 
Like traveller when approaching home. 
Who sees the shades of evening come. 
And must not now his course delay. 
Or choose the fair, but winding way ; 
Nay, scarcely may his pace suspend. 
Where o'er his head the wildings bend. 
To Uess the breeze that cools lus brow. 
Or snatch a blossom from the bough. 

XXVII. 

The reverend pile lay wild and waste, 
Pro&ned, dishonour'd, and defaced. 
Tturongh storied lattices no more 
In soften'd light the sunbeams pour. 
Gilding the Gothic sculpture rich 
Of shrine, and monument, and niche. 
The Qvil fuiy of the time 
Made sport of sacrilegious crime ; 
For dark Fanaticism rent 
Altar,- and screen, and ornament, 
And peasant hands the tombs o'erthrew 
Of Bowes, of Rokeby, and Fitz-Hugh. 
And now was seen, imwonted sight. 
In holy walls a scaffold dight 1 
Where once the priest, of grace divine. 
Dealt to his flock the mystic sign ; 
There stood the block display'd, and there 
The headsman grim his hatchet bare ; 
And for the word of Hope and Faith, 
Resounded loud a doom of death. 
Thrice the fierce trumpet's breath was 

heard. 
And echo'd thrice the herald's word. 
Dooming, for breach of martial laws. 
And treason to the Commons' cause, 
The Knight of Rokeby and O'Neale 
To stoop their heads to block and steeL 
The trumpets flourish'd high and shrill, 
Then vas a ^enpe dead ^d still ; 



And silent prayers to heaven were cast, 
And stifled sobs were bursting fast, 
Till from the crowd begun to rise 
Murmurs of sorrow or surprise. 
And from the distant aisles there came 
Deep-mutter'd threats, vrith Wycliffe's 
name. 

XXVIII. 

But Oswald, guarded by his band. 
Powerful in evil, waved his hand. 
And bade Sedition's voice be dead. 
On peril of the murmurer's head. [Knight, 
Then first his glance sought Rokeby 's 
Who gazed on the tremendous sight, 
As calm as if he came a guest 
To kindred Baron's feudal feast. 
As calm as if that trumpet-call 
Were summons to the banner'd hall ; 
Firm in his loyalty he stood, 
And prompt to seal it with his blood. 
With downcast look drew Oswald nigh, — 
He durst not cope with Rokeby's eye ! — 
And said, with low and faltering breath, 
"Thou know'st the terms of life and 
death." [smiled ; 

The Knight then tum'd, and sternly 
" The maiden is mine only child. 
Yet shall my blessing leave her head. 
If with a traitor's son she wed." 
Then Redmond spoke: "The life of one 
Might thy malignity atone. 
On me be flung a double guilt I 
Spare Rokeby's blood, let mine be spilt ! " 
Wychffe had listen'd to his suit, 
But dread prevail'd, and he was mute. 

XXIX. 

And now he pours his choice of fear 
In secret on Matilda's ear: 
"An union form'd with me and mine. 
Ensures the faith of Rokeby's line. 
Consent, and all this dread array. 
Like morning dream, shall pass away ; 
Refuse, and, by my duty press' d, 
I give the word — thou know'st the rest." 
Matilda, still and motionless. 
With terror heard the dread address. 
Pale as the sheeted maid who dies 
To hopeless love a sacrifice ; 
Then wrung her hands m agony. 
And round her cast bewilder'd eye — 
Now on the scaffold glanced, and now 
On Wycliffe's unrelenting brow. 
She veil'd her face, and, with a voice 
Scarce audible, — " I make my choice ! 
Spare but their lives ! — for aught beside. 
Let Wilfrid's doom my fate decide. 
He once was generous 1" — ^As she spoke. 
Dark Wycliffe's joy in triumph broke : — 
" Wilfrid, where loiter'd ye so laXe? 
Why upon BasVV lesl 130^ nicvi^vI^ 
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Art spell-bound by enchanter^s wand?— • 
KneeX kneel, and take her yielded hand ; 
Thank her with raptures, simple boy I 
Should tears and trembling speak thy 

joy?"- 
•* O hush, my sire I To prayer and tear 
Of mine thou hast refused thine ear ; 
But now the awful hour draws on, 
When truth must speak in loftier tone." 

XXX. 

He took Matilda's hand : — " Dear maid, 
Couldst thou so injure me," he said, 
" Of thy poor friend so basely deem. 
As blend with him this barbarous scheme? 
Alas I my efforts, made in vain, 
Might well have saved this added pain. 
But now, bear witness, earth and heaven, 
That ne'er was hope to mortal given, 
So twisted with the strings of life, 
As this — to call Matilda wife 1 
I bid it now for ever part, 
And with the effort bursts my heart." 
His feeble frame was worn so low. 
With wounds, with watching, and with woe. 
That nature could no more sustain 
The agony of mental pain. 
He kneel' d — his lip her hand hadpress'd, — 
Just then he felt the stem arrest. 
Lower and lower sunk his head, — 
They raised him, — but the life was fled 1 
Then, first alarm'd, his sire and train 
Tried every aid, but tried in vain. 
The soul, too soft its ills to bear, 
Had left our mortal hemisphere, 
And sought in better world the meed. 
To blameless life by Heaven decreed. 

XXXI. 

The wretched sire beheld, aghast. 
With Wilfrid all his projects past ; — 
All tum'd and centred on his son, 
On Wilfrid all — and he was gone. 
"And I am childless now," he said ; 
"Childless, through that relentless maidl 
A lifetime's arts, in vain essay'd. 
Are bursting on their artist's head 1 — 
Here lies my Wilfrid dead — and there 
Comes hated Mortham for his heir. 
Eager to knit in happy band 
With Rokeby's heiress Redmond's hand. 
And shall their triumph soar o'er all 
The schemes deep-laid to work their fall? 
No! — deeds which prudence might not 
i^pal not vengeance and despair, [dare, 
The murd'ress weeps upon his bier — 
I '11 change to real that feignM tear 1 
They all shall share destruction's shock ;— 
Ho J lead the captives to the block V* 
But ill his Provost could divine 
His feelings, and foH>ore the sign. 



' ' Slave 1 to the block I— or I, or they, 
Shall face the judgment-ceat this day 1" 

XXXII. 

The outmost crowd have heard a sound. 
Like horse's hoof on harden'd ground ; 
Nearer it came, and yet more near, — 
The very death's-men paused to hear. 
*Tis in the churchyard now — the tread 
Hath waked the dwelling of the deadl 
Fresh sod, and old sepulchral stone. 
Return the tramp in varied tone. 
All eyes upon the gateway hung, [sprung 
When through the Gothic arch there 
A horseman arm'd, at headlong speed — 
Sable his cloak, his plume, his steed. 
Fire from the flinty floor was spum'd, 
The vaults unwonted clang retum'd 1 — 
One instant's glance around he threw, 
From saddle-bow his pistol drew. 
Grimly determined ¥ras his look I 
His chai^er with the spurs he strook — 
All scatter'd backward as he came. 
For all knew Bertram Risingham.l 
Three bounds that noble courser gave ,* 
The first has reach'd the central nave, 
The second clear'd the chancel wide. 
The third — he was at Wycliffe's side. 
Full levell'd at the Baron's head. 
Rung the report — ^the bullet sped— 
And to his long account, and last. 
Without a groan dark Oswald past I 
All was so quick, that it might 
A flash of lightning, or a dream. 



While jret the smoke the deed 
Bertram his ready chaiger wheds; 
But flounder'd on the pavement fliOQr 
The steed, and down the rider bon^ 
And, bursting in the headlong sway, 
The faithless saddle-girths gave way. 
'Twas while he toil'd him to be freed, 
And with the rein to raise the steed, 
That from amasement's iron tianoa 
All Wycliffe's soldiers waked at onooi 
Sword, halbert, musket-butt, their blom 
Hail'd upon Bertram as he rose ; 
A score of pikes, with each a woond. 
Bore down and pinn'd him to the gnrandi 
But still his struggling force he reais, 
'Gainst hacking brands and stabUog 

spears; 
Thrice from assailants shook him free. 
Once gain'd his feet, and twice his knea 
By tenfold odds oppress'd at length, 
Despite his struggles and his strength, 
He took a hundred mortal wounds, 
As mute as fox 'mongst mangling honnds ; 
I ^nd when he died, his parting groan 
\ Had moitt c&\a»3^\»t Voasil oCmoan I 




' The third— he was al Wydil 
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—They gazed, as when a lion dies, 
And hunters scarcely trust their eyes, 
But bend their weapons on the slain, 
Lest the grim king should rouse again 1 
Then blow and insult some renew'd. 
And from the trunk the head had hew'd. 
But Basil's voice the deed forbade ; 
A mantle o'er the corpse he laid : — 
" Fell as he was in act and mind. 
He left no bolder heart behind : 
Then give him, for a soldier meet, 
A solder's cloak for winding-sheet." 

XXXIV. 

No more of death and d3ring pang, 
No more of trump and bugle-clang. 
Though through the sounding woods there 

come 
Banner and bugle, trump and drum. 
Arm'd with such powers as well had 

freed 
Young Redmond at his utmost need, 
And back'd with such a band of horse, 
As might less ample powers enforce ; 
Possess'd of every proof and sign 
That gave an heir to Mortham's line. 
And yielded to a father's arms 
An image of his Edith's charms, — 
Mortham is come, to hear and see 
Of this strange mom the history. 
What saw he? — not the church's floor, 
Cumber'd with dead and stain'd with 
gore; 



What heard he? — not the clamorous crowd, 
That shout their gratulations loud : 
Redmond he saw and heard alone, 
Clasp'd him, andsobb'd — "My son, my 

son !"— 

XXXV. 
This chanced upon a summer mom. 
When yellow waved the heavy com : 
But when brown August o'er the land 
Call'd forth the reaper's busy band, 
A gladsome sight the sylvan road 
From Egliston to Mortham show'd. 
A while the hardy rustic leaves 
The task to bind and pile the sheaves ; 
And maids their sickles fling aside, 
To gaze on bridegroom and on bride ; 
And childhood's wondering group diaws 

near. 
And from the gleaner's hands the ear 
Drops, while she folds them for a praynr 
And blessing on the lovely pair. 
'Twas then the Maid of Rokeby gave 
Her plighted troth to Redmond brave ; 
And Teesdale can remember yet 
How Fate to Virtue paid her debt, 
And, for their troubles, bade them prove 
A lengthen'd life of peace and love. 



Time and Tide had thus their sway, 
Yielding, like an April day. 
Smiling noon for sullen morrow, 
Years of joy for hours of sorrow ! 



THE 

LORD OF THE ISLES. 

IN SIX CANTOS. 



ADVERTISEMENT TO THE FIRST EDITION. 

TAe scene of this poem lies, at first, in the Castle of ArtornisA, on the coast of 
Argyleshire; and, afterwards, in the Islands of Sky e and Arran, and upon the 
coast of Ayrshire. Finally, it is laid near Stirling, The story opens in the spring 
of the year 1307, when Bruce, who had been driven out of Scotland by the English, 
and the Barons who adhered to that foreign interest, returned from the Island of 
Rachrin, on the coast of Ireland, again to assert his claims to the Scottish crown. 
Many of the personages and incidents introduced are of historical celebrity. The 
authorities used are chiefly those of the venerable Lord Hailes, as well entitled to ht 
called the restorer of Scottish history, as Bruce the restorer of Scottish monarchy: • 
and of Archdeacon Barbour, a correct edition of whose Metrical History of Robert 
Bruce will soon, I trust, appear under the care of my learned friend^ the Rev, Dr, 
Jamieson^ 

Abbotsford, xoth December, 18x4. 



INTRODUCTION TO EDITION 1830. 

I COULD hardly have chosen a subject more popular in Scotland than anything connected 
with the Bruce's history, unless I had attempted that of Wallace. But I am decidedly of 
opinion, that a popular, or what is called a taking title, though well qualified to ensure the 
publishers against loss, and clear their shelves of the original impression, is rather apt to be 
hazardous than otherwise to the reputation of the author. He who attempts a subject of dis- 
tinguished popularity, has not the privilege of awakening the enthusiasm of his audience ; on 
the contrary, it is already awakened, and glows, it may be, more ardently than that of the 
author himself. In this case, the warmth of the author is inferior to that of the party whom he 
addresses, who has, therefore, little chance of being, in Bayes's phrase, " elevated and surprised" 
by what he has thought of with more enthusiasm than the writer. The sense of this risk, joined 
to the consciousness of striving against wind and tide, made the task of composing the proposed 
Poem somewhat heavy and hopeless ; but, like the prize-fighter in "As You Like It," I was to 
wrestle for my reputation, and not neglect any advantage, in a most agreeable pleasure-voyage, 
which I have tried to commemorate m the Introduction to the new edition of the "Pirate," I 
^ited, in social and friendly company, the coasts and islands of Scotland, and made myself 
acquainted with the localities of which I meant to treat. But this voyage, which was in every 
other effect so delightful, was in its conclusion saddened by one of those strokes of fate which so 
often mingle themselves with our pleasures. The accomplished and excellent person who had 
recommended to me the subject for " The Lay of the Last Minstrel," and to whom I proposed 
to inscribe what I already suspected might be the close of my poetical labours, was unex* 
pectedly removed from the world, which she seemed only to have visited for purposes of 
kindness and benevolence. It is needless to say how the author's feelings, or the composition 
of his trifling work, were affected by a circumstance which occasioned so many tears and so 
much sorrow. True it is, that "The Lord of the Isles" was concluded, unwillingly and in 
haste, under the painful feeling of one who has a task which must be finished, rather than with 
the ardour of one who endeavours to perform that task well. Although the Poem cannot be 
said to have made a favourable impression on the public, the sale of fifteen thousand copies 
enabled the author to retreat from the field with the honours of war. 

In the meantime, what was necessarily to be considered as a failure, was much reconciled to 

my feeling by the success attending my^ attempt in another species of composition. " Waverley " 

had, under strict incognito, taken its flight from the press, just before I set out upon the voya^ 

already mentioned ; it had now made lis way to pop\Aaxv\:^^ «xv^ \!b& ^vuccess of tha( work, and 
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rhich followed, was sufficient to have satisfied a greater appetite for applause than 
' time possessed, t^ 

s well add in this place, that, being much urged by my intimate friend, now 
more, William Erskme (a Scottish judge, by the title of Lord Kinnedder), I azreed 
ittle romantic tale called the " Bridal ot Tnermain ;'' but it was on the condition 
1 make no serious effort to disown the composition, if report should lay it at his 
was more than suspected of a taste for poetry, and as I took care, in several 
c something which might resemble (as far as was in my power]) my friend's feeling 
the train easily caught, and two large editions were sold. A third being called for, 
der became unwilling to aid any longer a deception which was going mrther than 
>r desired, and the real author's name was given. Upon another occasion, I sent 
these trifles, which, like schoolboys' kites, served to show how the wind of popular 
inz. The manner was supposed to be that of a rude minstrel or Scald, in oppo- 
' Bridal of Triermain," which was designed to belong rather to the Italian school, 
fugitive piece was called '' Harold the Dauntless ;" and I am still astonished at 
onmitted the gross error of selecting the very name which Lord Byron had made 
Et encountered rather an odd fate. My ingenious friend, Mr. James Hogg, had 
out the same time, a work called the " Poetic Mirror," containing imitations of 
living poets. ITiere was in it a very good imitation of my own style, which bore 
)lance to " Harold the Dauntless," that there was no discovering the original from 
; and I believe that many who took the trouble of thinking upon the subject, were 
nion that my ingenious friend was the true, and not the fictitious Simon Pure, 
iod, which was in the year 18x7, the author nas not been an intruder on the public 
al work of importance. 

W. S. 
oso, y2>rr7, 1830. 
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::anto first. 

departs — ^but still his mantle's 

[ville ; 
the groves of noble Somer- 
. shroud of russet dropp'd with 

d his tributaries mingle still ; 
the wind, and deeper sounds 
11, [swell, 

ring notes of sylvan music 
)*toned cushat, and the red- 
t shrill: [tell 

>me tints of summer splendour 
)road sun sinks down on Et- 
s western fell. 

leparts — ^from Gala's fields no 

[to cheer; 
al sounds, our kindred banks 
h the stream, and gale that 
it o'er, [hear. 

the distant reaper's mirth we 
blithe shout hath died upon 
ar, [clanging wain, 

rest-home hath hush'd the 
ste hill no forms of life appear, 
e, sad laggard of the autumnal 
[of scatter'd grain, 
ruck wanderer gleans few ears 



Deem'st thou these saddened scenes 

have pleasure still, 
Lov'st thou through Autumn's fading 

realms to stray," [hill. 

To see the heath-flower wither'd on the 
To listen to the wood's expiring lay. 
To note the red leaf shivering on the 

spray, [tain stain. 

To mark the last bright tints the moun- 
On the waste fields to trace the gleaner's 

way. 
And moralise on mortal joy and pain? — 
1 if such scenes thou lovest, scorn not 

the minstrel strain. 

No I do not scorn, although its hoarser 
note [can vie. 

Scarce with the cushat's homely song 
Though faint its beauties as the tints 
remote [evening sky, 

That gleam through mist in autumn's 
And few as leaves that tremble, sear 
and dry, [wound ; 

When wild November hath his bugle 
Nor mock my toil — a lonely gleaner I, 
Through fields time-wasted, on sad in- 
quest bound. 
Where happier bards of yore have richer 
harvest found. 



f The Srst pditiop of Wiaverley appeared In July, i^i^ 



2l8 



Scott's Poetical Works. 



[CAITD 



So shalt thou list, and haply not un- 
moved, 

To a wild tale of Alb5m's warrior day; 

In distant lands, by the rough West 
reproved, 

Still live some relics of the ancient lay. 

For, when on CooUn's hills the lights 
decay, [beguiles ; 

With such the Seer of Slcye the eve 

'Tis known amid the pathless wastes of 
Reay, 

In Harries known, and in lona's piles. 
Where rest from mortal coil the Mighty 
of the Isles. 



I. 
•' Wake, Maid of Lom I" the Minstrels 

sung. — 
Thy rugged halls, Artomish I rung,* 
And the dark seas, thy towers that lave. 
Heaved on the beach a softer wave, 
As, 'mid the tuneful choir to keep 
The diapason of the Deep. 
Lull'd were the winds on Inninmore, 
And green Loch-Alline's woodland shore. 
As if wild woods and waves had pleasure 
In listing to the lovely measure. 
And ne'er to symphony more sweet 
Gave mountain echoes answer meet. 
Since, met from mainland and from isle, 
Ross, Arran, Islay, and Argyle, 
Each minstrel's tributary lay 
Paid homage to the festal day. 
Dull and dishonour' d were the bard. 
Worthless of guerdon and regard, 
Deaf to the hope of minstrel fame. 
Or lady's smiles, his noblest aim, 
Who on that morn's resistless call 
Were silent in Artomish hail. 

II. 
• • WaJce, Maid of Lom ! "—'twas thus they 

sung. 
And yet more proud the descant rung, 
' ' Wake, Maid of Lom ! high right is ours. 
To charm dull sleep from Beauty's bowers; 
Earth, Ocean, Air, have nought so shy 
But owns the power of minstrelsy. 
In Lettermore the timid deer 
Will pause, the harp's wild chime to hear ; 
Rude Heiskar's seal, through surges dark. 
Will long pursue the minstrel's bark ;♦ 
To list his notes, the eagle proud 
Will poise him on Ben-Cailliach's cloud ; 
Then let not Maiden's ear disdain 
The summons of the minstrel train. 
But, while our harps wild music make, 
E dith of Lom, awake, awake ! 

*An asterisk in these pages signifies that a 
note upon the passage is to be found at the end 
of the volume. 



m. 

" O wake, while Dawn, with dewy shine 
Wakes Nature's charms to vie with thine 
She bids the mottled thrush rejoice 
To mate thy melody of voice ; 
The dew that on the violet lies 
Mocks the dark lustre of thine eyes ; 
But, Edith, wake, and all we see 
Of sweet and fair shall jrield to thee I**— 
' ' She comes not yet," grey Ferrand cried 
'• Brethren, let softer spell be tried. 
Those notes prolonged, that soothini 

theme. 
Which best may mix with Beauty's dream 
And whisper, with their silvery tone. 
The hope she loves, yet fears to own." 
He spoke, and on the harp-strings died 
The strains of flattery and of pride ; 
More soft, m(»« low, more tender fell 
The lay of love he bade th^n tdL 

IV. 

"Wake, Maid of Lom I the moments fly. 

Which yet that maiden-name allow; 
Wake, Maiden, wake 1 the hour is nigh, 

When Love shall claim a plighted vow. 
By Fear, thy bosom's fluttering guest. 

By Hope, that soon shall fears remove, 
We bid thee break the bonds of rest. 

And wake thee at the call of Love I 

" Wake, Edith, wake ! in yonder bay 

Lies many a galley gaily mann'd, 
We hear the merry pibrochs play. 

We see the streamers' silken band, 
What Chieftain's praise these pibrochs 
swell. 

What crest is on these banners wove, 
The harp, the minstrel, dare not tell— 

The riddle must be read by Love." 

V. 

Retired her maiden train among, 
Edith of Lom received the song, 
But tamed the minstrel's pride had been 
That had her cold demeanour seen ; 
For not upon her cheek awoke 
The glow of pride when Flattery spoke, 
Nor could their tenderest numbers bring 
One sigh responsive to the string. 
As vainly had her maidens vied 
In skill to deck the princely bride. 
Her locks, in dark-brown length arrayU 
Cathleen of Ulne, 'twas thine to braid; 
Young Eva with meet reverence drew 
On the light foot the silken shoe, 
While on the ankle's slender round 
Those strinffs of pearl fair Bertha woundi 
That, bleach'd Lochryan's depths witbiQ> 
Seem'd dusky still on Edith's skin. 
But Einion, of experience old, 
\\laA.vje^^M\«sX\a&VL— the mantle's fold 
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In many an artful plait she tied, 
To show the form it seem'd to hide, 
Till on the floor descending roll'd 
Its waves of crimson blent with gold. 

VI. 

1 lives there now so cold a maid, 
Who thus in beauty's pomp array'd, 
In beauty's proudest pitch of power, 
And conquest won — the bridal hour — 
With every charm that wins the heart, 
^ Nature given, enhanced by Art, 
Could yet the fair reflection view. 
In the bright mirror pictured true. 
And not one dimple on her cheek 
A tdl-tale consciousness bespeak ? — 
Lives still such maid? — Fair damsels, say. 
For further vouches not my lay. 
Save that such lived in Britain's isle, 
When Lom's bright Edith scom'd to smile. 

VII. 

But Morag, to whose fostering care 
Proud Lorn had given his daughter fair, 
Morag, who saw a mother's aid 
Bjr aU a daughter's love repaid 
(Strict was that bond — ^most kind of all — 
Inviolate in Highland hall) — 
Grey Morag sate a space apart. 
In Edith's eyes to read her heart. 
In vain the attendants' fond appeal 
To Morag's skill, to Morag's zeal ; 
She maik'd her child receive their care, 
Cold as the image sculptured fair 
(Form of some sainted patroness). 
Which doister'd maids combine to dress ; 
She mark'd^-and knew her nursling's 
In the vain pomp took little part, [heart 
Wistful a while she gazed — ^then press'd 
The maiden to her anxious breast 
In finish'd loveliness— and led 
To where a turret's airy head, 
Slender and steep, and battl^ round, 
O'erlook'd, daik Mull I th^ mighty Sound, * 
Where thwarting tides, ^th mingled roar, 
Part thy swarth hills from Morven's shore. 

VIIL 
"Dai^ter," shesaid, ' ' these seas behold, 
Round twice a hundred islands roU'd, 
From Hirt, that hears their northern roar, 
To the green Isla/s fertile shore ; 
Or mainland turn, where many a tower 
Owns thy bold brother's feudal power, 
Sach on its own daric cape reclined. 
And listening to its own wild wind, 
jrom where Mingany, sternly placed, 
O'erawes the woodland and the waste. 
To where Dunstafihage hears the raging 
OfConnal with its rc^ks engaging. 
Think'st thou, amid this ample round, 
A single brow but tiune has frown d, 



To sadden this auspicious mom, 
That bids the daughter of high Lorn 
Impledge her spousal faith to wed 
The heir of mighty Somerled?* 
Ronald, from many a hero sprung, 
The fair, the valiant, and the young, 
Lord of the Isles, whose lofty name* 
A thousand bards have given to fame. 
The mate of monarchs, and allied 
On equal terms with England's pride.— 
From chieftain's tower to bondsman's cot. 
Who hears the tale, and triumphs not ? 
The damsel dons her best attire, 
The shepherd lights his beltane fire, 
oy ! joy 1 each warder's horn hath sung, 
oy I joy 1 each matin bell hath rung ; 
~ e holy priest says grateful mass. 
Loud shouts each hardy galla-glass. 
No mountain den holds outcast boor. 
Of heart so dull, of soul so poor. 
But he hath flung his task aside, 
And claim'd this mom for holy-tide; 
Yet, empress of this joyful day, 
Edith is sad while all are gay." — 

IX. 

Proud Edith's soul came to her eye. 
Resentment check'd the straggling sigh. 
Her hurrying hand indignant dried 
The burning tears of injured pride — 
" Morag, forbear I or lend thv praise 
To swell yon hireling harpers lays ; 
Make to yon maids thy boast of power. 
That they may waste a wondering hour, 
TelUng of banners proudly borne. 
Of pe^ng bell and bugle hom. 
Or, theme more dear, of robes of price, 
Crownlets and gauds of rare device. 
But thou, experienced as thou art, 
Think'st thou with these to cheat the heart. 
That, bound in strong affection's chain, 
Looks for return, and looks in vain ? 
No I sum thine Edith's wretched lot 
In these brief words — He loves her not I 

X. 

" Debate it not — too long I strove 
To call his cold observance love. 
All blinded by the league that styled 
Edith of Lom,— while yet a child, 
She tripp'd the heath by Morag's side— 
Tlie brave Lord Ronald's destined bride. 
Ere yet I saw him, while afar 
His broadsword blazed in Scotland's war, 
Train'd to believe our fates the same, 
My bosom throbb'd when Ronald's name 
Came gracing Fame's heroic tale, 
Like perfume on the summer gale. 
What pilgrim sought our halls, nor told 
Of Ronald's deeds in battle bold? 
Who touch' d the Yiotp \.o \v«QeS \swfikSfc, 
But his achlevemeaXs sweYC^xYkft'Ss:?^'^ 
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Even Morag — not a tale of fame 
Was hers but closed with Ronald's name. 
He came ; and all that had been told 
Of his high worth seem'd poor and cold, 
Tame, lifeless, void of energy, 
Unjust to Ronald and to me ! 

XI. 

"Since then, what thought had Edith's 

heart 
And gave not plighted love its part ? — 
And what requital ? cold delay — 
Excuse that shunn'd the spousal day. — 
It dawns, and Ronald is not here 1 — 
Hunts he Bentalla's nimble deer, 
Or loiters he in secret dell 
To bid some lighter love farewell. 
And swear, that though he may not scorn 
A daughter of the House of Lorn,* 
Yet, when these formal rites are o'er. 
Again they meet, to part no more?" 

XII. 

— "Hush, daughter, hush! thy doubts 

remove. 
More nobly think of Ronald's love. 
Look, where beneath the castle grey 
His fleet unmoor from Aros bay ! 
See'st not each galley's topmast bend, 
As on the yards the sails ascend ? 
Hiding the dark-blue land, they rise 
Like the white clouds on April skies ; 
The shouting vassals man the oars. 
Behind them sink Mull's mountain shores. 
Onward their merry course they keep. 
Through whistling breeze and foaming 

deep. 
And mark the headmost, seaward cast. 
Stoop to the freshening gale her mast, 
As if she veil'd its banner'd pride. 
To greet afar her Prince's bride ! 
Thy Ronald comes, and while in speed 
His galley mates the flying steed, 
He chides her sloth ! "—Fair Edith sigh'd, 
Blush'd, sadly smiled, and thus replied : — 

XIII. 
•' Sweet thought, but vain 1— No, Morag ! 
Type of his course, yon lonely bark, [mark, 
That oft hath shifted helm and sail, 
To win its way against the gale. 
Since peep of mom, my vacant eyes 
Have view'd by fits the course she tries ; 
Now, though the darkening scud comes on, 
And dawn's fair promises be gone. 
And though the weary crew may see 
Our sheltering haven on their lee. 
Still closer to the rising wind 
They strive her shivering sail to bind. 
Still nearer to the shelves' dread verge 
At every tack her course they urge, 
As if they fear'd Artornish more 
Tb^J^ adverse win4s and breakers* Toax.'* 



XIV. 
Sooth spoke the maid. — ^Amid the tide 
The skiff she mark'd lay tossing soie^ 
And shifted oft her stooping side. 
In weary tack from ^ore to shore. 
Yet on her destined course no more 

She gain'd, of forward way. 
Than what a minstrel may compare 
To the poor meed which peasants share, 

Who toil the livelong day ; 
And such the risk her pilot braves, 

That oft, before she wore. 
Her boltsprit kiss'd the broken waves. 
Where in white foam the ocean raves 

Upon the shelving shore. 
Yet, to their destined purpose true. 
Undaunted toil'd her hardy crew. 

Nor look'd where shelter lay, 
Nor for Artornish Castle drew, 

Nor steer d for Aros bay. 

XV. 

Thus while they strove with wind and seas, 
Borne onward by the willing breeze, 

Lord Ronald's fleet swept by, 
Streamer'd with silk, and trick'd withl^ld, 
Mann'd with the noble and the bold 

Of island chivalry. 
Around their prows the ocean roars, 
And chafes beneath their thousand oars, 

Yet bears them on their way : 
So chafes the war-horse in his might. 
That fieldward bears some ^^ant knight, 
Champs, till both boss and bit are white, 

But, foaming, must obey. 
On each gay deck they might behold 
Lances of steel and crests of gold, 
And hauberks with their burzush'd fold. 

That shimmer'd fair and free ; 
And each proud galley, as she pass'd, 
To the wild cadence of the blast 

Give wilder minstrelsy. 
Full many a shrill triumphant note 
Saline and Scallastle bade float 

Their misty shores around ; 
And Morven's echoes answer'd well, 
And Duart heard the distant swell 

Come down the darksome Sound. 

XVI. 

So bore they on with mirth and pride. 
And if that labouring bark they spied, 

'Twas with such idle eye 
As nobles cast on lowly boor, 
When, toiling in his task obscure, 

They pass him careless by. 
Let them sweep on with heedless ejres 1 
But, had they known what mighty prize 

In that frail vessel lay. 
The famish'd wolf, that prowls the wold, 
. Had scatheless pass'd the unguarded fold, 
\ "Etc, ^fyi\:YB%\s^ WvQsie galleys bold, 
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illenged were her way 1 
II, Lord Ronald, sweep thou on, 
Tth, and pride, and minstrel tone! 
it thou known who sail'd so nigh, 
r glance were in thine eye I 
r flush were on thy brow, 
aded by the bonnet, now 
but ill the blithesome cheer 
groom when the bride is near 1 

XVII. 

ep they on I — We will not leave, 

1 that triumph, those who grieve. 

that armada gay 

kter loud and jocund shout, 

ds to cheer the wassail rout, 

tale, romance, and lay ; 

rUd mirth each clamorous art, 

f it cannot cheer the heart, 

pefy and stun its smart, 

le loud busy day. 

ep they on 1 — But with that skiflf 

I the minstrel tale, 

lere was dread of surge and cliff, 

that strain'd each sinew stiff, 

ne sad Maiden's wail. 

XVIII. 

idth fruitless strife they toil'd, 
5 the ebbing currents boil'd 
fierce from strait and lake ; 
.way through the channel met 
ng tides that foam and fret, 
1 their mingled billows jet, 
s, that, in the battle set, 
; upward as they break. 
o, the lights of eve were past, 
ler sung the western blast 
'ks of Inninmore; 
s the sail, and strain'd the mast, 
ly a leak was gaping fast, 
pale steersman stood aghast, 
ive the conflict o'er. 

XIX. 

en that One, whose lofty look 
)ur dull'd nor terror shook, 
o the Leader spoke : — 
r, how hop'st thou to abide 

of this wilder'd tide, 

ivoid the rock's rude side, 

he day has broke? 

m not mark the vessel reel, 

vering planks, and groaning keel, 

last billow's shock? 
of better counsel tell, 
bare thou see'st poor Isabel 
ead with want and fear ; 

on sea, or look on land, 
ark sky — on every hand 
X and death are near, 
done I grieve, — on me 
its l^hl^ by land and sea, 



I follow where thou wilt ; 
Either to bide the tempest's lour. 
Or wend to yon imfriendly tower. 
Or rush amid their naval power. 
With war-cry wake their wassail-hour. 

And die with hand on hilt." — 

XX. 

That elder Leader's calm reply 

In steady voice was given, — 
" In man's most dark extremity 

Oft succour dawns from Heaven. 
Edward, trim thou the shatter'd sail. 
The helm be mine, and down the gale 

Let our free course be driven ; 
So shall we 'scape the western bay. 
The hostile fleet, the unequal fray. 
So safely hold our vessel's way 

Beneath the Castle wall ; 
For if a hope of safety rest, 
'Tis on the sacred name of guest. 
Who seeks for shelter, storm-distress' d, 
' Within a chieftain's hall. 
If not — it best beseems our worth. 
Our name, our right, our lofty birth, 

By noble hands to fall." 

XXI. 

The helm, to his strong arm consign'd, 
Gave the reef 'd sail to meet the wind. 

And on her alter'd way. 
Fierce bounding, forward sprung the ship, 
Like greyhound starting from the slip 

To seize his flying prey. 
Awaked before the rushing prow. 
The mimic fires of ocean glow, 

Those lightnings of the wave ; * 
Wild sparkles crest the broken tides. 
And, flashing round, the vessel's sides 

With elvish lustre lave, 
While, far behind, their livid light 
To the dark billows of the night 

A gloomy splendour gave. 
It seems as if old Ocean shakes 
From his dark brow the lucid flakes 

In envious pageantiy. 
To match the meteor-ught that streaks 

Grim Hecla's midnight sky. 

XXII. 
Nor lack'd they steadier light to keep 
Their course upon the darken'd deep ; — 
Artomish, on her frowning steep 

'Twixt cloud and ocean hung. 
Glanced with a thousand lights of glee, 
And landward far, and far to sea. 

Her festal radiance flung. 
By that blithe beacon-light they steer'd, 

Whose lustre mingled well 
With the pale beam that now appeared, 
As!the cold moon ^«x ^«eA \iV'Ka:f ^ 

Above the eastexn lc3\. 
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XXIII. 

Thus guided, on their course the^ bor^. 
Until they near'd the mainland shore. 
When frequent on the hollow blast 
Wild shouts of merriment were cast, 
And wind and wave the sea-birds' ay 
With wassail sounds in concert vie, 
Like fimeral shrieks with revelry. 

Or like the battle-shout 
By peasants heard from cli£& on high, 
When Triumph, Kage, and Agony, 

Madden the fight and rout. 
Now nearer yet, through mist and storm 
Dimly arose the Castle's form. 

And deepen'd shadow made. 
Far lengthen'd on the main below, 
Where, dancing in reflected glow, 

A hundred torches play'd, 
Spangling the wave with lights as vain 
As pleasures in this vale of pain. 

That dazzle as they fade. 

XXIV. 

Beneath the Castle's sheltering lee, 
They staid their course in quiet sea. 
Hewn in the rock, a passage there 
Sought the dark fortress by a stair. 

So straight, so high, so steep. 
With peasant's staff one valiant hand 
Might well the dizzy pass have mann'd, 
'Gainst hundreds arm'd with spear and 

And plunged them in the deep, [brand. 
His bugle then the helmsman wound ; 
Loud answer'd every echo roimd, 

From turret, rock, and bay ; 
The postern hinges crash and groan. 
And soon the. Warder's cresset shone 
On those rude steps of slippery stone. 

To light the upward way. 
"Thrice welcome, holy Sire ! " he said ; 
' ' Full long the spousal train have staid. 

And, vex'd at thy delay, 
Fear'd lest, amidst these wildering seas. 
The darksome night and freshening breeze 

Had driven thy bark astray." — 

XXV. 

*' Warder," the younger stranger said, 

Thine erring guess some mirth had made 
In mirthful hour; but nights like these, 
When the rough winds wake western seas. 
Brook not of glee. We crave some aid 
And needful shelter for this maid 

Until the break of day ; 
For, to ourselves, the deck's rude plank. 
Is easy as the mossy bank 

That 's breath'd upon by May. 
And for our storm-toss'd skiff we seek 
Short shelter in this leeward creek. 
Prompt when tho dawn tho oasl «haik 
Again to bear away." — \iU«»k 



Answer'd the Warder, — ** In what name 
Assert ye hospitable claim ? 

Whence come, or whither bound? 
Hath Erin seen your i>arting saila^ 
Or come ye on Norwejran gales? 
And seek ye England's ferUle vales. 

Or Scotland's mountain ground?"— 

XXVI. 

" Warriors — ^for other title none 
For some brief space we list to own. 
Bound by a vow — warriors are we ; 
In strife by land, and storm by sea. 

We have been known to fame ; 
And these brief words have import dear, 
When sounded in a noble ear, 
To harbour safe, and friendly dieer, 

That gives us rightful claim. 
Grant us the trivial boon we seek. 
And we in other realms will speak 

Fair of your courte^ ; 
Deny — and be your niggard Hold 
Soom'd by the noble and the bold, 
Shunn'd by the pilgrim on the wold, 

And wanderer on the lea 1" — 

XXVIL 

"Bold stranger, no — ^'gainst claim Uke 
No bolt revolves by hand of mine, [thine, 
Though urged in tone that more ezpress'd 
A monarch than a suppliant guest* 
Be what ye will, Artomish Hall 
On this glad eve is free to alL 
Though ye had drawn a hostile sword 
'Gainst our ally, great England's Lord, 
Or mail upon your shoulders borne, 
To battle with the Lord of Lorn, 
Or, outlaw'd, dwelt by greenwood tree 
With the fierce Knight of Ellerslie,t 
Or aided even the murderous stri£e. 
When Comyn fell beneath the knife 
Of that fell homicide The Bruce,* 
This night had been a torm of truce.— 
Ho, vasisals I give these guests your cai^ 
And show the narrow postern stair." 

XXVIII. 

To land these two bold brethren leapt 
(The weary crew their vessel kept). 
And, lighted by the torches' flare, 
That seaward nung their smoky glares 
The younger knight that maiden bare 

Half lifeless up the rock ; 
On his strong shoulder lean'd ber head, 
And down her long dark tresses shed, 
As the wild vine, in tendrils spread, 

Droops from the mountain oak. 
Him foUow'd close that elder Lord, 
And in his hand a sheathed sword. 

Such as few arms could wiekl ; 
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I he boun'd him to such task, 
Id it cleave the strongest casque, 
nd the surest shield. 

XXIX. 

id portcullis' arch they pass, 

;et ¥dth its bars of brass, 

trance long and low, 

It each turn by looi>-holes strait, 

swmen might in ambush wait 

Dr fiaud should burst the gate), 

I an entering foe. 

r jealous post of ward 

r defenceless and unbarr'd, 

1 the passage free 

3W-brow'd and vaulted room, 

(quire and yeoman, p£^e and 

heir loud revelry. [groom, 

XXX. 

est ye here," the Warder bade, 
our Lord your suit is said. — 
arades, gaze not on the maid, 
hese men who ask our aid, 
e ne'er had seen 
I tired of midnight bark, 
erers of a moulding stark, 
aring martial mien." 
or Eachin's reproof 
age or vassal stand aloof, 
jwded on to stare, 
>f courtesy untaught, 
Edward roughly caught, 
>ne the foremost there, 
uer^d plaid, and in its shroud, 
ler from the vulgar crowd, 
3d his sister fair, 
ler, as the clansman bent 
n brow in discontent, 
bridf and stem excuse ; — 
were thine the cloak of pall 
ks thy lord in bridal hall, 
1 honoufd by her use," 

XXXI. 

u his tone, but calm ; his eye 
: compelling dignity, 
I that bearing haught and high, 
common spirits fear 1 
lor word nor signal more, 
ik, and laughter, all were o'er ; 
ch other back they bore, 
ized like startled deer, 
appear'd the Seneschal, 
lion'd by his lord to call 
Qgers to the Baron's hall, 
: feasted fair and free 
md Prince in nuptial tide, 
ith there his lovely bride, 
bold brother \iy her side, 
y a chief, the flower and pride 
stem knd And sea. 



Here pause we, gentles, for a space ; 
And, if our tale hath won your grace. 
Grant us brief patience, and again 
We will renew the minstrel strain. 



CANTO SECOND. 

I. 

Fill the bright goblet, spread the 

festive board I [fafr I 

Summon the gay, the noble, and the 
Through the loud hall, in joyous concert 

pour'd, [Care I 

Let mirth and music sound the dirge of 
But ask thou not if Happiness be there, 
If the loud laugh disguise convulsive 

throe, [wear; 

Or if the brow the heart's true livery 
Lift not the festal mask 1 — enough to 

know, [mortal woe. 

No scene of mortal life but teems with 

II. 
With beakers' clang, with harpers' lay, 
With all that olden time deem'd gay. 
The Island Chieftain feasted high ; 
But there was in his troubled eye 
A gloomy fire, and on his brow, 
Now sudden flush'd. and faded now. 
Emotions such as draw their birth 
From deeper source than festal mirth. 
By fits he paused, and harper's strain 
And jester's tale went round in vain. 
Or fell but on his idle ear 
Like distant sounds which dreamers hear. 
Then would he rouse him, and employ 
Each art to aid the clamorous joy, 

And call for pledge and lay. 
And, for brief space, of all the crowd. 
As he was loudest of the loud. 

Seem gayest of the gay. 

III. 
Yet nought amiss the bridal throng 
Mark'd in brief mirth, or musing long ; 
The vacant brow, the unhstening ear. 
They gave to thoughts of raptures near. 
And his fierce starts of sudden gleo 
Seem'd bursts of bridegroom's ecstasy. 
Nor thus alone misjudged the crowd. 
Since lofty Lorn, suspicious, proud. 
And jealous of his honour' d line, 
And that keen knight, De Argentine* 
(From England sent on errand high. 
The western league more firm to tie). 
Both deem'd in Ronald's mood to find 
A lover's transport-troubled mind. 
But one sad heart, one tearM eye. 
Pierced deeper through the mystery, 
Md watch' d, ydth agMxy «a&iiiMU« 
Her waywardbiULeg:raQ(a^%^v«!^^ ^m«i» 
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IV. 

She watch'd — ^yet fear'd to meet hisglance, 
And he shunn'd hers ; — till when by chance 
They met, the point of foeman's lance 

Had given a milder pang 1 
Beneath the intolerable smart [heart 

He writhed — then sternly mann'd his 
To play his hard but destined part, 

And from the table sprang. 
•' Fill me the mighty cup ! " he said, 
*' Erst own'd by royal Somerled:* 
Fill it, till on the studded brim 
In burning gold the bubbles swim, 
And every gem of varied shine 
Glow doubly bright in rosy wine ! 

To you, brave lord, and brother mine, 
Of Lorn, this pledge I drink — 

The Union of Our House with thine. 
By this fair bridal-link 1" — 

V. 
" Let it pass round I" quoth He of Lorn, 
*' And in good time — that winded horn 

Must of the Abbot tell ; 
The laggard monk is come at last." 
Lord Ronald heard the bugle-blast, 
And on the floor at random cast, 

The untasted goblet felL 
But when the Warder in his ear 
Tells other news, his blither cheer 

Returns like sim of May, [beams 1 — 
When through a thunder - cloud it 
Lord of two hundred isles, he seems 

As glad of brief delay. 
As some poor criminal might feel. 
When, from the gibbet or the wheel. 

Respited for a day. 

VI. 

" Brother of Lorn," with hurried voice 
He said, "and you, fair lords, rejoice 1 

Here, to augment our glee. 
Come wandering knights from travel far, 
Well proved, they say, in strife of war. 

And tempest on the sea. — 
Ho I give them at your board such place 
As best their presences may grace. 

And bid them welcome free I" 
With solemn step, and silver wand, 
The Seneschal the presence scann'd 
Of these strange guests ; and well he knew 
How to assign their rank its due ; 

For though the costly furs 
That erst had deck'd their caps were torn. 
And their gay robes were over-worn, 

And soil'd their gilded spurs. 
Yet such a high commanding grace 
Was in their mien and in their face, 
As suited best the princely dais,* 

* I>aiS'-the great hall-table, e\eval«d a ste^ 
or two above the rest of the room. 



And royal canopy ; 
And there he marshall'd them their plaoe^ 
First of that company. 

vn. 
Then lords and ladies spake aside, 
And angry looks the error chide. 
That gave to guests unnamed, unknown, 
A plaos so near their Prince's throne ; 

But Owen Erraught said, 
" For forty years a seneschal. 
To marshal guests in bower and hall 

Has been my honour'd trade. 
Worship and birth to me are known. 
By look, by bearing, and by tone^ 
Not by furr'd robe or broider'd zone; 

And 'gainst an oaken bough 
I '11 gage my silv» wand of state. 
That these three strangers oft have sate 

In higher place than now." — 

VIII. 

" I, too," the agM Ferrand said, 
' ' Am qualified by minstrel trade 

Of rank and place to tell ; — 
Mark'd ye the younger stranger's eye, 
My mates, how quick, how keen, how high» 

How fierce its flashes fell, 
Glancing among the noble rout, 
As if to seek the noblest out. 
Because the owner might not brook 
On any save his peers to look? 

And yet it moves me more. 
That steady, calm, majestic brow, 
With which the elder chief e'en now 

Scann'd the gay presence o'er. 
Like being of superior kind. 
In whose high-toned impartial mind 
Degrees of mortal rank and state 
Seem objects of indifferent weight. 

The lady too— though, closely tied, 
The mantle veil both face and ^e, 

Her motions' grace it could not hid^ ^ 
Nor could her form's fieursymmetiy. 

IX. 

Suspicious doubt and lordly scorn 
Lour'd on the haughty front of Lorn. 
From underneath his brows of pride, 
The stranger guests he sternly eyed, 
And whisper'd closely what the ear 
Of Argentine alone might hear ; 

Then question'd, high and brie^ 
If, in their voyage, au^ht they knew 
Of the rebellious Scottish crew, 
Who to Rath-Erin's shelter drew. 

With Carrick's outlaw'd Chief?* 
And if, their winter's esdle o'er, 
They harboufd still by Ulster's shore, 
Or launch'd their galleys on the maiOt 
To N€x.^<»x iaSqn^ \and again? 
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X. 

unger stranger, fierce and high, 
confronts the Chieftain's eye 
look of equal scorn ; — 
els have we nought to show ; 
: Royal Bruce thou'dst know, 

I thee he has sworn, 

ce three days shall come and go, 

ner Scottish winds shall blow, 

each mean or mighty foe, 

Dgland's every biU and bow, 

laster of Loro." 

. the mountain Chieftain's ire, 

lald quench'd the rising fire; — 

a-, it better suits the time 

e the night with Ferrand's rhyme, 

ake, 'midst mirth and wine, the 

w from these unhappy wars." — 
at," said Lorn; and spoke apart 
arrand, master of his art, 
whisper' d Argentine, — 
y I named will carry smart 
J bold strangers' haughty heart, 
it this guess of mine. ' 
3d, and it was silence all, 
e minstrel waked the hall. 

XI. 
THE BROOCH OF LORN.* 

» the brooch of burning gold, 
sps the Chieftain's mantle-fold, 
t and chased with rare device, 
feiir with gems of price, 
aried tartans beaming, 
igh night's pale rainbow gleaming, 
low, now seen afar, 
ines the northern star? 

ne'er wrought on Highland moun- 
[iairy of the fountain, [tain, 

lermaid of the wave, 
lee in some coral cave ? 
celand's darksome mine, 
jwart hands thy metal twine ? 
al-moulded, com'st thou here, 
igland's love, or France's fear? 

XII. 
SONG CONTINUED. 

:hy splendours nothing tell 
irt or fairy spelL 
thou for monarch's use, 
rerweening Bruce, 
e royal robe he tied 
art of wrath and pride ; 

II triumph wert thou torn, 
ctor hand of Lorn I 

the gem was won and lost, 
fas the war-cry toss'd ! 
ud Bendourish fell, 
Doucbait's sounding dell. 



Fled the deer from wild Teyndrum, 
When the homicide, o'ercome, 
Hardly 'scaped, with scathe and scorn, 
Left the pledge with conquering Lorn I 

XIH. 
\ SONG CONCLUDED. 

"Vain was then the Douglas' brand, 
Vain the Campbell's vaunted hand, 
Vain Kirkpatrick's bloody dirk. 
Making sure of murder's work :* 
Barendown fled fast away. 
Fled the fiery De la Haye,* 
When this brooch, triumphant borne, 
Beam'd upon the breast of Lorn. 

"Farthest fled its former lord, 
Left his men to brand and cord, 
Bloody brand of Highland steel, 
English gibbet, axe, and wheel. 
Let him fly from coast to coast, 
Dogg'd by Comyn's vengeful ghost. 
While his spoils, in triumph worn. 
Long shall grace victorious Lorn I " 

XIV. 

As glares the tiger on his foes, 
Hemm'd in by hunters, spears, and bows, 
And, ere he bounds upon the ring, 
Selects the object of his spring, — 
Now on the Bard, now on his Lord, 
So Edward glared and grasp'd his sword — 
But stem his brother spoke, — " Be still. 
What I art thou yet so wild of will. 
After high deeds and sufferings long. 
To chafe thee for a menial's song? — 
Well hast thou framed. Old Man, thy 

strains. 
To praise the hand that pays thy pains ! 
Yet something might thy song have told 
Of Lom's three vassals, true and bold. 
Who rent their Lord from Bruce's hold. 
As underneath his knee he lay. 
And died to save him in the fray. 
I 've heard the Bruce's cloak and clasp 
Was clench'd within their dying grasp. 
What time a hundred foemen more 
Rush'd in, and back the victor bore. 
Long after Lorn had left the strife. 
Full glad to 'scape with limb and life. — 
Enough of this — And, Minstrel, hold, 
As minstrel hire, this chain of gold, 
For future lays a fair excuse, 
To speak more nobly of the Bruce." — 

XV. 

" Now, by Columba's shrine, I swear, 
And every saint that's buried there, 
'Tis he himself 1 " Lorn sternly cries, 
"And for my kinsman's death he dies." 
As loudly Ronald calla — " Fox^oedxX 
Not in my ^gbl VfYu\!&\>x2JxdL\\i«ax, 
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O'ermatched by odds, shall warrior fall, 
Or blood of stranger stain my hall I 
This ancient fortress of my race 
Shall be misfortune's resting-place, 
Shelter and shield of the distress' d, 
No slaughter-house for shipwreck'd 

guest." — 
" Talk not to me," fierce Lorn replied, 
"Of odds or match ! — when Comyn died, 
Three daggers clash' d within his side 1 
Talk not to me of sheltering hall — 
The Church of God saw Comyn fall I 
On God's own altar stream'd his blood. 
While o'er my prostrate kinsman stood 
The ruthless murderer— e'en as now — 
With arm6d hand and scornful brow ! — 
Up, all who love nde 1 blow on blow ! 
And lay the outlaw'd felons low I" 

XVI. 

Then up sprang many a mainland Lord, 
Obedient to their Chieftain's word. 
Barcaldine's arm is high in air. 
And Kinloch-Alline's blade is bare. 
Black Murthok's dirk has left its sheath, 
And clench'd is Dermid's hand of death. 
Their mutter'd threats of vengeance swell 
Into a wild and warlike yell ; 
Onward they press with weapons high, 
The affrighted females shriek and fly. 
And, Scotland, then thy brightest ray 
Had darken'd ere its noon of day, — 
But every chief of birth and fame, 
That from the Isles of Ocean came. 
At Ronald's side that hour withstood 
Fierce Lom's relentless thirst for blood. 

XVII. 

Brave Torquil from Dunvegan high. 
Lord of the misty hills of Skye, 
Mac-Niel, wild Bara's ancient thane, 
Duart, of bold Clan-Gillian's strain, 
Fergus, of Canna's castled bay, 
Mao-Duffith, Lord of Colonsay, 
Soon as they saw the broadswords glance, 
With ready weapons rose at once. 
More prompt, that many an ancient feud. 
Full oft suppress' d, full oft renew' d, 
Glow'd 'twixt the chieftains of Argyle, 
And many a lord of ocean's isle. 
Wild was the scene — each sword was bare. 
Back stream' d each chieftain's shaggy hair, 
In gloomy opposition set. 
Eyes, hands, and brandish'd weapons met; 
Blue gleaming o'er the social board, 
Flash d to the torches many a sword ; 
And soon those bridal lights may shine 
On purple blood for rosy wine. 

XVIII. 

While thus for blows and deaOi ptepaxed, 
£ach heart was up, each Yreapon bated, 



Each foot advanced, — a surly pause 
Still reverenced hospitable laws. 
All menaced violence, but alike 
Reluctant each the first to strike 
(For aye accursed in minstrel line 
Is he who brawls 'mid song and wine). 
And, match'd in numbers and in mijeht, 
Doubtfiil and desperate seem'd the ngbt 
Thus threat and murmur died away. 
Till on the crowded hall there lay 
Such silence, as the deadly still. 
Ere bursts the thunder on the hill. 
With blade advanced, each Chieftain bold 
Show'd like the Sworder's form of old, 
As wanting still the torch of life. 
To wake the marble into strife. 

XIX. 

That awful pause the stranger maid. 
And Edith, seized to pray for aid. 
As to De Argentine she clung, 
Away her veil the stranger flung. 
And, lovely 'mid her wild despair, 
Fast stream'd her eyes, wide flow'd her 

hair: — 
" O thou, of knighthood once the flower, 
Sure refuge in distressful hour, 
Thou, who in Judah well hast fought 
For our dear faith, and oft has sought 
Renown in knightly exercise. 
When this poor hand has dealt the pnfft 
Say, can thy soul of honour brook 
On the unequal strife to look. 
When, butcher'd thus in peaceful baU, ^ 
Those once thyfriends, my brethrentMi" 
To Argentine she tum'd her word. 
But her eye sought the Island Lorl 
A flush like evening's setting flame 
Glow'd on his che^ ; his hardy fraiMi 
As with a brief convulsion, shook: 
With hurried voice and eager look,— 
'• Fear not," he said, '* my Isabdi 
What said I— Edith !— all is well- 
Nay, fear not— I will well provide 
The safety of my lovely bride — 
My bride ?" but there the accents dung 
In tremor to his faltering tongue. 

XX. 
Now rose De Argentine, to claim 
The prisoners in his sovereign's nam^ 
To England's crown, who, vassals swoW» 
'Gainst their liege lord had weaponbonie- 
(Such speech, I ween, was but to hide 
His care their safety to provide; 
For knight more true in thought and deed 
Than Argentine, ne'er spurr'd a steed)- 

And Ronald, who his meaning guess'd, 
Seem'd half to sanction the request 
This purpose fiery Torquil broke:— 

."Somewhat we've heard of England 
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and, in our islands, Fame 
tei'd of a lawful claim, 
;he Bruce fair Scotland's Lord, 
possess' d by foreign sword. 

reflection — ^but though right 
e charge of England's Knight, 
d's crown her rebels seize 
tas power; — in towers like these, 
tish Chieftains summon'd here 
lirth and bridal cheer, 
th no consent of mine, 

Lorn or Argentine 
s or violence, in our sight, 
>rave and banish'd Knight." 

XXI. 
1 the wild debate again, 
ing threat and clamour vain. 
I menials, thronging in, 
>rute rage to swell the din ; 
uid wide, a bugle-clang > 
ark ocean upward rang. 
)bot comes ! " they cry at once, 
ly man, whose favour'd glance 
ainted visions known ; 
ive met him on the way, 
e blessed martyr's bay, 
r Columba's stone. [high 

£S have heard their hymnings 
>m the summit of Dun-Y, 
er his penance lone, 
ich cross, on girth and wold 
ber thrice a hundred-fold), 
he made, his beads he told, 
8S many a one — 
>ur feuds to reconcile, 
nan from sainted isle ; 
i holy doom abide, 

shall our strife decide." 

XXII. 

is fair accord was o'er, 
ugh the vride revolving door 
k-stoled brethren wind ; 
.dall'd monks, who relics bore, 
r a torch-bearer before, 
ly a cross behind, 
each fierce uplifted hand, 
r bright and flashing brand 
swiftly at the sight ; 
h'd from the Churchman's eye, 
% stars, that glance and die, 
n the vault of night. 

XXIII. 

; on the threshold stood, 

hand the holy rood ; 

s shoulders flow'd his hood, 

h's glaring ray 

its red and flashing light, 

'd cheek and amice white, 

re glistening cold and hngYii, 

'<ea scant and grey. 



' ' Fair Lords, " he said, • ' Our Lady's love. 
And peace be with you from above. 

And Benedicite 1 [here ! — 

— But what means this?— no peace is 
Do dirks unsheathed suit bridal cheer? 

Or are these naked brands 
A seemly show for Churchman's sight, 
When he comes summon'd to unite 

Betroth^ hearts and hands?" 
xxnr. 
Then, cloaking hate with fiery zeal. 
Proud Lorn first answer'd the appeal ; — 

" Thou com'st, O holy Man, 
True sons of blessed Church to greet. 
But little deeming here to meet 

A wretch, beneath the ban 
Of Pope and Church, for murder done 
Even on the sacred altar-stone 1 — 
Well may'st thou wonder we should know 
Such miscreant here, nor lay him low. 
Or dream of greeting, peace, or truce. 
With excommunicated Bruce ! 
Yet well I grant, to end debate. 
Thy sainted voice decide his fate." 

XXV. 

Then Ronald pled the stmnger's cause. 
And knighthood's oath and honour's laws; 
And Isabel, on bended knee. 
Brought pray'rs and tears to back the plea; 
And Edith lent her generous aid, 
And wept, and Lorn for mercy pray'd. 
' ' Hence," heexclaim'd, • 'degenerate maid 1 
Was't not enough, to Ronald's bower 
I brought thee, like a paramour,* 
Or bond-maid at her master's gate. 
His careless cold approach to wait? — 
But the bold Lord of Cumberland, 
The gallant Clifford, seeks thy hand ; 
His it shall be — Nay, no reply ! 
Hence 1 till those rebel eyes be dry." — 
With grief the Abbot heard and saw. 
Yet nought relax'd his brow of awe. 

XXVI. 

Then Argentine, in England's name. 
So highly urged his sovereign's claim. 
He waked a spark, that, long suppress'd, 
Hadsmoulder'd in Lord Ronald's breast; 
And now, as from the flint the fire, 
Flash'd forth at once his generous ire. 
'• Enough of noble blood," he said, 
•• By EngUsh Edward had been shed. 
Since matchless Wallace first had been 
In mock'ry crown'd with wreaths of 

green,* 
And done to death by felon hand. 
For guarding well his father's land. 
Where's Nigel Bruce? and De la Haye, 
And valiant Seton — whei^ ^x^ ^^iK^"^ 
Where SomerviUe, lYifc ViTkdL «jv.^feefcl 
And Eraser, HoYrei ol cloivairjl 
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Have they not been on gibbet bound. 
Their quarters flung to hawk and hound, 
And hold we here a cold debate. 
To yield more victims to their fkte ? 
What ! can the English Leopard's mood 
Never be gorged with northern blood? 
Was not the hfe of Athole shed, 
To soothe the tyrants sicken'd bed?* 
And must his word, till dying day, 
Be nought but quarter, hang, and slay ! — 
Thou fro wn'st, De Argentine, — My gage 
Is prompt to prove the strife 1 wage." — 

XXVII. 

"Nor deem," said stout Dunvegan's 

knight, 
' ' That thou shalt brave alone the fight 1 
By saints of isle and mainland both, 
By Woden wild (my grandsire's oath), 
Let Rome and England do their worst, 
Howe'er attainted or accursed. 
If Bruce shall e'er find friends again, 
Once more to brave a battle-plain. 
If Douglas couch again his .lance. 
Or Randolph dare another chance. 
Old Torquil will not be to lack 
With twice a thousand at his back. — 
Nay, chafe not at my bearing bold, 
Good Abbot 1 for thou know'st of old, 
Torquil's rude thought and stubborn will 
Smack of the wild Norwegian still ; 
Nor will I barter Freedom's cause 
For England's wealth, or Rome's ap- 
plause." 

XXVIII. 

The Abbot seem'd with eye severe 
The hardy Chieftain's speech to hear ; 
Then on King Robert tum'd the Monk, 
But twice his courage came and sunk. 
Confronted with the hero's look ; 
Twice fell his eye, his accents shook ; 
At length, resolved in tone and brow. 
Sternly he question'd him — " And thou, 
Unhappy 1 what hast thou to plead, 
Why I denounce not on thy deed 
That awful doom which canons tell 
Shuts paradise, and opens hell? 
Anathema of power so dread. 
It blends the living with the dead. 
Bids each good angel soar away, 
And every ill one claim his prey ; 
Expels thee from the Church's care. 
And deafens Heaven against thy prayer ; 
Arms every hand against thy tife. 
Bans all who aid thee in the strife, 
Nay, each whose succour, cold and scant, 
With meanest alms relieves thy want ; 
Haunts thee while living, — and, when 
dead. 
Dwells on thy yet devoted head. 



Rends Honour's scutcheon from th 
Stills o'er thy bier the holy verse, [heaisi 
And spurns thy corpse from hallow' 

ground, 
Flung like vile carrion to the hound ; 
Such is the dire and desperate doom 
For sacrilege, decreed by Rome; 
And such the well-deservM meed 
Of thine unhallow'd, ruthless deed."— 

XXIX. 

• • Abbot I " The Bruce replied, * ' thy charge 
It boots not to dispute at large. 
This much, howe'er, I bid thee know. 
No selfish vengeance dealt the blow. 
For Comyn died his country's foe. 
Nor blame I friends whose ill-timed speed 
Fulfill' d my soon-repented deed. 
Nor censure those from whose stem tongoe 
The dire anathema has rung. 
I only blame mine own wild ire. 
By Scotland's wrongs incensed to fire. 
Heaven knows my purpose to atone^ 
Far as I may, the evil done. 
And hears a penitent's appeal 
From papal curse and prelate's zeaL 
My first and dearest task achieved, 
Fair Scotland from her thrall relieved, 
Shall many a priest in cope and stole 
Say requiem for Red Comyn's soul. 
While I the blessed cross advance, 
And expiate this imhappy chance 
In Palestine, with sword and lance.* 
But, while content the Church shooU 

know 
My conscience owns the debt I ow^ 
Unto De Aigentine and Lorn 
The name of traitor I return. 
Bid them defiance stem and high. 
And give them in their throats the lie I 
These brief words spoke, I speak no ma(6 
Do what thou wilt ; my shrift is o'er." 

XXX. 

Like man by prodigy amazed. 
Upon the King the Abbot gazed; 
Then o'er bis pallid features glance 
Convulsions of ecstatic trance. 
His breathing came more, thick and fist 
And from his pale blue eyes were cast 
Strange rays of wild and wandering ligh^J 
Uprise his locks of silver white, 
Flush'd is his brow, through eveiy vdn 
In azure tide the currents strain. 
And undistinguish'd accents broke 
The awfiil silence ere he spoke. 

xxxi. 

** De Bmce ! I rose with purpose diead 
To speak my cuise upon thy head,* 
Axid gyve thee as an outcaist o'er 
To Y^ta. -^XioXsviraSk \tt ^<^thY gore ;•* 
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he Midianite of old, 
1 CD Zopfaim, heaven-ooDtroll'd, 
in mine ag^ breast 
tiat will not be repress'd. 
\ my voice, it swdls my veins, 
t maddens, it constrains 1 — 
thv sacrilegious blow 
od 8 altar slain thy foe : 
r'd yet by high behest, 
e, and thou shalt be bless'd ! " 
and o'er the astonish'd throng 
X, awfiil, deep, and long. 

XXXII. 

t light has fired his eye, 
form swdls bold and high, 
ft voice of age is gone, 
>us manhood's lofty tone: — 
anquish'd on the battle-plain, 
rers slaughter'd, fled, or ta'en, 
wanderer oc the wild, 
I shores a man exiled,* 
deserted, and distress'd, 
se, and thou shalt be bless'd ! 
the hall and in the field, 
: mantle as the shield. 
f thy country's shame, 
>f her injured fame, 
thy sceptre and thy sword, 
fair Scotland's rightful Lord, 
thy deeds and in thy fame, 
tben'd honours wait thy name ! 
ages, sire to son 
hy tsde of freedom won, 
his infantSi in the use 
speech, to falter Bruce, 
triumphant I sweep along 
e, the theme of many a song ! 
r, whose dictates swell my breast, 
is'd thee, and thou sh&Lt be 
il— 

my short-lived strength decays, 
the momentary blaze. — 
ith our destined purpose broke, 
nust nuptial vow be spoke ; 
our errand here is o'er, 
isdiarged. — Unmoor, unmoor !" 
I received the exhausted Monk, 
ess in their arms he simk. 
lis orders to obey, 
refused all longer stay, 
, raised sail, and bore away. 



CANTO THIRD. 

I. 

hou not mark'd, when o'er thy 

tied head 

and deep the thunder-peal has 
'A 



How, when its echoes fell, a silence 
dead [the wold? 

Sunk on the wood, the meadow, and 

The lye-grass shakes not on the sod- 
built fold, [and still. 

The rustling aspen's leaves are mute 

The wall-flower waves not on the ruin'd 
hold, [and shrill. 

Till, murmuring distant first, then near 
The savage whirlwind wakes, and sweeps 
the groaning hill. 
II. 
Artomishl such a silence sunk 
Upon thy halls, when that grey Monk 

His prophet speech had spoke ; 
And his obedient brethren's sail 
Was stretch'd to meet the southern gale 

Before a whisper woke. 
Then murmuringsounds of doubt and fear. 
Close pour'd in many an anxious ear, 

The solemn stillness broke ; 
And still they gazed with eager guess. 
Where, in an oriel's deep recess. 
The Island Prince seem'd bent to press 
What Lorn, by his impatient cheer, 
And gesture fierce, scarce deign'd to hear. 

III. 
Starting at length, vnth frowning look. 
His hand he clench' d, his head he shook, 

And sternly flung apart ; — 
"And deem'st thou me so mean of mood. 
As to forget the mortal feud. 
And clasp the hand with blood imbrued 

From my dear Kinsman's heart ? 
Is this thy rede?— a due return 
For ancient league and friendship sworn t 
But well our mountain proverb shows 
The faith of Islesmen ebbs and flows. 
Be it even so— believe, ere long. 
He that now bears shall wreak the wrong, — 
Call Edith— caU the Maid of Lorn !— 
My sister, slaves I — for further scorn, 
Be sure nor she nor I will stay. — 
Away, De Argentine, away 1 — 
We nor ally nor brother know. 
In Bruce's friend, or England's foe." 

IV. 

But who the Chieftain's rage can tell. 
When, sought from lowest dungeon cell 
To highest tower the castle round, 
No Lady Edith was there found I 
He shouted, "Falsehood! — treachery 1 — 
Revenge and blood ! — ^a lordly meed 
To him that will avenge the deed 1 
A Baron's lands 1" — His frantic mood 
Was scarcely by the news withstood. 
That Morag shared his sister's fUght, 
And that, in hurry of the night, 
'Scaped noteless, and without. x^cckasV^ 
Two strangers sougYil^<& KctoQ<C%>Q«&i*^ 
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** Man every galley I — ^fly — pursue I 
The priest his treachery shall rue 1 
Ay, and the time shall quickly come, 
When we shall hear the thanks that Rome 
Will pay his feigned prophecy I " 
Such was fierce Lom's indignant cry ; 
And Cormac Doil in haste obey'd, 
Hoisted his sail, his anchor weigh'd 
(For, glad of each pretext for spoil, 
A pirate sworn was Cormac Doil). 
But others, lingering, spoke apart, — 
"The Maid has given her maiden heart 

To Ronald of the Isles, 
And, fearful lest her brother's word 
Bestow her on that English Lord, 

She seeks lona's piles, 
And vrisely deems it best to dwell 
A votaress in the holy cell. 
Until these feuds so fierce and fell 

The Abbot reconciles." 

V. 

As, impotent of ire, the hall 

Echo'd to Lom's impatient call, 

" My horse, my mantle, and my train I 

Let none who honours Lorn remain !" — 

Courteous, but stem, a bold request 

To Bruce De Argentine express' d. 

•• Lord Earl," he said, — " I cannot chuse 

But yield such title to the Bmce, 

Though name and earldom both are 

gone. 
Since he braced rebel's armour on — 
But, Earl or Serf— mde phrase was thine 
Of late, and launch' d at Argentine ; 
Such as compels me to demand 
Redress of honour at thy hand. 
We need not to each other tell. 
That both can wield their weapons well ; 
Then do me but the soldier grace, 
This glove upon thy helm to place 

Where we may meet in fight ; 
And I will say, as still I've said. 
Though by ambition far misled, 
Thou art a noble knight." — 

VI. 
*' And I," the princely Brace replied, 
" Might term it stain on knighthood's pride 
That the bright sword of Argentine 
Should in a tyrant's quarrel shine; 

But, for your brave request. 
Be sure the honour'd pledge you gave 
In every battle-field shall wave 

Upon my helmet-crest : 
Believe, that if my hasty tongue 
Hath done thine honour causeless vnrong. 

It shall be well redress' d. 
Not dearer to my soul was glove, 
Bestow'd ID youth by lady's love, 
Than this which thou hast giveti\ 



Thus, then, my noble foe I greet ; 
Health and high fortune till we meet 
And then — ^what pleases Heaven." 

VII. 

Thus parted they — for now, with sound 
Like waves roU'd back from rocky ground, 

The friends of Lorn retire ; 
Each mainland chieftain, with his train. 
Draws to his mountain towers again. 
Pondering how mortal schemes prove vain, 

And mortal hopes expire. 
But through the castle double guard. 
By Ronald's charge, kept wakeful ward, 
Wicket and gate were trebly barr'd. 

By beam and bolt and chain ; 
Then of the guests, in courteous sort, 
He pray'd excuse for mirth broke short. 
And bade them in Artomish fort 

In confidence remain. 
Now torch and menial tendance led 
Chieftain and knight to bower and bed, 
And beads were told, and Aves said, 

And soon they sunk away 
Into such sleep, as wont to shed 
Oblivion on the weary head. 

After a toilsome day. 

vin. 
But soon uproused, the Monarch cried 
To Edward slumbering by his side, 

"Awake, or sleep for aye ! 
Even now thAe jarred a secret door— 
A taper-light gleams on the floor- 
Up, Edward, up, I say ! 
Some one glides in like midnight ghost- 
Nay, strike not I 'tis our noble Host." 
Advancing then his taper's flame, 
Ronald stept forth, and with him came 
Dunvegan's chief — each bent the knee 
To Brace in sign of fealty. 

And proffer'd him his sword. 
And hail'd him in a monarch's styles 
As king of mainland and of isle, ^ 
And Scotland's rightful lord. 
"And O," said Ronald, "Own'd « 

Heaven I 
Say, is my erring youth forgiven. 
By falsehood's arts from duty driven, 

Who rebel falchion drew. 
Yet ever to thy deeds of tame, 
Even while I strove against thy claim, 

Paid homage just and trae?"— ^ 
"Alas ! dear youth, the unhappy time, 
Answer'd the Brace, "must bear the 
crime, 
Since, guiltier far than you. 
Even I "—he paused ; for Falkirk's woes 
Upon his conscious soul arose.* 
The Chieftain to his breast he preis'd, 
y Xxvd \Tv z. ?»\^\v coticeal'd the rest. 



The Lord of the Isles. 



»3i 



IX. 

fei^d aid, by arms and might, 
sss him in his right ; 
tidr counsels must be weigh' d, 
rs raised and musters made, 
ih hire and Lom's intrigues 
nv chiefis in southern leagues. 
, oruce his purpose bold 
V vassals frankly told, 
ter worn in exile o'er, 
>r Carhck's kindred shore. 
upon my native Ayr, 
d to see the burly £eire 
ord makes, whose lordly call 
es through my father's haU. 
ly course to Arran led, 
iant Lennox gathers head, 
e sea, by tempest toss'd, 
dispersed, our purpose cross'd. 
, a hostile sail to shun, 
ler destined course had run, 
t wise will, which masters ours, 
ufl to your friendly towers." 
X. 

5uil spoke : — •* The time craves 
[lot linger in our deed, [speed t 
t pray our Sovereign Liege, 
lie perils of a siege, 
iiil Lorn, with all his powers, 
x> near Artomish towers, 
md's light-arm'd vessels ride. 
It far, the waves of Clyde, 
these tidings to unmoor, 
p each strait, and guard each 
:his fresh alarm pass by, [shore. 
I safe my Liege must he 
bounds of friendly Skye, 
y pilot and thy guide." — 
brave Chieftain," Ronald cried; 
rill on my Sovereign wait, 
in arms the men of Sleate, 
u, renown'd where chiefs debate, 
' their souls by counsel sage, 
hem by thy locks of age." 
' my words in weight shall fail, 
ax>us sword shall turn thescale." 

XI. 

iheme," said Bruce, "contents 
511; 

'twere best that Isabel, 
with my bark and crew, 
riendly Erin drew, 
vard, too, shall with her wend, 
cheer her and defend, 
ir up each scatter'd friend" — 
'd it as Lord Ronald's ear 
ler counsel gladher hear ; 
hieved as soon as plann'd, 
s, in secret arm'd and mann'd. 
It the haven bore; \ 



On different voyage forth they ply, 
This for the coast of wingM Skye^ 

And that for Erin's shore. 
xn. 
With Bruce and Ronald bides the tale. — 
To favouring winds they gave the sail. 
Till Mull's dark headlands scarce they 

knew. 
And Ardnamurchan's hills were bine. 
But then the squalls blew close and hard* 
And, fain to strike the galley's jrard. 

And take them to the oar. 
With these rude seas, in weary plight, 
They strove the livelong day and night. 
Nor till the dawning h^ a sight 

Of Skye's romantic shore. 
Where Coolin stoops him to the west, 
They saw upon his shiver'd crest 

The sun's arising gleam ; 
But such the labour and delay, 
Ere they were moor'd in Scavigh bay 
(For calmer heaven compell'd to stay). 

He shot a western beam. 
Then Ronald said — " If true mine eye^ 
These are the savage wilds that he 
North of Strathnardill and Dunskye ;* 

No human foot comes here. 
And, since these adverse breezes blow, 
If my good Li^e love himter's bow, 
What hinders that on land we go, 

And strike a mountain-deer? 
Allan, my page, shall with us wend ; 
A bow full deftly can he bend. 
And, if we meet a herd, may send 

A shaft shall mend our cheer." 
Then each took bow and bolts in hand, 
Their row-boat launch'd and leapt to land. 

And left their skiff and train. 
Where a wild stream, with headlong shock, 
Came brawUng down its bed of rock. 

To mingle with the main. 

XIII. 
A while their route they silent made. 

As men who stalk for mountain-deer, 
Till the good Bruce to Ronald said — 

" St. Mary 1 what a scene is here 1 — 
I 've traversed many a mountain-strand. 
Abroad and in my native land. 
And it has been my lot to tread 
Where safety more than pleasure led ; 
Thus, many a waste I 've wander'd o'er, 
Clombe many a crag, cross'd many a 

But, by my halidome, [moor, 

A scene so rude, so wild as this, 
Yet so subUme in barrenness. 
Ne'er did my wandering footsteps press. 

Where'er I happ'd to roam." 

XIV. 

No marvel thus the Mon&iclv s<^ak<&\ 
For rarely hunvaTi e^e YiAi^V&nwxv 
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A scene so stem as that dread lake, 

With its dark ledge of barren stone. 
Seems that primeval earthquake's sway 
Hath rent a strange and shatter' d way 

Through the rude bosom of the hill, 
And that each naked precipice, 
Sable ravine, and dark abyss, 

Tells of the outrage stilL 
The wildest glen, but this, can show 
Some toudi of Nature's genial glow ; 
On high Benmore green mosses grow, 
And heath-bells bud in deep Glencroe, 

And copse on Cruchan-Ben ; 
But here, — above, around, below, 

On mountain or in glen. 
Nor tree, nor shrub, nor plant, nor flower, 
Nor aught of vegetative power, 

The weary eye may ken. 
For all is rocks at random thrown, 
Black waves, bare crags, and banks of 

As if were here denied, [stone. 

The summer sun, the spring's sweet dew. 
That clothe with many a varied hue 

The bleakest mountain-side. 

XV. 

And wilder, forward as they wound. 
Were the proud cliffs and mke profound. 
Huge terraces of granite black 
Afforded rude and cumber'd track ; 

For from the mountain hoar, 
Hurl'd headlong in some night of fear, 
When yell'd the wolf and fl^ the deer. 

Loose crags had toppled o'er ; [lay. 
And some, chance-poised and balanced, 
So that a stripling arm might sway 

A mass no host could raise, 
In Nature's rage at random thrown. 
Yet trembling like the Druid's stone 

On its precarious base. 
The evening mists, with ceaseless change. 
Now cloth^ the mountains' lofty range. 

Now left their foreheads bare, 
And round the skirts their mantle furl'd. 
Or on the sable waters curl'd. 
Or on the eddying breezes whirl'd, 

Dispersed in middle air. 
And oft, condensed, at once they lower. 
When, brief and fierce, the mountain 

Pours like a torrent down, [shower 
And when return the sun's glad beams, 
Whiten'd with foam a thousand streams 

Leap from the mountain's crown. 

XVI. 

•• This lake," said Bruce, •• whose barriers 
Are precipices sharp and sheer, [drear 
Yielding no track for goat or deer. 
Save the black shelves we tread. 
How term you its dark waves ? and how 
northern mountain's pathless brow, 
ponder peak of dread, 
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That to the evening sun uplifts 
The grisly gulfs and slaty rifts. 
Which seam its shiver'd head?" 
" Coriskin call the dark lake's name, 
Coolin the ridge, as bards proclaim. 
From old Cuchullin, chief of fame. 
But bards, famihar in our ides 
Rather with Natiure's frowns than smil 
Full oft their careless humours please 
By sportive names from scenes hke the 
I would old Torquil were to show 
His maidens with their breasts of sno\t 
Or that my noble Liege were nigh 
To hear his Nurse sing lullaby ! [whi 
(The Maids— tall clifik with breakf 
The Nurse — ^a torrent's roaring might,^ 
Or that your eye could see the mo^ 
Of Corryvrekin's whirlpool rude. 
When dons the hag her whiten'd hood- 
'Tis thus our islesmen's £suicy frames. 
For scenes so stem, fantastic names." 

XVII. 
Answer'd the Bmce, "And musing min 
Might here a graver moral find. 
These mighty cliffs, that heave on high 
Their naked brows to middle sky, 
Indififerent to the sun or snow, [blov 
Where nought can fade, and nought ca 
May they not mark a Monarch's fate,— 
Raised high 'mid storms of strife and statt 
Beyond life's lowlier pleasures placed, 
His soul a rock, his heart a waste? 
O'er hope and love and fear aloft 
High rears his crowned head — But soft 
Look, undemeath yon jutting crag 
Are hunters and a slaughter'! stag. 
Who may they be ? But late you said 
No steps these desert regions tread."— 

xvni. 
" So said I — ^and believed in sooth," 
Ronald replied, " I spoke the truth. 
Yet now I spy, by yonder stone. 
Five men — they mark us, and come on ; 
And by their badge on bonnet borne, 
I guess them of the land of Lorn, 
Foes to my Liege."—" So let it be; 
I 've faced worse odds than five to three- 
— But the poor page can little aid ; 
Then be our battle thus array' d. 
If our free passage they contest ; 
Cope thou with two, I '11 match therest."- 
" Not so, my Liege — ^for, by my life, 
This sword shall meet the treble striife; 
My strength, my skill in arms, more smaH 
And less the loss should Ronald fall, 
But islesmen soon to soldiers grow, 
Allan has sword as well as bow, 
And were my Monarch's orders given, 
Two shafts should make our number 
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"No I not to save my life I" he said ; 
" Enough of blood rests on my head, 
Too ra^y spiU'd — we soon shall know 
Whether they come as friend or foe." 

XIX. 

lU came the strangers, and more n igh ; — 
Stul less they pleased the Monarch's eye. 
Men were they all of evil mien, 
Down-look'd, unwilling to be seen ; 
They moved with half-resolv6d pace. 
And bent on earth each gloomy face. 
The foremost two were fair array" d, 
With brogue and bonnet, trews and plaid, 
And bore the arms of mountaineers, 
Daggers and broadswords, bows and 

spears, 
The three, that lagg'd small space behind, 
Seem'd serfs of more degraded kind ; 
Goat-skins or deer-hides o'er them cast. 
Made a rude fence against the blast ; 
Their arms and feet and heads were bare. 
Matted their beards, unshorn their hair ; 
For arms, the caitiffs bore in hand 
A dub, an axe, a rusty brand. 

XX. 

Onward, still mute, they kept the track ; — 
"TeU who ye be, or else stand back," 
&ud Bruce ; *' In deserts when they meet, 
Men pass not as in peaceful street." 
Still, at his stem command, they stood. 
And profl^d greeting brief and rude. 
Bat acted courtesy so ill. 
As seem'd of fear, and not of will. 
"Wanderers we are, as you may be ; 
Men hither driven by wind and sea, 
^0, if you list to taste our cheer. 
Will share with you this fallow deer." — 
" If from the sea, where lies your bark ? " — 
''Ten fathom deep in ocean dark ! 
Wreck'd yesternight : but we are men, 
who little sense of peril ken. 
The shades come down— the day is shut — 
Will you go with us to our hut ?" — 
"Our vessel waits us in the bay ; [day. " — 
Jtacs for your proffer — have good- 
" Was that your galley, then, which rode 
Not far from shore when evening 
glow'd?"— [pain. 

It was."— "Then spare your needless 
Jiere will she now be sought in vain. 
We saw her from the mountain-head, 
yhen, with Saint Georjge's blazon red, 
A southern vessel bore in sight, 
Andyoursraisedsail, and took toflight."— 

JNow, by the rood, unwelcome news 1 " 
pius with Lord Ronald communed Bruce; 
'Nor rests there light enough to show 
"this their tale be true or no. 



The men seem bred of churlish kind. 
Yet mellow nuts have hardest rind ; 
We will go with them — food and fire 
And sheltering roofs our wants require. 
Sure guard 'gainst treachery will we keep. 
And watch by turns our comrades' sleep. — 
Good fellows, thanks; your guests we '11 be. 
And well will pay the courtesy. 
Come, lead us where yoiu: lodging lies, — 
— Nay, soft I we mix not companies. — 
Show us the path o'er crag and stone, 
And we will follow you ; — lead on." 

XXII. 

They reach'd the dreaiy cabin, made 
Of sails against a rock display'd. 

And there, on entering, found 
A slender boy, whose form and mien 
111 suited with such savage scene, 
In cap and cloak of velvet green. 

Low seated on the ground. 
His garb was such as minstrels wear, 
Dark was his hue, and dark his hair. 
His youthful cheek was marr'd by care, 

His eyes in sorrow drown'd. 
"Whence this poor boy?"— As Ronald 

spoke. 
The voice his trance of anguish broke ; 
As if awaked from ghastly dream, 
He raised his head with start and scream. 

And wildly gazed around ; 
Then to the wall his face he tum'd. 
And his dark neck with blushes bum'd. 

XXIII. 

•• Whose is the boy?" again he said. — 
" By chance of war our captive made ; 
He may be yours, if you should hold 
That music has more charms than gold ; 
For, though from earliest childhood mute, 
The lad can deftly touch the lute. 
And on the rote and viol play, 
And well can drive the time away 

For those who love such glee ; 
For me, the favoiuing breeze, when loud 
It pipes upon the galley's shroud. 
Makes blither melody." — 
"Hath he, then, sense of spoken sound?" — 

" Ay ; so his mother bade us know, 
A crone in our late shipwreck drown'd. 

And hence the silly stripling's woe. 
More of the youth I cannot say. 
Our captive but since yesterday ; 
When wind and weather wax'd so grim. 
We little listed think of him. — 
But why waste time in idle words ? 
Sit to your cheer— unbelt your swords." 
Sudden the captive tum'd his head, 
And oife quick glance to Ronald sped. 
It was a keen and warning look^ 
And well the C\x\e^ \\v^ s\^fta\\Q«S^^ 
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XXIV. 

' ' Kind host, " he said, * ' our needs require 
A separate board and separate fire ; 
For know, that on a pilgrimage 
Wend I, my comrade, and this page. 
And, sworn to vigil and to fast, 
Long as this hallow'd task shall last, 
We never doff the plaid or sword. 
Or feast us at a stranger's board ; 
And never share one common sleep, 
But one must still his vigil keep. 
Thus, for our separate use, good friend, 
We'll hold this hut's remoter end." — 
"A churlish vow," the elder said, 
"And hard, methinks, to be obey'd. 
How say you, if, to wreak the scorn 
That pays our kindness harsh return. 
We should refuse to share our meal?" 
* ' Then say we, that our swords are steel I 
And our vow binds us not to fast, 
Where gold or force may buy repast." — 
Their host's dark brow grew keen and fell. 
His teeth are clench' d, his features swell ; 
Yet sunk the felon's moody ire 
Before Lord Ronald's glance of fire, 
Nor could his craven courage brook 
The Monarch's calm and dauntless look. 
With laugh constrain'd, — ' * Let every man 
Follow the fashion of his clan I 
Each to his separate quarters keep, 
And feed or fast, or wake or sleep." 

XXV. 

Their fire at separate distance bums. 
By turns they eat, keep guard by turns ; 
For evil seem'd that old man's eye. 
Dark and designing, fierce yet shy. 
Still he avoided forward look. 
But slow and circumspectly took 
A circling, never-ceasing glance, 
By doubt and cunning mark'd at once, 
Which shot a mischief-boding ray. 
From under eyebrows shagg'd and grey. 
The younger, too, who seem'd his son. 
Had that dark look the timid shun ; 
The half-clad serfs behind them sate, 
And scowl'd a glare 'twixt fear and hate — 
Till all, as darkness onward crept. 
Couch' d down, and seem'd to sleep or slept. 
Nor he, that boy, whose powerless tongue 
Must trust his eyes to wail his wrong, 
A longer watch of sorrow made. 
But stretch'd his limbs to slumber laid. 

XXVI. 

Not in this dangerous host confides 
The King, but wary watch provides. 
Ronald keeps ward till midnight past. 
Then wakes the King, young Allan last ; 
Thus rank'd, to give the youthful page 
The rest required by tender age. 



(What is Lord Ronald's wakeful thought, 
To chase the languor toil had brought ?— 
For deem not that be deign'd to throw 
Much care upon such coward foe). — 
He thinks of lovely Isabel, 
When at her foeman's feet she fell. 
Nor less when, placed in princely selle. 
She glanced on him with favouring eyes. 
At Woodstocke when he won the prize. 
Nor, fair in joy, in sorrow fair. 
In pride of place as 'mid despair. 
Must she alone engross his care. 
His thoughts to his betrothed bride. 
To Edith, tum^O how decide. 
When here his love and heart are given. 
And there his faith stands plight to Heaven 
No drowsy ward 'tis his to keep. 
For seldom lovers long for sleep. 
Till sung his midnight hymn the owl. 
Answer' d the dog-fox with his howl. 
Then waked the King — at his request. 
Lord Ronald stretch'd himself to rest 

XXVII. 
What spell was good King Robert's, say, 
To drive the weary night away? 
His was the patriot's biurning thought, 
Of Freedom's battle bravely fought. 
Of castles storm' d, of cities freed. 
Of deep design and daring deed. 
Of England's roses reft and torn. 
And Scotland's cross in triumph worn, 
Of rout and rally, war and truce, — 
As heroes think, so thought the Bruce. 
No marvel, 'mid such musings high, 
Sleep shunn'd the Monarch's thoughtfiil 

eye. 
Now over Coolin's eastern head 
The greyish Ught begins to spread, 
The otter to his cavern drew. 
And clamour'd shrill the wakening mew; 
Then watch'd the page — to needful rest 
The King resign' d his anxious breast. 

XXVIII. 

To Allan's eyes was harder task 
The weary watch their safeties ask. 
He trimm'd the fire, and gave to shine 
With bickering Ught the splinter'd pine; 
Then gazed awhile, where silent laid 
Their hosts were shrouded by the plaid 
But little fear waked in his mind. 
For he was bred of martial kind. 
And, if to manhood he arrive, 
May match the boldest knight alive. 
Then thought he of his mother's tower, 
His little sisters' greenwood bower, 
How there the Easter-gambols pass, 
And of Dan Joseph's lengthen'd mass. 
But still before his weary eye 
\lii i2c^s ^toVoxv^'d the blazes die^ 
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Again he roused him— on the lake 

Look'd forth, where now the twilight-flake 

Of pale cold dawn began to wake. 

On Coolin's cli£Es the mist lay furl'd, 

The morning breeze the lake had curl'd, 

The short dark waves, heaved to the land, 

^iiTith ceaseless splash kiss'd cliff or sand ; — 

It was a slumberous sound — he tum'd 

To tales at which his youth had bum'd, 

Of pilgrim's path by demon cross' d. 

Of sprightly elf or yelling ghost. 

Of the wild witch's bane^ cot, 

And mermaid's alabaster grot. 

Who bathes her limbs in sunless well, 

Deep in Stratbeurd's enchanted cell.* 

Thither in fancy rapt he flies. 

And on his sight the vaults arise ; 

That hut's dark walls he sees no more, 

His foot is on the marble floor. 

And o'er his head the dazzling spars 

Gleam like a firmament of stars 1 

—Hark I hears he not the sea-nymph 

speak 
Her anger in that thrilling shriek 1 — 
Not all too late, with Allan's dream 
Mmgled the captive's warning scream. 
As from the groimd he strives to start, 
A roffian's dagger finds his heart, 
Upward he casts his dizzy eyes, . . . 
Mormurs his master's name, . . . and dies. 

XXIX. 

Not so awoke the King ! his hand 
Snatch'd fiom the flame a knotted brand, 
The nearest weapon of his wrath ; 
With this he cross'd the murderer's path, 

And venged young Allan well I 
J^espatter'd brain and bubbling blood 
Hiss'd on the half-extinguish'd wood. 

The miscreant gasp'd and fell I 
Nor rose in peace the Island Lord ; 
One caitiff died upon his sword. 
And one beneath his grasp lies prone, 
jD mortal grapple overthrown. 
Jjt while Lord Ronald's dagger drank 
^e life-bbod from his panting flank, 
JJe Father-ruflSan of the band 
^hind him rears a coward hand I 

—0, for a moment's aid, 
Jjjl Bruce, who deals no double blow, 
"ash to the earth another foe, 

Above his comrade laid ! — 
And it is gain'd — the captive sprung 
On the ralised arm, and closely clung. 

And, ere he shook him loose, 
The master'd felon press' d the ground. 
And gasp'd beneath the mortal wound. 

While o'er him stands the Bruce. 

'Miscreant t while lasts thy flitting spark, 
Give me to know the purpose dark, 



That arm'd thy hand with murderous knife. 
Against ofienceless stranger's life?" — 
" No stranger thou I ^ with accent fell, 
Murmur'd the wretch ; *' I know thee well ; 
And know thee for the foeman sworn 
Of my high Chief, the mighty Lorn." — 
" Sp^ik yet again, and speak the truth 
For thy soul's sake I — ^from whence this 

youth ? 
His country, birth, and name declare. 
And thus one evil deed repair." 
— "Vex me no more! . . . my blood 

runs cold . . . 
No more I know than I have told. 
We found him in a bark we sought 
With different purpose .... and I 

thought" . . . 
Fate cut him short ; in blood and broil, 
As he had lived, died Corraac Doil. 

XXXI. 

Then resting on his bloody blade. 
The valiant Bruce to Ronald said, 
** Now shame upon us both ! — that boy 

Lifts his mute face to heaven. 
And clasps his hands, to testify 
His gratitude to God on high, 

For Strang^ deliverance given. 
His speechless gesture thanks hath paid. 
Which our free tongues have left unsaid ! " 
He raised the youth with kindly word, 
But mark'd him shudder at the sword : 
He cleansed it from its hue of death. 
And plunged the weapon in its sheath, 
' ' Alas, poor child I unfitting part 
Fate doom'd, when with so soft a heart. 

And form so slight as thine, 
She made thee first a pirate's slave. 
Then, in his stead, a patron gave 

Of wayward lot like mine ; 
A landless prince, whose wandering life 
Is but one scene of blood and strife — 
Yet scant of friends the Briice shall be, 
But he'll find resting-place for thee. — 
Come, noble Ronald ! o'er the dead 
Enough thy generous grief is paid. 
And well has Allan's fate been wroke ; 
Come, wend we hence— the day has broke. 
Seek we our bark — I trust the tale 
Was false, that she had hoisted sail. 

XXXII. 

Yet, ere they left that chamel-cell. 
The Island Lord bade sad farewell 
To Allan:— "Who shall tell this tale," 
He said, "in halls of Donagaile I 
Oh, who his widow'd mother teH, 
That, ere his bloom, her fairest fell !— 
Rest thee, poor youth I and trust my care 
For mass and knell and funeral prayer ; 
While o'er those caitiffs, vrhei^ \.Vv<e^ \\a» 
The wolf shaW stvatV, \Vve i^iNetv crj\" 
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And now the eastern mountain's head 
On the dark lake thcew lustre red ; 
Bright gleams of gold and purple streak 
Ravine and precipice and ipeak — 
(So earthly power at distance shows ; 
Reveals his splendour, hides his woes). 
O'er sheets of granite, dark and broad, 
Rent and unequal, lay the road. 
In sad discourse the warriors wind, 
And the mute captive moves behind. 

CANTO FOURTH. 

I. 
Stranger t if e'er thine ardent step 

hath traced 
The northern realms of ancient Caledon, 
Where the proud Queen of Wilderness 

hath placed. 
By lake and cataract, her lonely throne; 
Sublime but sad delight thy soul hath 

known, [high, 

Gazing on pathless glen and mountain 
Listing where from the clififs the torrents 

thrown 
Mingle their echoes with the eagle's cry, 
And with the sounding lake, and with the 

moaning sky. 

Yes ! 'twas sublime, but sad. — The lone- 
liness [eye ; 
Loaded thy heart, the desert tired thine 
And strange and awful fears began to 

press 
Thy bosom with a stem solemnity. 
Then hast thou wish'd some woodman's 
cottage nigh, [low and mean ; 

Something that show'd of life, though 
Glad sight, its curhng wreath of smoke 
to spy, [have been. 

Glad sound, its cock's blithe carol would 
Or children whooping wild beneath the 
willows green. 

Such are the scenes, where savage gran- 
deur wakes 
An awful thrill that softens into sighs ; 
Such feelings rouse them by dim Ran- 
noch's lakes, [rise ; 

In dark Glencoe such gloomy raptures 
Or farther, where, beneath the northern 
skies, [hoar- 

Chides wild Loch-Eribol his caverns 
But, be the minstrel judge, they yield 

the prize 
Of desert dignity to that dread shore. 
That sees grim Coolin rise, and hears 
Coriskin roar. 
II. 
Through such wild scenes the champion 
When hold halloo and bugle-blast [pass'd, 
Upon the breeze came loud and fast. 



• • There, " said the Bruce, • ' rung Edward's 

horn! 
What can have caused such brief return! 
And see, brave Ronald, — see him dart 
O'er stock and stone like bunted hart. 
Precipitate, as is the use, 
In war or sport, of Edward Bruce. 
— He marks us, and his eager cry 
Will tell his news ere he be nigh." 

III. 
Loud Edward shouts, ••What make yi 
Warring upon the mountain deer, [here, 

When Scotland wants her king? 
A bark from Lennox cross'd our track. 
With her in speed I hurried back. 

These joyfid news to bring — 
The Stuart stirs in Teviotdaie, 
And Douglas wakes his native vale ; 
Thy storm-toss'd fleet hath won its way 
With little loss to Brodick-Bay, 
And Lennox, with a gallant band. 
Waits but thy coming and command 
To waft them o'er to Carridc strand. 
There are blithe news I — but maxk the 
Edward, the deadliest of our foes, [dose! 
As with his host he northward pass d. 
Hath on the Borders breathed his last." 

IV. 

Still stood the Bruce — ^his steady cheek 
Was little wont his joy to speak, 

But then his colour rose: 
•• Now, Scotland I shortly shalt thou see 
With God's high will, thy children free, 

And vengeance on thy foes 1 
Yet to no sense of selfish wrongs, 
Bear witness with me. Heaven, belongs 

My joy o'er Edward's bier ; * 
I took my knighthood at his hand, 
And lordship held of him, and land. 

And well may vouch it here, 
That, blot the story from his page, 
Of Scotland niin'd in his rage, 
You read a monarch brave and sage. 

And to his people dear." — 
' ' Let London's buighers mourn her Lord* 
And Croydon monks his praise record," 

The eager Edward said; 
" Eternal as his own, my hate 
Surmounts the bounds of mortal fate. 

And dies not with the dead ! 
Such hate was his on Solway^s strand. 
When vengeance clench'd his palsied hand» 
That pointed yet to Scotland's land. 

As his last accents pray'd 
Disgrace and curse upon his heir, 
If he one Scottish head should spare, 
Till stretch'd upon the bloody lair 

Each rebel corpse was laid I 
.Such hate was his, when his last breath, 
\ Reiuowxv^eA \\\t '^«^<c^M house of death, 
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And bade his bones to Scotland's coast 

Be borne by his remorseless host, 

As if his dead and stony eye 

Could still enjoy her misery I 

Such hate was his— dark, deadly, long I 

Mine,— as enduring, deep, and strong 1 " — 

V. 

"Let women, Edward, war with words, 
With curses monks, but men with swords : 
Nor doubt of Uving foes, to sate 
Deepest revenge and deadliest hate. 
Now to the sea 1 Behold the beach, 
And see the galleys' pendants stretch 
Their fluttermg length down favouring 

galel 
Aboa^ aboard ! and hoist the sail. 
Hold we our way for Arran first. 
Where meet in arms our friends dispersed ; 
Lennox the loy^, De la Haye, 
And Boyd the bold in battle fray. 
I long the hardy band to head, 
And see once more my standard spread. — 
Does noble Ronald share our course. 
Or stay to raise his island force ?" — 
"Come weal, come woe, by Bruce'sside," 
Replied the Chief, •'will Ronald bide. 
And since two galleys yonder ride. 
Be mine, so please my liege, dismiss'd 
To wake to arms the clans of Uist, 
And all who hear the Minche's roar, 
On the Long Island's lonely shore. 
The nearer Isles, with slight delay. 
Ourselves may summon in our way ; 
And soon on Arran's shore shall meet. 
With Torquil's aid, a gallant fleet, 
u aught avails their Chieftain's best 
Among the islesmen of the west." 

VI. 

Thus was their venturous council said. 
But, ere their sails the galleys spread, 
^oriskin dark and Coolin high 
Echoed the dirge's doleful cry. 
Along that sable lake pass'd slow, — 
*Jt scene for such a sight of woe, — 
The sorrowing islesmen, as they bore 
The murder'd Allan to the shore. 
At every pause, with dismal shout, 
Their coronach of grief rung out, 
^d ever, when they moved again, 
The pipes resumed their clamorous strain, 
And, with the pibroch's shrilling wail, 
Moum'd the young heir of Donagaile. 
Round and around, from cliff and cave, 
His answer stem old Coolin gave, 
Till high upon his misty side 
Jl^nguish'd the mournful notes, and died. 
Jor never sounds, by mortal made, 
Attain'd his high and haggard head, 
JJat echoes but the tempest's moan, 
Or the deep thunder's rending groan. 



VII. 

Merrily, merrily bounds the bark, 

She bounds before the gale. 
The mountain breeze from Ben-na-darch 

Is joyous in her sail I 
With fluttering sound like laughter hoarse, 

The cords and canvas strain. 
The waves, divided by her force. 
In rippling eddies chased her course. 

As if they laugh'd again. 
Not down the breeze more blithely flew. 
Skimming the wave, the light sea-mew. 

Than the gay galley bore 
Her course upon that favouring wind. 
And Coolin's crest has sunk behind, 

And Slapin's cavern'd shore. 
'Twas then that warlike signals wake 
Dunscaith's dark towers and Eisord's lake, 
And soon, from Cavilgarrigh's head. 
Thick wreaths of eddying smoke were 

spread ; 
A summons these of war and wrath 
To the brave clans of Sleat and Strath, 

And, ready at the sight, 
Elach warrior to his weapons sprung. 
And targe upon his shoulder flung. 

Impatient for the fight. 
Mac-Kinnon's chief, in warfare grey. 
Had charge to muster their array. 
And guide their barks to Brodick-Bay. 

VIII. 

Signal of Ronald's high command, 
A beacon gleam' d o'er sea and land. 
From Canna's tower, that, steep and grey. 
Like falcon-nest o'erhangs the bay. 
Seek not the giddy crag to climb, 
To view the turret scathed by time, 
It is a task of doubt and fear 
To aught but goat or mountain-deer. 
But rest thee on the silver beach. 
And let the ag^d herdsman teach 

His tale of former day ; 
His cur's wild clamour he shall chide. 
And for thy seat by ocean's side. 

His varied plaid display ; 
Then tell, how with their Chieftain came, 
In ancient times, a foreign dame 
To yonder turret grey. 
Stem was her Lord's suspicious mind, 
Who in so mde a jail confined 

So soft and fair a thrall ! 
And oft, when moon on ocean slept. 
That lovely lady sate and wept 

Upon the castle-wall, 
And turn'd her eye to southem climes. 
And thought perchance of happier times, 
And touch'd her lute by fits, and sung 
Wild ditties in her native tongue. 
And still, wVien on Wi^ cX\^ axv^Xi^, 
Placid and paXe \Yi^ tnooBtoeaxas ^^ , 
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And every breeze is mute, 
Upon the lone Hebridean's ear 
Steals a strange pleasure mix'd with fear, 
While from that cllfif he seems to hear 

The mm-mm- of a lute, 
And sounds, as of a captive lone, 
That mourns her woes in tongue un- 
known. — 
Strange is the tale — but all too long 
Already hath it staid the song — 

Yet who may pass them by, 
That crag and tower in ruins grey, 
Nor to their hapless tenant pay 

The tribute of a sigh 1 

IX. 

Merrily, merrily bounds the bark 

O'er the broad ocean driven. 
Her path by Ronin's mountains dark 

The steersman's hand hath given. 
And Ronin's mountains dark have sent 

Their hunters to the shore,* 
And each his ashen bow unbent, 

And gave his pastime o'er. 
And at the Island Lord's command. 
For hunting spear took warrior's brand. 
On Scooreigg next a warning light 
Summon'd her warriors to the fight ; 
A numerous race, ere stem MacLeod 
O'er their bleak shores in vengeance 

strode,* 
When all in vain the ocean-cave 
Its refuge to his victims gave. 
The Chief, relentless in his wrath. 
With blazing heath blockades the path ; 
In dense and stifling volumes roll'd, 
The vapour fiU'd the cavem'd hold 1 
The warrior-threat, the infant's plain, 
The mother's screams, were heard in vain I 
The vengeful Chief maintains his fires. 
Till in the vault a tribe expires 1 [gloom, 
The bones which strew that cavern's 
Too well attest their dismal doom. 

X. 
Merrily, merrily goes the bark 

On a breeze from the northward free. 
So shoots through the morning sky the lark. 

Or the swan through the summer sea. 
The shores of Mull on the eastward lay, 
And Ulva dark and Colonsay, 
And all the group of islets gay 

That guard famed Staffa round. 
Then all unknownr its columns rose. 
Where dark and undisturb'd repose 

The cormorant had found. 
And the shy seal had quiet home. 
And welter'd in that wondrous dome, 
Where, as to shame the temples dedc'd 
By skill of earthly architect, 
Nature herself, it seem'd would raise 
A Minster to her Maker^s praise \ 



Not for a meaner use ascend 
Her columns, or her arches bend; 
Nor of a theme less solemn tells 
That mighty surge that ebbs and swells, 
And still, between each awiiil pause. 
From the high vault an answer draws, 
In varied tone prolong'd and high, 
That mocks the organ's melody. 
Nor doth its entrance front in vain 
To old lona's holy fane, 
That Nature's voice might seem to say, 
"Well hast thou done, IraU Child of clay! 
Thy humble powers that stately shrine 
Task'd high and hard — but witness 
minel" 

xr. 

Merrily, merrily goes the bark. 

Before the gale she bounds ; 
So darts the dolphin from the shark, 

Or the deer before the hounds. 
They left Loch-Tua on their lee, [Tiree, 
And they waken'd the men of the wild 

And the Chief of the sandy Coll ; 
They paused not at Columbia's isle. 
Though peal'd the bells from the holy pile 

With long and measured toll; 
No time for matin or for mass. 
And the sounds of the holy summons pass 

Away in the billows' roll. 
Lochbuie's fierce and warlike Lord 
Their signal saw, and grasp'd his sword, 
And verdant Islay call'd her host, 
And the clans of Jiura's rugged coast 

Lord Ronald's call obey, 
And Scarba's isle, whose tortured shore 
Still rings to Corrievreken's roar. 

And lonely Colonsay ; 
— Scenes sung by him who sings no more !* 
His bright and brief career is o'er, 
And mute his tuneful strains ; 
Quench' d is his lamp of varied lore. 
That lov'd the light of song to pour ; 
A distant and a deadly shore 

Has Leyden's cold remains 1 

xn. 
Ever the breose blows merrily, 
But the galley ploughs no more the sea. 
Lest, rounding wild Cantyre, they meet 
The southern foemen's watchful fleet. 

They held unwonted way ; — 
Up Tarbat's western lake they bore. 
Then dragg'd their bark the isthmus o'er,* 
As far as Kilmaconnel's shore. 

Upon the eastern bay. 
It was a wondrous sight to see 
Topmast and pennon glitter free, 
High raised above the greenwood tree^ 
^ oii diY ^tid the galley moves, 
B^ c^^aji<\co^«b«Sk^vt^s^as&^gECiives. 
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Deep import from that selcouth sign. 
Did many a mountain Seer divine, 
For ancient l^ends told the Gael, 
That when a royal bark should sail 

O'er Kilmaconnel moss, 
Old Albyn should in fight prevail, 
And every foe should ^nt and quail 

Before her silver Cross. 

XIII. 
Now launch'd once more, the inland sea 
They furrow with fair augury, 

And steer for Arran's isle ; 
The sun, ere yet he sunk behind 
Ben-Gboil. • ' the Mountain of the Wind, " 
Gave his grim peaks a greeting kind, 

And ba^e Loch Ranza smile.* 
Thither their destined course they drew ,* 
Itseem'd the isle her monarch knew, 
So brilliant was the landward view, 

The ocean so serene ; 
E(u^ puny wave in diamonds roll'd 
O'er the calm deep, where hues of gold 

With azure strove and green. 
The hill, the vale, the tree, the tower, 
Glow'd with the tints of evening's hour, 

The beach was silver sheen, 
The wind breathed soft as lover's sigh, 
And, oft renew'd, seem'd oft to die, 

With breathless pause between. 
who, with speech of war and woes. 
Would wish to break the soft repose 

Of such enchanting scene I 

XIV. 
Is it of war Lord Ronald speaks? 
The blush that dyes his manly cheeks. 
The timid look and downcast eye, 
And fsdtoring voice the theme deny. 
And good King Robert's brow ex- 

press'd. 
He ponder'd o'er some high request. 

As doubtful to approve ; 
Vet in his eye and lip the while, 
I^elt the half-pitying glance and smile. 
Which manhood's graver mood beguile. 
When lovers talk of love. 
Aiudous his suit Lord Ronald pled ; 
"""And for my bride betrothed," he 

said, 
"My Uege has heard the rumour spread. 
Of Edith from Artomish fled. 
Too hard her fate — I claim no right 
To blame her for her hasty flight ; 
«e joy and happiness her lot I — 
But she hath fled the bridal knot. 
And Lorn recall'd his promised plight. 
In the assembled chieftains' sight. — 
When, to fulfil our fathers' band, 
I proffer'd 2^ I could— my hand — 
I was repujised with acorn ; 



Mine honour I should ill assert, 
And worse the feelings of my heart. 
If I should play a suitor's part 
Again, to pleasure Lorn." 

XV. 

"Young Lord," the royal Bruce replied, 
"That question must the Church decide ; 
Yet seems it hard, since rumours state 
Edith takes Clifford for her mate. 
The very tie, which she hath broke, 
To thee should still be binding yoke. 
But, for my sister Isabel — 
The mood of woman who can tell? 
I guess the Champion of the Rock, 
Victorious in the tourney shock. 
That knight unknown, to whom the prize 
She dealt, — had favour in her eyes ; 
But since our brother Nigel's fkte, 
Our ruin'd house and hapless state. 
From worldly joy and hope estranged. 
Much is the hapless mourner changed. 
Perchance," here smiled the noble King, 
"This tale may other musings bring. 
Soon shall we know — ^yon mountains hide 
The little convent of Saint Bride ; 
There, sent by Edward, she must stay. 
Till fate shall give more prosperous day ; 
And thither will I bear thy suit, 
Nor vail thine advocate be mute." 

XVI. 
As thus they talk'd in earnest mood. 
That speechless boy beside them stood. 
He stoop'd his head against the mast, 
And bitter sobs came thick and fast, 
A grief that would not be repress'd, 
But seem'd to burst his youthful breast. 
His hands, against his forehead held. 
As if by force his tears repell'd. 
But through his fingers, long and slight, 
Fast trill' d the drops of crystal bright. 
Edward, who walk'd the deck apart. 
First spied this conflict of the heart. 
Thoughtless as brave, with bluntness kind 
He sought to cheer the sorrower's mind ; 
By force the slender hand he drew [dew. 
From those poor eyes that stream'd with 
As in his hold the stripling strove 
('Twas a rough grasp, though meant in 
Away his tears the warrior swept, [love), 
And bade shame on him that he wept. 
" I would to Heaven, thy helpless tongue 
Could tell me who hath wrought thee 

wrong! 
For, were he of our crew the best, 
The insult went not unredress'd. 
Come, cheer thee ; thou art now of age 
To be a warrior's gallant page ; 
Thou shall Y)e nnxie \ — a -^^Nite^ laax 
O'er hill and ho\l ray "Vioy ??t\«3X\jeax» 
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To hold my bow in hunting grove, 
Or speed on errand to my love ; 
For well I wot thou wilt not tell 
The temple where my wishes dwelL" 

XVII. 
Bruce interposed, — ' ' Gay Edward, no. 
This is no youth to hold thy bow, 
To fill thy goblet, or to bear 
Thy message light to lighter fair. 
Thou art a patron all too wild 
And thoughtless, for this orphan child. 
See'st thou not how apart he steals, 
Keeps lonely couch, and lonely meals ? 
Fitter by far in yon calm cell 
To tend our sister Isabel, 
With Father Augustine to share 
The peaceful change of convent prayer. 
Than wander wild adventures through, 
With such a reckless guide as you." — 
•'Thanks, brother!" Edward answer'd 

gay, 

•• For the high laud thy words convey ! 
But we may learn some future day, 
If thou or 1 can this poor boy 
Protect the best, or best employ. 
Meanwhile, our vessel nears the strand ; 
Launch we the boat, and seek the land." 

XVIII. 

To land King Robert hghtly sprung. 
And thrice aloud his bugle rung 
With note prolongd and varied strain, 
Till bold Ben-Ghoil replied again. 
Good Douglas then, and De la Haye, 
Had in a glen a hart at bay. 
And Lennox cheer' d the laggard hounds. 
When waked that horn the greenwood 

bounds. 
•* It is the foe i" cried Boyd, who came 
In breathless haste with eye of flame, — 
•* It is the foe 1 — Each^vallant lord 
Fling by his bow, and grasp his sword ! " — 
" Not so," replied the good Lord James, 
• ' That blast no Enghsh bugle claims. 
Oft have I heard it fire the fight. 
Cheer the pursuit or stop the flight. 
Dead were my heart, and deaf mine ear. 
If Bruce shotild call, nor Douglas hear ! 
Each to Loch Ranza's margin spring ; 
That blast was winded by the King I" * 

XIX. 
Fast to their mates, the tidings spread. 
And fast to the shore the warriors sped. 
Bursting from glen and greenwood tree, 
High waked their loyal jubilee ! 
Around the royal Bruce they crowd, 
And clasp' d his hands, and wept aloud. 
Veterans of early fields were there. 
Whose helmets press'd their hoary hair. 
Whose swords and axes bore a staiiv 
From U£e-blooii of the red-hair d Dane*, 



And boys, whose hands scarce brook'd to 
The heavy sword or bossy shield, [wield 
Men too were there, that bore the scars 
Impress'd in Albyn's woeful wars. 
At Falkirk's fierce and fatal fight, [flight; 
Teyndrum's dread rout, and Methven's 
The might of Douglas there was seen, 
There Lennox with his graceful mien ; 
Kirkpatrick, Closebum's dreaded Knight ; 
The Lindsay, fiery, fierce, and light ; 
He Heir of murder'd De la Haye, 
And Boyd the grave, and Seton gay. 
Around their King regain'd they press'id, 
Wept, shouted, cl^p'dhim to their breast, 
And young and old, and serf and lord. 
And he who ne'er unsheathed a sword, 
And he in many a peril tried, 
AUke resolved the brunt to bide. 
And Uve or die by Bruce's side 1 

XX. 

Oh, War I thou hast thy fierce delight, 
Thy gleams of joy, intensely bright I 
Such gleams, as from thy polish'd shield 
Fly{dazzling o'er the battle-field I 
Such transports wake, severe and high, 
Amid the pealing conquest-cry ; 
Scarce less, when, after battle lost. 
Muster the remnants of a host. 
And as each comrade's name they tell, 
Who in the well-fought conflict fell. 
Knitting stem brow o'er flashing eye. 
Vow to avenge them or to die ! — 
Warriors ! — and where are warriors found, 
If not on martial Britain's ground? 
And who, when waked with note of fire, 
Love more than they the British lyre ?— 
Know ye not, — hearts to honour dear! 
That joy, deep-thrilling, stem, severe. 
At which the heartstrings vibrate high, 
And wake the fountains of the eye? 
And blame ye, then, the Bruce, if trace 
Of tear is on his manly face. 
When, scanty relics of the train 
That hail'd at Scone his early reign. 
This patriot band around him hung. 
And to his knees and bosom clung?— 
Blame ye the Bmce? — His brother blamed, 
But shared the weakness, while ashamed, 
With haughty laugh his head he tum'd, 
And dash'd away the tear he scom'd.* 

XXI. 

'Tis moming, and the Convent bell 
Long time had ceased its matin knell, 

Within thy walls. Saint Bride 1 
An agM Sister sought the cell 
Assign' d to Lady Isabel, 

And hurriedly she cried, 
r • Haste, gentle Lady, haste I— there waits 
\ K Tio>c^a ^Vtssi^^x ^ \3aa ^ates ; 
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ride's poor vot'ress ne'er has seen 

ht of such a princely mien ; 

ind, as he bade me tell, 

the Lady Isabel." 

Doess rose, — ^for on her knee 

at she told her rosary, — 

im by thee his purpose teach ; 

lot give a stranger speech." — 

Bride forfend, thou Royal Maid I " 

rtress cross'd herself, and said ; — 

be Prioress might I 

his wll, his suit deny." — 

arthly show, then, simple fool, 

>'cr a sister of thy rule ? 

: tihou, like the worldly train, 

d by splendours light and vain?" — 

XXII. 

.ady I in old eyes like mine, 

lave no glitter, gems no shine ; 

ice his rank attendants vain, 

xthlul page is all his train. 

\ form, the eye, the word, 

uing of that stranger Lord ; 

ture, manly, bold, and tall, 

ce a castle's battled wall, 

aided in such just degrees, 

Qt-strength seems lightsome ease. 

s the tendrils of the vine, 

ks upon his forehead twine, 

ik, save where some touch of grey 

en the youthful hue away. 

nr and war their rougher trace 

ift on that majestic face ; — 

his dignity of eye I 

if a suppliant, would I fly, 

'mid danger, wrongs, and grief, 

pathy, redress, relief— 

ance, if guilty, would I dread 

than the doom that spoke me 

Id!"— 

gh, enough," the Princess cried, 

Scotland's hope, her joy, her pride 1 

mer front was ne'er assign'd 

astery o'er the common mind — 

'd thy high designs to aid, 

ong, O Heaven! how long de- 

•dl— 

Mona, haste, to introduce 

ling brother, royal Bruce I " 

XXIII. 

let like friends who part in pain, 
Bet in doubtful hope again, 
en subdued that fitful swell, 
uce surveyed the humble cell ; — 
this is thine, poor Isabel 1 — 
allet-couch, and naked wall, 
>m of state, and bed of pall ; 
}tly robes and jewels rare, 
g of beads and zone of hair ; 



And for the trumpet's sprightly call 
To sport or banquet, grove or hall. 
The bell's grim voice divides thy care, 
'Twixt hours of penitence and prayer !— 
O ill for thee, my royal claim 
From the First David's sainted name ! 

woe for thee, that while he sought 
His right, thy brother feebly fought I " — 

XXIV. 

"Now lay these vain regrets aside. 
And be the unshaken Bruce I " she cried. 
' ' For more I glory to have shared 
The woes thy venturous spirit dared. 
When raising first thy valiant band 
In rescue of thy native land, 
Than had fair Fortune set me down 
The partner of an empire's crown. 
And grieve not that on Pleasure's stream 
No more I drive in giddy dream. 
For Heaven the erring pilot knew, 
And from the gulf the vessel drew. 
Tried me with judgments stern and great. 
My house's ruin, thy defeat. 
Poor Nigel's death — ^till, tamed, I own. 
My hopes are fix'd on Heaven alone ; 
Nor e'er shall earthly prospects win 
My heart to this vain world of sin." — 

XXV. 

" Nay, Isabel, for such stem choice, 
First wilt thou wait thy brother's voice ; 
Then ponder if in convent scene 
No softer thoughts might intervene — 
Say they were of that unknown Knight, 
Victor in Woodstock's tourney-fight — 
Nay, if his name such blush vou owe. 
Victorious o'er a fairer foe I ' 
Truly his penetrating eye 
Hath caught that blush's passing dye, — 
Like the kist beam of evening thrown 
On a white cloud, — just seen and gone. 
Soon with calm cheek and steady eye, 
The Princess made composed reply : — 
'• I guess my brother's meaning well ; 
For not so silent is the cell. 
But we have heard the islesmen all 
Arm in thy cause at Ronald's call. 
And mine eye proves that Knight unknown 
And the brave Island Lord are one. — 
Had then his suit been earlier made. 
In his own name, with thee to aid 
(But that his plighted faith forbade), 

1 know not . . . But thy page so near? — 
This is no tale for menial's ear." 

XXVI. 

Still stood that page, as far apart 
As the small cell would space afford ; 

With dizzy eye and bursting heart, 
He leant his weight on Bruce's sword, 

The monarch's mantle too he boi^. 

And drew the foVd Yiia NVseig^ o' et . 
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"Fear not for him — in murderous strife," 

Said Bruce, "his warning saved my life ; 

Full seldom parts he from my side, 

And in his silence I confide. 

Since he can tell no tale again. 

He is a boy of gentle strain. 

And I have purposed he shall dwell 

In Augustine the chaplain's cell. 

And wait on thee, my Isabel. — 

Mind not his tears ; I've seen them flow. 

As in the thaw dissolves the sdow. 

'Tis a kind youth, but fanciful. 

Unfit against the tide to pull. 

And those that with the Bruce would sail. 

Must learn to strive with stream andgale. — 

But forward, gentle Isabel — 

My answer for Lord Ronald tell." — 

XXVII. 

"This answer be to Ronald given — 
The heart he asks is fix'd on heaven. 
My love was like a summer flower. 
That wither' d in the wintry hour. 
Born but of vanity and pride. 
And with these sunny visions died. 
If further press his smt — then say. 
He should his plighted troth obey, 
Troth plighted both with ring and word. 
And sworn on crucifix and sword. — 
Oh, shame thee, Robert 1 I have seen 
Thou hast a woman's guardian been I 
Even in extremity's dread hour. 
When press'd on thee the Southern power, 
And safety, to all human sight. 
Was only found in rapid flight. 
Thou heard'st a wretched female plain 
In agony of travail-pain, 
And thou didst bid thy little band 
Upon the instant turn and stand. 
And dare the worst the foe might do, 
Rather than, like a knight untrue, 
Leave to pursuers merciless, 
A woman in her last distress.* 
And wilt thou now deny thine aid 
To an oppress'd and injured maid. 
Even plead for Ronald's perfidy, 
And press his fickle faith on me ? — 
So witness Heaven, as true I vow, 
Had I those earthly feelings now. 
Which could my former bosom move 
Ere taught to set its hopes above, 
I'd spurn each proffer he could bring. 
Till at my feet he laid the ring, 
The rin^ and spousal contract both, 
And Yair acquittal of his oath, 
By her who brooks his perjured scorn, 
The ill-requited Maid of Lorn I" 

xxvm. 
With, sudden impulse forward sprung 
^Hie psLgQt and on her nedn he hung; 



Then, recollected instantly, 
His head he stoop'd, and bent his knee, 
Kiss'd twice the hand of Isabel, 
Arose, and sudden left the celL — 
The Princess, loosen'd from his hold, 
Blush'd angry at his bearing bold ; 

But good King Robert cried, 
' ' Chafe not — by signs he speaks his mind, 
He heard the plan my care design' d. 

Nor could his transports hide. — 
But, sister, now bethink thee well : 
No easy choice the convent cell ; 
Trust, I shall play no tyrant part. 
Either to force thy hand or heart, 
Or suffier that Lord Ronald scorn. 
Or wrong for thee, the Maid of Lorn, 
3ut think, — not long the time has been, 
That thou wert wont to sigh unseen. 
And wouldst the ditties b^t approve 
That told some lay of hapless love. 
Now are thy wishes in thy power. 
And thou art bent on cloister bower! 
1 if our Edward knew the change. 
How would his busy satire range. 
With many a sarcasm varied still 
On woman's wish, and woman's wiUI"— 

XXIX. 

"Brother, I well believe," she said, 
• • Even so would Edward's part beplayU 
Kindly in heart, in word severe, 
A foe to thought, and grief, and fear, 
He holds his humour uncontroU'd ; 
But thou art of another mould. 
Say then to Ronald, as I say, 
Unless before my feet he lay 
The ring which bound the faith he swore, 
By Edith freely yielded o'er. 
He moves his suit to me no more. 
Nor do I promise, even if now 
He stood absolved of spousal vow. 
That I would change my purpose made, 
To shelter me in holy shade. — 
Brother, for little space, farewell ! 
To other duties warns the beU." — 

XXX. 

" Lost to the world," King Robert said, 
When he had left the royal maid, 
" Lost to the world by lot severe, 
O what a gem lies buried here, 
Nipp'd by misfortune's cruel frost. 
The buds of fair affection lost I — 
But what have I with love to do? 
Far sterner cares my lot pursue. 
— Pent in this isle we may not lie. 
Nor would it long our wants supply. 
Right opposite, the mainland towers 
Of my own Tumbeny court our powers— 
— Might not my father's beadsman hoar, 
^Cwllibefrt^ who dwells upon the shore. 
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Kindle a signal-flame, to show 
The time propitious for the blow? 
It shall be so — some friend shall bear 
Our mandate with despatch and care ; 
— Edwud shall find the messenger. 
That fortress ours, the island fleet 
May on the coast of Carrick meet. — 
O Scotland I shall it e'er be mine 
To wreak thy wrongs in battle-line, 
To raise my victor-head, and see 
Thy hills, thy dales, thy people free, — 
That glance of bliss is all I crave, 
Betwixt my labours and my grave l" 
Then down the hill he slowly went, 
Oft pausing on the steep descent, 
And reach' d the spot where his bold train 
Held rustic camp upon the plain. 



CANTO FIFTH, 

I. 
On ^r Loch-Ranza stream'd the early 

day, [upward curl'd 

Thin wreaths of cottage-smoke are 
From {he lone hamlet, wluch her inland 

bay [world. 

And circling mountains sever from the 
And therethefisherman his sail unfurl'd, 
The goat-herd drove his kids to steep 

Ben-Ghoil, [twirl'd. 

Before the hut the dame her spindle 
Courting the simbeam as she plied her 

toil, — [to care and toil. 

For, wake where'er he may, Man wakes 

But other duties call'd each convent 
maid, [grown bell ; 

Roused by the summons of the moss- 
Sung were the matins, and the mass 

was said. 
And every sister sought her separate cell, 
Such was the rule, her rosary to tell. 
And Isabel has knelt in lonely prayer ; 
The sunbeam, through the narrow 
lattice, fell [hair, 

Upon the snowy neck and long dark 
As stoop'd her gentle head in meek 
devotion there. 
II. 
She raised her eyes, that duty done, 
When glanced upon the pavement-stone, 
Gemm'd and enchased, a golden ring, 
Bound to a scroll with silken string, 
With few brief words inscribed to tell, 
"This for the Lady Isabel." 
Within, the writing further bore, — 
" 'Twas with this ring his plight he swore, 
With this his promise I restore ; 
To her who can the heart command. 
Well may I jrield the plighted hand. 



And 1 for better fortune bom. 
Grudge not a passing sigh to mourn 
Her who was Edith once of Lorn i" 
One single flash of glad surprise 
Just glanced from Isabel's dark eyes. 
But vanish'd in the blush of shame. 
That, as its penance, instant came. 
" O thought unworthy of my race 1 
Selfish, ungenerous, mean, and base, 
A moment's throb of joy to own. 
That rose upon her hopes o'erthrown I — 
Thou pledge of vows too well believed. 
Of man ingrate, and maid deceived. 
Think not thy lustre here shall gain 
Another heart to hope in vain I 
For thou shalt rest, thou tempting gaud. 
Where worldly thoughts are overawed. 
And worldly splendours sink debased." 
Then by the cross the ring she placed. 

III. 
Next rose the thought, — ^its owner far. 
How came it here through bolt and bar? — 
But the dim lattice is ajar. — 
She looks abroad, — the morning dew 
A light short step had brush'd anew, 

And there were footprints seen 
On the carved buttress rising still. 
Till on the mossy window-sill 

Their track eflaced the green. 
The ivy-twigs were torn and fray'd. 
As if some climber's steps to aid. — 
But who the hardy messenger, 
Whose venturous path these signs infer? — 
' ' Strange doubts are mine ! — Mona, draw 
nigh ; [eye — 

— Nought 'scapes old Mona's curious 
What strangers, gentle mother, say. 
Have sought these holy walls to-day?" — 
' • None, Lady, none of note or name ; 
Only your brother's foot-page came. 
At peep of dawn — I pray'd him pass 
To chapel where they said the mass ; 
But like an arrow he shot by, 
And tears seem'd bursting from his eye." 

IV. 

The truth at once on Isabel, 

As darted by a sunbeam, fell : — 

" 'Tis Edith's self I — her speechless woe. 

Her form, her looks, the secret show 1 

— Instant, good Mona, to the bay. 

And to my royal brother say, 

I do conjure him seek my cell. 

With that mute page he loves so well." — 

' ' What I know'st thou not his warhke host 

At break of day has left our coast ? 

My old eyes saw them from the tower. 

At eve they couch'd in greenwood bower. 

At dawn a bugle signal, made 

By their bold Loid, \Yvw "ra.T^L'& mt«5' ^\ 
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Up sprung the spears through bush and 
No time for benedicite 1 [tree. 

Like deer, that, rousing from their lair. 
Just shake the dewdrops from their hair, 
And toss their armM crests aloft, [soft — 
Such matins theirs!" — "Good mother, 
Where does my brother bend his way ?" — 
**As I have heard, for Brodick-Bay, 
Across the isle— of barks a score 
Lie there, 'tis said, to waft them o'er, 
On sudden news, to Carrick-shore." — 
*' If such their purpose, deep the need," 
Said anxious Isabd, ' ' of speed I 
Call Father Augustine, good dame." — 
The mm obey'd, the Father came. 

V. 

" Kind Father, hie without delay, 
Across the hills to Brodick-Bay. 
This message to the Bruce be given : 
I pray him, by his hopes of Heaven, 
That, till he speak with me, he stay 1 
Or, if his haste brook no delay, 
That he deliver, on my suit, 
Into thy charge that stripling mute. 
Thus prays his sister Isabel, 
For causes more than she may tell — 
Away, good father 1 and take heed 
That life and death are on thy speed." 
His cowl the good old priest did on, 
Took his piked staff and sandall'd shoon, 
And, hke a palmer bent by eld. 
O'er moss and moor his journey held. 

VI, 

Heavy and dull the foot of age. 
And rugged was the pilgrimage ; 
But none was there beside, whose care 
Might such important message bear. 
Through birchen copse he wander'd slow, 
Stunted and sapless, thin and low ; 
By many a mountain stream he pass'd. 
From the tall cliffs in tumult cast. 
Dashing to foam their waters dun. 
And sparkling in the summer sun. 
Round his grey head the wild curlew 
In many a fearless circle flew. [wide 

O'er chasms he pass'd, where fractures 
Craved wary eye and ample stride ; * 
He cross'd his brow beside the stone 
Where Druids erst heard victims groan, 
And at the cairns upon the wild. 
O'er many a heathen hero piled, 
He breathed a timid prayer for those 
Who died ere Shiloh's sun arose. 
Beside Macfarlane's Cross he staid. 
There told his hours within the shade. 
And at the stream his thirst allay'd. 
Thence onward journeying slowly still, 
As evening closed he reach'd the hill. 
Where, risingthrough the woodland green, 
Old Brodick's Gothic towers were seen. 



From Hastings, late their English lord, 
Douglas had won them by the sword.* 
The sun that simk behind the isle. 
Now tinged them with a parting smUe. 

VII. 

But though the beams of light decay, 
'Twas bustle all in Brodick-Bay. 
The Bruce's followers crowd the shore. 
And boats and barges some unmoor, 
Some raise the sail, some seize the oar ; 
Their eyes oft tum'd where glimmer'd far 
What might have seem'd an early star 
On heaven's blue arch, save that its light 
Was all too flickering, fierce, and bright. 
Far distant in the south, the ray 
Shone pale amid retiring day. 

But as, on Carrick shore. 
Dim seen in outline faintly blue, 
The shades of evening closer drew. 
It kindled more and more. 
The Monk's slow steps now press the sands, 
And now amid a scene he stands, 

Full strange to churchman's eye ; 
Warriors, who, arming for the fight. 
Rivet and clasp their harness Ught, 
And twinkling spears, and axes bright. 
And helmets flashing high. 
Oft, too, with unaccustom'd ears, 
A language much unmeet he hears,* 

While, hastening all on board. 
As stormy as the swelling suige 
That mix'd its roar, the leaders urge 
Their followers to the ocean verge, 
With many a haughty word. 

VIII. 

Through that wild throng the Father 

pass'd. 
And reach'd the Rojral Bruce at last 
He leant against a stranded boat. 
That the approaching tide must float. 
And counted every rippling wave. 
As higher yet her sides they lave, 
And oft the distant fire he e^ed. 
And closer yet his hauberk tied. 
And loosen d in its sheath his brand. 
Edward and Lennox were at hand, 
Douglas and Ronald had the care 
The soldiers to the barks to share. — 
The Monk approach' d, and homage paid ; 
"And art thou come," King Robert said, 
• ' So far, to bless us ere we part ?" — 
— " My Liege, and with a loyal heart I — 
But other charge I have to tell," — 
And spoke the best of Isabel. [cried, 

—"Now, by Saint Giles," the Monarch 
"This moves me much ! — ^this morning 
I sent the stripling to Saint Bride, [tide. 
With my commandment there to bide." — 
— " Thither be came, the portress show'd, 
^uWVvere^my Liege, made brief abode,"— ' 
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IX. 

•• Twas I," said Edward, •'found employ 
Of nobler import for the boy. 
Deep pondering in my anxious mind, 
A fitting messenger to find, 
To bear thy written mandate o'er 
To Cuthbert on the Carrick shore, 
I chanced, at early dawn, to pass 
The chapel gate to snatch a mass. 
I found the stripling on a tomb 
Low-seated, weeping for the doom 
That gave his youth to convent gloom. 
I told my purpose, and his eyes 
Flash'd joyful at the glad surprise. 
He bounded to the skiff, the sail 
Was spread before a prosperous gale, 
And well my charge he hath obey'd ; 
For, see I the ruddy signal made, 
That CliiSford, wth his merry-men all, 
Guards carelessly our father s hall." — 

X. 

•• O wild of thought, and hard of heart I " 
Answer'd the Monarch, " on a part 
Of such deep danger to employ 
A mute, an orphan, and a boy ! 
Unfit for flight, unfit for strife. 
Without a tongue to plead for life I 
Now, were my right restored by Heaven, 
Edward, my crown I would have given. 
Ere, thrust on such adventure wild, 
I perill'd thus the helpless child."— 
—Offended half, and half submiss, — 
•• Brother and Liege, of blame Uke this," 
Edward replied, •' I little dream'd. 
A stranger messenger, I deem'd, 
Might safest seek the beadsman's cell. 
Where all thy squires-are known so welL 
Notel^s his presence, sharp his sense. 
His imperfection his defence. 
If seen, none can his errand guess ; 
If ta'en, his words no tale express — 
Methinks, too, yonder beacon's shine 
Might expiate greater fault than mine." — 
"Rash," said King Robert, "was the 

deed — 
But it is done. — Embark with speed 1 — 
Good Father, say to Isabel 
How this unhappy chance befell ; 
If well we thrive on yonder shore. 
Soon shsdl my care her page restore. 
Our greeting to our sister bear. 
And think of us in mass and prayer." — 

XI. 

" Ay ! " said the Priest, — * * while this poor 

hand 
Can chalice raise or cross command, 
While my old voice has accents' use, 
Can Augustine forget the Bruce?" 
Then to his side L^rd Ronald press'd. 
And whisper'd— "ifear thou this request, 



That when by Bruce's side I fight. 
For Scotland's crown and freedom's right, 
The princess grace her knight to bear 
Some token of her favouring care ; 
It shall be shown where England best 
May shrink to see it on my crest. 
And for the boy — since weightier care 
For royal Bruce the times prepare, 
The helpless youth is Ronald's charge, 
His couch my plaid, his fence my targe." 
He ceased ; for many an eager hand 
Had urged the barges from the strand. 
Their number was a score and ten. 
They bore thrice threescore chosen men. 
With such small force did Bruce at last 
The die for death or empire cast 1 

XII. 
Now on the darkening main afloat, 
Ready and mann'd, rocks every boat ; 
Beneath their oars the ocean's might 
Was dash'd to sparks of glimmering light. 
Faint and more faint, as off they bore, 
Their armour glanced against the shore. 
And, mingled with the d^hing tide, 
Their murmuring voices distant died. — 
"God speed theml" said the Priest, as 

dark 
On distant billows glides each bark ; 
"O Heaven I when swords for freedom 

shine. 
And monarch's right, the cause is thine I 
Edge doubly every patriot blow ! 
Beat down the banners of the foe ! 
And be it to the nations known, 
That Victory is from God alone i" 
As up the hill his path he drew. 
He tum'd, his blessings to renew, 
Oft tum'd, till on the darken'd coast 
All traces of their course were lost ; 
Then slowly bent to Brodick tower. 
To shelter for the evening hour. 

XIII. 
In night the fairy prospects sink. 
Where Cumray's isles with verdant link 
Close the fair entrance of the Clyde ; 
The woods of Bute, no more descried. 
Are gone — and on the placid sea 
The rowers ply their task with glee. 
While hands that knightly lances bore 
Impatient aid the labouring oar. 
The half-faced moon shone dim and pale, 
And glanced against the whiten'd sail ; 
But on that ruddy beacon-hght 
Each steersman kept the helm aright. 
And oft, for such the King's command. 
That all at once might reach the strand. 
From boat to boat loud shout and hail 
Wam'd them to crowd or slacken sail. 
South and by "wesl \Yv^ «titftaAa.>oox^> 
And near at lenglVi lYia C«aris^ ^ota* 
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As less and less the distance grows, 
High and more high the beacon rose ; 
The light, that seem'd a twinkling star, 
Now blazed portentous, fierce, and far. 
Dark-red the heaven above it glow'd, 
Dark-red the sea beneath it flow'd, 
Red rose the rocks on ocean's brim, 
In blood-red light her islets swim ; 
Wild scream the dazzled sea-fowl gave, 
Dropp'd from their crags on plashing wave. 
The deer to distant covert drew. 
The black-cock deem'd it day, and crew. 
Like some tall castle given to flame. 
O'er half the land the lustre came. 
•• Now, good my Ldege, and brother sage, 
What think ye of mine elfin page?" — 
" Row on 1" the noble King replied; 
•'We '11 learn the truth, whate'er betide ; 
Yet sure the beadsman and the child 
Could ne'er have waked that beacon wild." 

XIV. 

With that the boats approach'd the land. 
But Edward's groimded on the sand ; 
The eager Knight leap'd in the sea 
Waist-deep, and first on shore was he, 
Though every baige's hardy band 
Contended which should gain the land, 
When that strange light, which, seen afar, 
Seem'd steady as the polar star. 
Now, like a prophet's fiery chair, 
Seem'd travdling the realms of air. 
Wide o'er the sky the splendour glows, 
As that portentous meteor rose ; 
Helm, axe, and falchion glitter'd bright, 
And in the red and dusky light 
His comrade's face each warrior saw, 
Nor marvell'd it was pale with awe ; 
Then high in air the beams were lost. 
And darkness sunk upon the coast. — 
Ronald to Heaven a prayer address'd. 
And Douglas cross'd his dauntless breast ; 
*• Saint James protect us ! " Lennox cried; 
But reckless Edward spoke aside — 
" Deem'st thou, Kirkpatridc, in that flame 
Red Comjrn's angry spirit came. 
Or would thy dauntless heart endure 
Once more to make assurance sure?" — 
** Hush !" said the Bruce, *'we soon shall 
If this be sorcerer's empty show, [know, 
Or stratagem of southern foe. 
The moon shines out — upon the sand 
Let every leader rank his band." 

XV. 

Faintly the moon's pale beams supply 
That ruddy light's unnatural dye ; 
The dubious cold reflection lay 
On the wet sands and quiet bay. 
Beneath the rocks King Robert dxew 
His scatter'd files to order due. 



Till shield compact and soried spear 
In the cool light shone blue and clear. 
Then down a path that sought the tide. 
That speechless page was seen to glide ; 
He knelt him lowly on the sand. 
And gave a scroll to Robert's hand, [ho ! 
"A torch," the Monarch cried — "What, 
Now shall we Cuthbert's tidings know.** 
But evil news the letters bare. 
The Cliflbrd's force was strong and ware. 
Augmented, too, that very mom. 
By mountaineers who came with Lorn. 
Long harrow'd by oppressor's hand. 
Courage and faith h^ui fled the land. 
And over Carrick, dark and deqp. 
Had sunk dejection's iron deep. — 
Cuthbert had seen that beacon-flame, 
Unwitting from what source it came. 
Doubtful of perilous event, 
Edward's mute messenger he sent. 
If Bruce deceived should venture o'er. 
To warn him from the iatal shore. 

XVL 
As round the torch the leaders crowd, 
Bruce read these chilling news aloud. 
"What counsel, nobles, have we now?— 
To ambush us in greenwood bough. 
And take the chance which £site may send 
To bring our enterprise to end ? 
Or shall we turn us to the main 
As exiles, and embark again?" — 
Answer'd fierce Edvrard — "Hap what 

may. 
In Carrick, Canick's Lord must stay. 
I would not minstrels told the tale. 
Wildfire or meteor made us quail."— 
Answer'd the Douglas — " If my Liege 
May win yon waUs by storm or si^e, 
Then were each brave and patriot heart 
Kindled of new for loyal part," — 
Answer'd Lord Ronald — •• Not for shame 
Would I that SLghd Torquil came. 
And found, for aU our empty boast. 
Without a blow we fled the coast. 
I will not credit that this land. 
So famed for warlike heart and hand, 
The nurse of Wallace and of Bruce, 
Will long with tyrants hold a truce."— ^ 
"Prove we our fiUe — ^the brunt we'll 

bide!" 
So Boyd and Haye and Lennox cried ; 
So said, so vow'd, the leadors all ; 
So Bruce resolved : — "And in my hall 
Since the Bold Southon make their home, 
The hour of payment soon shall come, 
When with a rough and ragged host 
Clifibrd may reckon to his cost. 
Meantime, through well-known bosk and 
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xvn. 
Now ask you whence that wondrous light, 
>^ose faiuy glow b^;uiled their sight ? — 
It ne'er was known*— yet grey-hair d eld 
A s up erstitious credence held. 
That never did a mortal hand 
Wake its broad glare on Carrick strand ; 
Nay, and that on the self-same night 
When Bruce cross'd o'er, still gleams the 

light. 
Yearly it gleams o'er mount and moor, 
And glittering wave and crimson'd 
But whether beam celestial, lent [shore — 
By Heaven to aid the King's descent. 
Or fire hell-kindled from beneath. 
To lure him to defeat and death. 
Or were it but some meteor strange, 
Of such as oft through midnight range. 
Startling the traveller late and lone, 
I know not — and it ne'er was known. 

XVIII. 

Now up the rocky pas^they drew. 
And Ronald, to his promise true. 
Still made his arm the stripling's stay. 
To aid him on the rugged way. 
'* Now cheer thee, simple Amadine ! 
Why throbs that silly heart of thine ?"— 
—That name the pirates to their slave 
(In Gaelic 'tis the Changeling) gave — 
" D^t thou not rest thee on my arm ? 
Do not my plaid-folds hold thee warm ? 
Hath not the wild buU's treble hide 
This targe for thee and me supplied? 
Is not Clan-Colla's sword of steel ? 
And, trembler, canst thou terror feel? 
Cheer thee, and still that throbbing heart ; 
From Ronald's guard thou shalt not 

part." 
— O ! many a shaft, at random sent. 
Finds mark the archer little meant I 
And many a word, at random spoken. 
May soothe or wound a heart that's 

broken! 
Half soothed, half grieved, half terrified, 
Close drew the page to Ronald's side ; 
A wild delirious thrill of joy 
Was in that hour of agony, 
As up the steepy pass he strove, 
Fear, toil, and sorrow, lost in love ! 

XIX. 
The barrier of that iron shore, [o'er ; 

The rock's steep ledge, is now climb'd 
And from the castle's distant wall, 
From tower to tower the warders call : 
The soimd swings over land and sea. 
And marks a watchful enemy. — 
They gain'd the Chase, a wide domain 
Left for the castle's sylvan reign 
j^sek not the scene — the axe, the plough. 
The boor^s duU fence, have marfd it now). 



But then, soft swept in velvet green 
The plain with many a glade between. 
Whose tangled alleys far invade 
The depth of the brown forest shade. 
Here the tall fern obscured the lawn. 
Fair shelter for the sportive fawn ; 
There, tufted close with copsewood green. 
Was many a swelling hillock seen ; 
And all around was verdure meet 
For pressure of the fairies' feet. 
The glossy holly loved the park. 
The yew-tree lent its shadow dark. 
And many an old oak, worn and bare. 
With all its shiver'd boughs, was there. 
Lovely between, the moonbeams fell 
On lawn and hillock, glade and delL 
The gallant Monarch sigh'd to see 
These glades so loved in childhood free, 
Bethinking that, as outlaw now. 
He ranged beneath the forest bough. 

XX. 

Fast o'er the moonlight Chase they sped. 
Well knew the band that measured tread. 
When, in retreat or in advance. 
The serried warriors move at once ; 
And evil were the luck, if dawn 
Descried them on the open lawn. 
Copses they traverse, brooks they cross. 
Strain up the bank and o'er the moss. 
From the exhausted page's brow 
Cold drops of toil are streaming now ; 
With effort faint and lengthen'd pause. 
His weary step the stripling draws. 
•• Nay, droop not yet I " the warrior said , 
*• Come, let me give thee ease and aid 1 
Strong are mine arms, and Uttle care 
A weight so slight as thine to bear. — 
What ! wilt thou not ?— capricious boy I 
Then thine own limbs and strength employ. 
Pass but this night, and pass thy care, 
rU place thee with a lady fair. 
Where thou shalt tune thy lute to tell 
How Ronald loves fair Isabel 1 " 
Worn out, dishearten'd, and dismay'd. 
Here Amadine let go the plaid ; 
His trembling limbs their aid refuse. 
He sunk among the midnight dews 1 

XXI. 

What may be done? — the night is gone^ 
The Bruce's band moves swiftly on — 
Eternal shame, if at the brunt 
Lord Ronald grace not battle's front I — 
•'See yonder oak, within whose trunk 
Decay a darken'd cell hath sunk ; 
Enter, and rest thee there a space. 
Wrap in my plaid thy limbs, thy face, 
I will not be, believe me, far ; 
But must not quit the ranks of war. 
Well will 1 maxk. t);ift\>o^>j >Qavfftk&» 
^d soon, to guaxd \3asfc"toiKfc, x^nsjx^- 
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Nay, weep not so, thou simple boy I 
But sleep in peace, and wake in joy." 
In sylvan lodging close bestow' d. 
He placed the page, and onward strode, 
With strength put forth, o'er moss and 

brook, 
And soon the marching band o'ertook. 

XXII. 

Thus strangely left, long sobb'd and wept 
The page, till, wearied out, he slept — 
A rough voice waked his dream — " Nay, 

here. 
Here by this thicket, pass'd the deer — 
Beneath that oak old Ryno staid — 
What have we here ? — a Scottish plaid, 
And in its folds a stripling laid ? — 
Come forth ! thy name and business tell ! — 
What, silent?— then I guess thee well, 
The spy that sought old Cuthbert's cell, 
Wafted from Arran yester mom — 
Come, comrades, we will straight return. 
Our Lord may choose the rack should 
To this young lurcher use of speech, [teach 
Thy bow-string, till I bind him fast." — 
"Nay, but he weeps and stands aghast ; 
Unbound we'll lead him, fear it not; 
'Tis a fair stripling, though a Scot." 
The hunters to the castle sped. 
And there the hapless captive led. 

XXIII. 

Stout Clifford in the castle-court 
Prepared him for the morning sport ; 
And now with Lorn held deep discourse. 
Now gave command for hound and horse. 
War-steeds and palfreys paw'd theground, 
And many a deer-dog howl'd around. 
To Amadine, Lom's well-known word 
Replying to that Southern Lord, 
Mix'd with this clanging din, might seem 
The phantasm of a fever'd dream. 
The tone upon his ringing ears 
Came like the sounds which fancy hears, 
When in rude waves or roaring winds 
Some words of woe the muser finds. 
Until more loudly and more near, 
Their speech arrests the page's ear. 

XXIV. 
• ' And was she thus, " said Clifford, ' ' lost ? 
The priest should rue it to his cost I 
What says the monk?"— "The holy Sire 
Owns, that in masquer's quaint attire 
She sought his skiff, disguised, unknown 
To all except to him alone. 
But, says the priest, a bark from Lorn 
Laid them aboard that very mom. 
And pirates seized her for their prey. 
He proffer'd ransom-gold to pay, 
And they agreed — ^but ere told o'er. 
The winds blow loud, the billows roar ; 
77?e/ sever'd, and they met no more. 



He deems — such tempest vex'd the coast — 
Ship, crew, and fugitive were lost. 
So let it be, with the disgrace 
And scandal of her lofty race 1 
Thrice better she had ne'er been, bora, 
Than brought her infamy on Lorn 1" 

XXV. 

Lord Clifford now the captive spied ; — 
"Whom, Herbert, hast thou there?" he 
• ' A spy we seized within the Chase, [cried. 
A hollow oak his lurking-place." — 
"What tidings can the youth aflford?" — 
"He plays the mute." — "Then noose a 

cord — 
Unless brave Lorn reverse the doom 
For his plaid's sake."— " Clan-Colla's 

loom," 
Said Lom, whose careless glances trace 
Rather the vesture than the face, 
" Clan-Colla's dames such tartans twine ; 
Wearer nor plaid claims care of mine. 
Give him, if my advice you crave, 
His own scathed oak ; and let him wave 
In air, unless, by terror wrang, 
A frank confession find his tongue. — 
Nor shall he die without his rite ; 
—Thou, Angus Roy, attend the sight, 
And give Clan-Colla's dirge thy breath. 
As they convey him to his death." — 
• • O brother I crael to the last ! " 
Through the poor captive's bosom pass'd 
The thought, but, to his purpose trae. 
He said not, though he sigh'd, "Adieal" 

xxvi. 
And will he keep his purpose stiU, 
In sight of that last closing HI, 
When one poor breath, one single word. 
May freedom, safety, life aflford? 
Can he resist the instinctive call. 
For life that bids us barter all? — [steel'd. 
Love, strong as death, his heart hath 
His nerves hath strung — he will not yield 1 
Since that poor breath, that little word, 
May yield Lord Ronald to the sword.— 
Clan-Colla's dirge is pealiug wide, 
The grisly headsman's by his side ; 
Along the greenwood Chase they bend. 
And now their march has ghastly end! 
That old and shatter'd oak beneath. 
They destine for the place of death. 
— What thoughts are his, while all in 
His eye for aid explores the pl^? [vain 
What thoughts, while, with a dizzy ear, 
He hears the death-prayer mutter'd near? 
And must he die such death accurst, 
Or will that bosom-secret burst? 
Cold on his brow breaks terror's dew, 
His trembling lips are livid blue; 
The agony of parting life 
\ Wasnow^Wo TDja.\s:3cL\tea.t moment's strife I 
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But otber witnesses ore nigh. 

Who mock at fear, and deaUi defy I 

Soon as ibe dire laraent was play'd, 

ll iraked the lurkiog ambuscadE. 

The Island Ijird iook'd forth, and spied 

Tbecanse, and loud in fuiy cried, — 

"Bj Heaven, Ihey lead the page to die, 

And mock me in his agony I 

Tieyshallabyeill"— Onhiaatm 

Bruce lajd strong gtasp — "They stall not 

A ringlet of the stripling's bair ; [harm 

Bni, till 1 give the word, forbear. 

— Douglai, lead 6fiy of our force 

Up jOTdec hollow water-course. 

Eelneen the flyers and their hold: 

A spear above the copse display'd, 

Bengasi of the ambush made, 

— Edwanl. with forty spearmen, straight 

Throi^h yonder copse approach the gate, 

Rush forward, and (he passage win, 
Sffiure the drawbridge— storm the port, 
And man and guard the castle-court. — 
TltiHl move slowly forth with mc. 
In Aclter of the forest-tree. 
Till Douglas at his post I see." 

Ulie war-horse eager to rush on, 
Ccmpea'd to wait the signal blown. 
Hid, and scarce hid, by greenwood bough, 
l^embUng with rage, stands Ronald now, 
Arid in his gra^p his sword gleams blue. 
Soon to be dyed with deadher hue. — 
UesunUle the Bruce, with steady eye, 
&a the dark death-train moving by. 
And, heedful, measures oft the space 
The Douglas and his band must trace, 
Ere they can reach their desdned ground. 
Now sinks the dirge's wailing sound, 
Now cluster round the direful tree 
Tlat skiw and solemn company, [prayer 
While hymn mistuned and muiler'd 
ne victim for his fate prepare. 
I What giant ■ ■■ '^ '^ 



T the greenwood shade? 



''The Bruce! the Bruce I" tovrell-known 
His native rocks and woods reply, [ciy 
"The fouce! the Bracel" la that dread 



Hilf-arni'd, surpriied, on every side 
Hemm'd la, hew'd down, they bled and 

Deep in the ring the Bruce engaged, 
And fierce Chin-Co)la's broadsword raged I 
Full soon the few who fought were s^d, 
Nor belter was their lot who fled, 

The Doughis's redoubled spear I 



Not on Iheir (light press'd Ronald's brand. 

He raised the p^;e. where on the plain 
His fear had sunk him with the slain: 
And twice, that morn, surprise well □ear 
Betray'd the secret kept by fear: 
Once, when, with life returning, came 
To the hoy's lip Lord Ronald's name, 

The accents in a murmuring sound ; 
And once, when scarce he could resist 
The Chieftain's care to loose the vest, 
Drawn tightly o'er his labouring breast. 
But then the Bruce's bugle blew. 
For martial work was yet to do. 



His (ur. 

Such was his wonted recklest 
Yet desperate valour oft mad 
Even by its daring, i 



Upon 



k thei 



Bywhich its plfljiks arose; 
The warder next his aie's edge 
Struck down upon the threshold ledge, 
'Twixt door and post a ghastly wedge t 

The gate they may not close. 
Well fought the Southern in tlie fray, 
Clilibrd and Lorn fought well that day, 
But slubbom Edward forced his way 

Against a hundred foes. [Bruce I " 

Loud came the cry, "'The Brucel the 
No hope or in defence or truce, — 

Mad with success, and drunk with gore, 
They drive the struggling foe before. 

And ward on ward they win. 
Unsparing was the vengeful sword. 
And hmbs were lopp'd and Ufe^blood 

The cry of death and conflict roor'd. 

And fearful was the din I 
The stanling horses plunged and flung, 
Clamour'd the dogs till lOTTCVsTvm^ 

Nor sunk the leailul. or), 
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Till not a foeman was there found 
Alive, save those who on the ground 
Groan' d in their agony 1 
XXXII. 

The valiant Clifford is no more ; 

On Ronald's broadsword stream'd his gore. 

But better hap had he of Lorn, 

Who, by the foemen backward borne, 

Yet gain'd with slender train the port, 

Where lay his bark beneath the fort. 

And cut the cable loose. 
Short were his shrift in that debate. 
That hoiur of fury and of fate, 

If Lorn encounter'd Bruce I 
Then long and loud the victor shout 
From turret and from tower rung out, 

The rugged vaults replied ; 
And from the donjon tower on high, 
The men of Carrick may descry 
Saint Andrew's cross, in blazonry 

Of silver, waving wide 1 

XXXIII. 

The Bruce hath won his father's hall !* 
— '* Welcome, brave friends and comrades 

Welcome to mirth and joy ! [all. 

The first, the last, is welcome here, 
From lord and chieftain, prince and peer. 

To this poor speechless boy. 
Great God 1 once more my sire's abode 
Is mine— behold the floor I trode 

In tottering infancy 1 
And there the vaulted arch, whose sound 
Echo'd my joyous shout and bound 
In boyhood, and that rung aroimd 

To youth's unthinking glee 1 
O first, to thee, all-gracious Heaven, 
Then to my friends, my thanks be 

given ! " — 
He paused a space, his brow he cross'd — 
Then on the board his sword he toss'd, 
Yet steaming hot ; with Southern gore 
From hilt to point 'twas crimson'd o'er. 

XXXIV. 

" Bring here, " he said, • ' the mazers four,t 
My noble fathers loved of yore. 
Thrice let them circle round the board, 
The pledge, fair Scotland's rights restored I 
And he whose lip shall touch the wine, 
Without a vow as true as mine. 
To hold both lands and life at nought, 
Until her freedom shall be bought, — 
Be brand of a disloyal Scot, 
And lasting infamy his lot I 
Sit, gentle friends I — our hour of glee 
Is brief, we '11 spend it joyously I 
Blithest of all the sun's bright beams, 
When betwixt storm and storm he gleams. 

/ ThcsQ niax^rs were large dxinikiEig-cavs, 
or goblets. 



Well is our country's work begun. 
But more, far more, must yet be done. 
Speed messengers the country through ; 
Arouse old friends, and gather new ; 
Warn Lanark's knights to gird their mail. 
Rouse the brave sons of Teviotdale, 
Let Ettrick's archers sharp their darts. 
The fairest forms, the truest hearts ! 
Call all, call all 1 from Reedswair-Path, 
To the wild confines of Cape- Wrath ; 
Widelet the news through Scotland ring, — 
The Northern Eagle claps his wing 1" 



CANTO SIXTH. 

I. 
O WHO, that shared them, ever shall 

forget 
The emotions of the spirit-rousing time. 
When breathless in the mart the couriers 

met. 
Early and late, at evening and at prime 
When the loud cannon and the merr> 

chime 
Hail'd news on news, as fiield on field 

was won 1 [length sublime, 

When Hope, long doubtful, soar'dat 

And our glad eyes, awake as day begun, 

Watch' d Joy's broad banner rise, to meet 

the rising sun 1 

O these were hours, when thrilling joy 

repaid [and fears ! 

A long, long course of darkness, doubts. 
The heart-sick faintness of the hope 

delay'd,— [the tears. 

The waste, the woe, the bloodshed, and 
That track' d with terror twenty rolling 

years, — 
All was forgot in that blithe jubilee 1 
Her downcast eye even pale Affliction 

rears. 
To sigh a thankful prayer, amid the glee 
That hail'd the Despot's fall, and peace 

and liberty 1 

Such news o'er Scotland's hills trium' 

phant rode, [battle's scale. 

When 'gainst the invaders tum'd the 
When Bruce's banner had victorious 

fiow'd [vale;* 

O'er Loudoun's mountain, and in Ury's 
When English blood oft deluged 

Douglas-dale,* [John,* 

And fiery Edward routed stout Saint 
When Randolph's war-cry swell'd the 

southern jp^ale,* [was won, 

And many a fortress, town, and tower 

koiii ¥«xc\& stlU sounded forth fresh deeds 
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IL 
Blhhe tidinn flew from baron's tower, 
To peasant s cot, to forest-bower, 
And waked the solitary cell, 
Where lone Saint Bride's recluses dwell. 
Piinoess no more, fair Isabel, 
A vot'ress of the order now, 
Say, did the rule that bade thee wear 
Dim veil and woollen scapulaire. 
And reft thy locks of dark-brown hair, 

That stem and rigid vow. 
Did it condemn the transport high. 
Which glisten'd in thy watery eye, 
When minstrel or when palmer told 
Each fresh exploit of Bruce the bold ? — 
And whose the lovely form, that shares 
Thy anxious hopes, thy fears, thy prayers ? 
No sister she of convent shade ; 
So say these locks in lengthen'd braid. 
So say the blushes and the sighs. 
The tremors that unbidden rise, 
When, mingled with the Bruce's fame, 
The brave Lord Ronald's praises came. 

III. 
Meve, his Other's castle won. 
And his bold enterprise begun, 
That Bruce's earliest cares restore 
The speechless page to Arran's shore : 
Nor think that long the quaint disguise 
Conceal'd her from a sister's eyes ; 
And sistOT-like in love they dwell 
In that lone convent's silent cell. 
There Bruce's slow assent allows 
Fair Isabel the veil and vows ; 
And there, her sex's dress regain'd, 
The lovely Maid of Lorn remain' d. 
Unnamed, unknown, while Scotland far 
Resounded with the din of war ; 
i And many a month, and many a day. 
In calm seclusion wore away. 

IV. 

Uese days, these months, to years had 
worn. 

When tidings of high weight were borne 
To that lone island's shore ; 

Of ^ the Scottish conquests made 

By the First Edward's ruthless blade, 
His son retain'd no more. 

Northward of Tweed, but Stirling's towers, 

Beleaguer'd by King Robert's powers ; 

And they took term of truce,* 
If £jigland's King should not relieve 
The siege ere John the Baptist's eve, 

To yield them to the Bruce. 
England was roused — on every side 
Courier and post and herald hied. 

To summon prince and peer, 
At Berwick-bounds to meet their Liege, 
Prepared to raise fair Stirling's s^egt. 

With buckler, brand, and spear. 



The term was nigh — they muster'd fast, 
By beacon and by bugle-blast 

Forth marshal!' d for the field ; 
There rode each knight of noble name. 
There England's hardy archers came, 
The land they trode seem'd all on flame. 

With banner, blade, and shield 1 
And not famed England's powers alone, 
Renown'd in arms, the summons own ; 

For Neustria's knights obey'd, 
Gascoyne hath lent her horsemen good. 
And Cambria, but of late subdued. 
Sent forth her mountain-multitude,* 
And Connoght pour'd from waste and 

wood 
Her hundred tribes, whose sceptre rude 

Dark Eth O'Connor sway'd.* 

V. 

Right to devoted Caledon 

The storm of war rolls slowly on, 

With menace deep and dread ; 
So the dark clouds, with gathering power, 
Suspend awhile the threaten'd shower, 
Till every peak and summit lower 

Round the pale pilgrim's head. 
Not with such pilgrim's startled eye 
King Robert mark'd the tempest nigh I 

Resolved the brunt to bide. 
His royal summons warn'd the land. 
That all who own'd their King's com- 
mand 
Should instant take the spear and brand, 

To combat at his side. 
O who may tell the sons of fame, 
That at King Robert's bidding came, 

To battle for the right ! 
From Cheviot to the shores of Ross, 
From Solway-Sands to Marshal's-Moss, 

All boim'd them for the fight. 
Such news the royal courier tells. 
Who came to rouse dark Arran's dells ; 
But farther tidings must the ear 
Of Isabel in secret hear. 
These in her cloister walk, next morn, 
Thus shared she with the Maid of Lorn : — 

VI. 

" My Edith, can I tell how dear 
Our intercourse of hearts sincere 

Hath been to Isabel? — 
Judge then the sorrow of my heart. 
When I must say the words, We part ! 

The cheerless convent-cell 
Was not, sweet maiden, made for thee ; 
Go thou where thy vocation free 

On happier fortunes fell. 
Nor, Edith, judge thyself betray'd. 
Though Robert knows that Lorn's hlg]h 
And his pooT siletxl paL:^^^!!^!^ oxk&.^^'s^*^ 
Versed in the &ckle neaxX. olxoaji^ 
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Earnest and anxious hath he look'd 
How Ronald's heart the message brook'd 
That gave him, with her last farewell, 
The charge of Sister Isabel, 
To think upon thy better right, 
And keep the faith his promise plight. 
Forgive him for thy sister's sake, 
At first if vain repinings wake — 

Long since that mood is gone : 
Now dwells he on thy juster claims, 
And oft his breach of faith he blames — 

Forgive him for thine own i " 
vir. 
*• No I never to Lord Ronald's bower 

Will I again as paramour" 

*' Nay, hush thee, too impatient maid, 
Until my final tale be said I — 
The good King Robert would engage 
Edith once more his elfin page, 
By her own heart, and her own eye, 
Her lover's penitence to try — 
Safe in his royal charge, and free. 
Should such thy final purpose be, 
Again unknown to seek the cell, 
And live and die ¥ath Isabel." 
Thus spoke the maid — King Robert's eye 
Might have some glance of policy ; 
Dunstaffnage had the Monarch ta'en, 
And Lorn had own'd King Robert's reign. 
Her brother had to England fled. 
And there in banishment was dead ; 
Ample, through exile, death, and flight, 
O'er tower and land was Edith's right ; 
This ample right o'er tower and land 
Were safe in Ronald's faithful hand. 

VIII. 

Embarrass'd eye and blushing cheek 
Pleasure, and shame, and fear bespeak ! 
Yet much the reasoning Edith made : — 
• • Her sister's faith she must upbraid, 
Who gave such secret, dark and dear. 
In council to another's ear. 
Why should she leave the peaceful cell? — 
How should she part with Isabel ? — 
How wear that strange attire agen?— 
How risk herself 'midst martial men ? — 
And how be guarded on the way? — 
At least she might entreat delay." 
Kind Isabel, with secret smile. 
Saw and forgave the maiden's wile. 
Reluctant to be thought to move 
At the first call of truant love. 

IX. 
Oh, blame her not I— when zephyrs wake. 
The aspen's trembling leaves must shake ; 
When beams the sun tiirough April 

shower, 
It needs must bloom, the violet flower ; 
And Love, howe'er the maiden strive. 
Must with reviving hope revive \ 



A thousand soft excuses came. 
To plead his cause 'gainst virgin shame. 
Pledged by their sires in earliest youth, 
He had her plighted faith and truUi — 
Then, 'twas her Liege's strict command. 
And she, beneath his royal hand, 
A ward in person and in land : — 
And, last, she was resolved to stay 
Only brief space — one little day — 
Close hidden in her safe disguise 
From all, but most from Ronald's eyes— 
But once to see him more ! — nor blame 
Her wish — to hear him name her name ! 
Then, to bear back to solitude 
The thought he had his falsehood rued I— 
But Isabel, who long had seen 
Her pallid cheek and pensive mien. 
And well herself the cause might know, 
Though innocent, of Edith's woe, 
Joy'd. generous, that revolving time 
Gave means to expiate the crime. 
High glow'd her bosom as she said— 
' • Well shall her sufferings be repaid 1 "— 
Now came the parting hour — a band 
From Arran's mountains left the land ; 
Their chief, Fitz-Louis, had the care 
The speechless Amadine to bear 
To Bruce, with honour, as b^oved 
To page the Monarch dearly loved. 

X. 

The King had deem'd the maiden bright 
Should reach him long before the fight. 
But storms and fate her course delay. 
It was on eve of battle-day, 
When o'er the Gillie's-hill she rode. 
The landscape like a furnace glow'd. 
And far as e'er the eye was borne. 
The lances waved like autumn com. 
In battles foiu:, beneath their eye. 
The forces of King Robert lie. 
And one below the hill was laid. 
Reserved for rescue and for aid ; 
And three, advanced, form'dvanward-IiiMi 
'Twixt Bannock's brook,, and Ninian's 

shrine. 
Detach' d was each, yet each so nigh 
As well might mutual aid supply. — 
Beyond, the Southern host appears, 
A boundless wilderness of spears. 
Whose verge or rear the anxious eye 
Strove far, but strove in vain, to spy. 
Thick flashing in the evening beam. 
Glaives, lances, biUs, and banners gleam; 
And where the heaven join'd with the hillt 
Was distant armour fla^ng s^ 
So wide, so far, the bonndless host 
Seem'd in the blue horicon lost. 

XI. 

V Down. fi:om the hill the maiden pass'd, 



The Lord of the Isles, 



253 



ersed first the rearward host, 
I for aid where needed most. 
. of Canick and of Ayr, 
ind Lanark, too, were there, 
il the western land; 
ise the valiant of the Isles 
their Chieftains rank'd their files, 
ay a plaided band. 
1 the centre, proudly raised, 
ce's royal standard blaz'd, 
« Lord Ronald's banner bore 
driven by sail and oar. 
fet pleasing contrast, made 
s in mail and plate array'd, 
s plumed bonnet and the plaid 
se Hebrideans worn; 
unseen for three long years, 
s the garb of mountaineers 
\ foir Maid of Lorn 1 
she look'd — ^but he was far, 
mid the ranks of war — 
affection's troubled eye 
k'd his banner boldly fly, 
the cotmtless foe a glance, 
Ight on battle's desperate chance. 

XIL 
e of the vanward-line 
is guided Amadine. 
I on foot, that host appears 
I mass of glimmering spears. 
Dod the Marchers' warlike band, 
riors there of Lodon's land ; 
ind Liddell bent the yew, 
>f archers fierce, though few ; 
I of Nith and Annan's vale, 
bold spears of Teviotdale ; — 
ntless Douglas these obey, 
young Stuart's gentle sway, 
istward by Saint Ninian's shrine, 
fierce Randolph'scharge, combine 
riors whom the hardy North 
ly to Sutherland sent forth. 
of Scotland's war-array 
Iward Bruce to westward lay, 
bannock, with his broken bank 
p ravine, protects their flank, 
hem, screen'd by sheltering wood, 
ant Keith, Lord Marshal, stood : 
-at-arms bare mace and lance, 
mes that wave, and helms that 
r divided by the King, [glance. 
ind right, and left-ward wing, 
id his front ; nor distant far 
)ng reserve to aid the war. 
IS to front of this array, 
le and Edith made their way. 

ZIII. 
tst they pause ; for, in advance 
I one might pitch a lance, 



The Monarch rode along the van,* 

The foe's approaching force to scan, 

His line to marshal and to range, 

And ranks to square, and fronts to change. 

Alone he rode — fh>m head to heel 

Sheathed in his ready arms of steel ; 

Nor mounted yet on war-horse wight, 

But, till more near the shock of fight. 

Reining a palfrey low and light. 

A diadem of gold was set 

Above his bright steel basinet, 

And clasp'd within its glittering twine 

Was seen the glove of Argentine ; 

Truncheon or leading-staff he lacks. 

Bearing, instead, a battle-axe. 

He ranged his soldiers for the fight, 

Accoutred thus, in open sight 

Of either host. — ^Three bowshots far, 

Paused the deep front of England's war. 

And rested on their arms awhile, 

To close and rank their warlike file. 

And hold high council, if that night 

Should view the strife, or dawning light. 

xiv. 

gay, yet fearful to behold, 

Flashing with steel, and rough with gold. 
And bristled o'er with bills and spears. 
With plumes and pennons waving fair. 
Was that bright battle-front ! for there 

Rode England's King and Peers : 
And who, that saw that Monarch ride. 
His kingdom battled by his side. 
Could then his direful doom foretell ! — 
Fair was his seat in knightly selle. 
And in his sprightly eye was set 
Some spark of the Plantagenet. [glance. 
Though light and wandering was his 
It flash' d at sight of shield and lance. 
" Know'stthou," he said, " De Argentine, 
Yon knight who marshals thus their 
" The tokens on his helmet tell [line?" — 
The Bruce, my Liege : I know him well." — 
"And shall the audacious traitor brave 
The presence where our banners wave? " — 
" So please my Liege," said Argentine, 
•• Were he but horsed on steed like mine. 
To give him fair and knightly chance, 

1 would adventure forth my lance." — 
•• In battle-day," the King replied, 

" Nice tourney rules are set aside. 
—Still must the rebel dare our wrath? 
Set on him — Sweep him from our path ! " — 
And, at King Edward's signal, soon 
Oash'd from the ranks Sir Henry Boune. 

XV. 

Of Hereford's high blood he came, 
A race renown'd for knightly fame. 
He bum'd before his Monarch's eye 
To do some rteed Qi c\\\v?i\t>j. 
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He spurr'd his steed, he couch'd his lance, 
And darted on the Bruce at once. 
— As motionless as rocks, that bide 
The wrath of the advancing tide, [high, 
The Bruce stood fast. — Each breast beat 
And dazzled was each gazing eye — 
The heart had hardly time to think, 
The eyelid scarce had time to wink, 
While on the King, like flash of flame, 
Spurr'd to full speed the war-horse camel 
The partridge may the falcon mock. 
If that slight palfrey stand the shock — 
But, swerving from the Knight's career. 
Just as they met, Bruce shunn'd the spear. 
Onward the baffled warrior bore 
His course — ^but soon his course was o'erl — 
High in his stirrups stood the King, 
And gave his battle-axe the swing. 
Right on De Boune, the whiles he pass'd, 
Fell that stem dint— the first— the last I — 
Such strength upon the blow was put, 
The helmet crash' d Uke hazel-nut ; 
The axe-shaft, with its brazen clasp. 
Was shiver'd to the gauntlet grasp. 
Springs from the blow the startled horse, 
Drops to the plain the lifeless corse ; 
— First of that fatal field, how soon, 
How sudden, fell the fierce De Boune I 

XVI. 

One pitying glance the Monarch sped. 
Where on the field his foe lay dead ; 
Then gently tum'd his palfrey's head, 
And, pacing back his sober way. 
Slowly he gain'd his own array. 
There round their King the leaders crowd, 
And blame his recklessness aloud. 
That risk'd 'gainst each adventurous spear, 
A life so valued and so dear. — 
His broken weapon's shaft survey'd 
The King, and careless answer made, — 
'• My loss may pay my folly's tax ; 
I've broke my trusty battle-axe." 
'Twas then Fitz- Louis, bending low. 
Did Isabel's commission show ; 
Edith, disguised at distance stands, 
And hides her blushes with her hands. 
The Monarch's brow has changed its hue, 
Away the gory axe he threw, 
While to the seeming page he drew, 

Clearing war's terrors from his eye. 
Her hand with gentle ease he took. 
With such a kind protecting look, 

As to a weak and timid boy 
Might speak, that elder brother's care 
And elder brother's love was there. 

XVII. 

• • Fear not," he said, • ' young Amadine I " 
Then whisper'd— "Still that name be 
Fate plays her wonted fantasy, [thine. 
Kind Amadine, with thee and me, 



And sends thee here in doubtful hour. 
But soon we are beyond her power ; 
For on this chosen battle-plain, 
Victor or vanquish' d, I remain. 
Do thou to yonder hill repair ; 
The followers of our host are there. 
And all who may not weapons bear.— 
Fitz-Louis, have him in thy care. — 
Joyful we meet, if all go well ; 
If not, in Arran's holy cell 
Thou must take part with Isabel; 
For brave Lord Ronald, too, hath sworn, 
Not to regain the Maid of Lorn 
(The bliss on earth he covets most). 
Would he forsake his battle-post. 
Or shun the fortune that may fall 
To Bruce, to Scotland, and to all. — 
But, hark 1 some news these trumpets tell; 
Forgive my haste — farewell I — farewell i"— 
And in a lower voice he said, < [maid!" 
"Be of good cheer— farewell, sweet 

xvm. 
' ' What train of dust, with tnimpet-sound 
And glimmering spears, is wheeling round 
Our leftward flank?" — ^the Monarch cried, 
To Moray's Earl, who rode beside. 
" Lo 1 round thy station pass the foes I 
Randolph, thy wreath hath lost a rose." 
The Earl his visor closed, and said— 
"My wreath shall bloom, or life shall 

fade. — 
Follow, my household I ** — ^And they go 
Like lightning on the advancing foe. 
" My Liege," said noble Douglas then, 
" Earl Randolph has but one to ten: 
Let me go forth his band to aid 1"— 
— ' * Stir not. The error he hath made, 
Let him amend it as he may ; 
I will not weaken mine array." 
Then loudly rose the conflict-cry. 
And Douglas's brave heart swell'd high,— 
" My Liege," he said, "with patient ear 
I must not Moray's death-knell hear I"— 
* ' Then go— but speed thee back again."— 
Forth sprung the Douglas with has train : 
But, when they won a rising hill. 
He bade his followers hold them stilL— 
' ' See, see ! the routed Southern fly 1 
The Earl hath won the victory. 
Lo 1 where yon steeds run masterless. 
His banner towers above the press. 
Rein up ; our presence would impair 
The fame we come too late to share." 
Back to the host the Douglas rode, 
And soon glad tidings are abroad, 
That, Da)mcourt by stout Randolph slain. 
His followers fled with loosen'd rein.— 
That skirmish closed the busy day. 
And, couch'd in battle's prompt array, 
^ &ajch army on their weapons lay. 
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SIX. 

It was a nijj^ht of lovely Time, 

High rode in cloudless olue the moon, 

Demayet smiled beneath her ray ; 
Old Stirling's towers arose in light, 
And, twin^ in links of silver bright, 

Her winding river lay. 
Ah, gentle planet 1 other sight 
Shall greet thee next returning night. 
Of broken arms and banners tore, 
And marshes dark with human gore, 
And piles of slaughter'd men and horse, 
And Forth that floats the frequent corse. 
And many a wounded wretch to plain 
Beneath uiy silver light in vain 1 
But now, from England's host, the cry 
Thou hear'st of wassail revelry. 
While from the Scottish legions pass) 
The murmur'd prayer, the early mass ! — 
Here,{numbers had presumption given ; 
There, bands o'er-match'd sought aid from 
Heaven. 

XX. 
On Gillie's-hill, whose height commands 
The battle-field, fair Edith stands, 
With serf and page unfit for war. 
To eye the coimict from afar. 
1 with what doubtful agony 
She sees the dawning tint the sky ! — 
Now on the Ochils gleams the sun, 
And glistens now Demayet dun ; 

Is it the lark that carols shrill ? 
Is it the bittern's early hum ? 

No ! — distant, but increasing still. 

The trumpet's sound swells up the hill, 

With the deep murmur of the drum. 

Responsive from the Scottish host, 

Pipe-dang and bugle-sound were toss'd,* 

His breast and brow each soldier cross'd. 

And started from the ground ; 
Arm'd and array 'd for instant fight. 
Researcher, spearman, squire, and knight. 
And in the pomp of battle bright 

Hie dread battalia frown'd. 

XXI. 

Now onward, and in open view. 

The countless ranks of England drew, 

Dark rolling like the ocean-tide. 

When the rough west hath chafed his 

pride, 
And his deep roar sends challenge wide 

To all that bars his way I 
In front the gallant archers trode. 
The men-at-arms behind them rode. 
And midmost of the phalanx broad 

The Monarch held his sway. 
Beside him many a war-horse fumes, 
Aroimd him waves a sea of plumes. 
Where many a knight in battle known. 
And some who spurs had first braced on, 



And deem'd that fight should see them won. 

King Edward's bests obey. 
De Argentine attends his side, [pride, 
With stout De Valence, Pembroke's 
Selected champions from the train, 
To wait upon his bridle-rein. 
Upon the Scottish foe he gazed — 
— At once, before his sight amazed. 

Sunk banner, spear, and shield ; 
Each weapon-point is downward sent. 
Each warrior to the ground is bent. 
" The rebels, Argentine, repent ! 

For pardon they have kneel'd." — 
" Ay I — but they bend to other powers. 
And other pardon sue than ours I 
See where yon bare-foot Abbot stands. 
And blesses them with lifted hands I * 
Upon the spot where they have kneel'd. 
These men will die or win the field." — 
— • • Then prove we if they die or win 1 
Bid Gloster's Earl the fight begin." 

XXII. 
Earl Gilbert waved his truncheon high. 

Just as the Northern ranks arose. 
Signal for England's archery 

To halt and bend their bows. 
Then stepp'd each yeoman forth a pace. 
Glanced at the intervening space. 

And raised his left hand high ; 
To the right ear the cords they bring — 
— At once ten thousand bow-strings ring. 

Ten thousand arrows fly I 
Nor paused on the devoted Scot 
The ceaseless fury of their shot ; 

As fiercely and as fast. 
Forth whistling came the grey-goose wing 
As the wild hailstones pelt and ring 

Adown December's blast. 
Nor mountain targe of tough bull-hide. 
Nor lowland mail, that storm may bide ; 
Woe, woe to Scotland's banner'd pride. 

If the fell shower may last ! 
Upon the right, behind the wood. 
Each by his steed dismounted, stood 

The Scottish chivalry ; — 
With foot in stirrup, hand on mane, 
Fierce Edward Bruce can scarce restrain 
His own keen heart, his eager train. 
Until the archers gain'd the plain ; 

Then, '• Mount, ye gallants free !" 
He cried ; and, vaulting from the ground. 
His saddle every horseman found. 
On high their glittering crests they toss. 
As springs the wild-fire from the moss ; 
The shield hangs down on every breast. 
Each ready lance is in the rest, 

And loud shouts Edward Bruce — 
" Forth, Marshal ! on the peasant foe I 
We'll tame the terrors of their bow, 

And cut the bow-Sttmg\QO?fc\" * 
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XXIII. 

Then spurs were dashed in chargers' flanks, 
They rush'd among the archer ranks, 
No spears were there the shock to let, 
No stakes to turn the charge were set. 
And how shall yeoman's armour slight. 
Stand the long lance and mace of might ? 
Or what may their short swords avail, 
Gainst barbM horse and shirt of mail? 
Amid their ranks the chargers sprung, 
High o'er their heads the weapons 

swung, 
And shriek and groan and vengeful shout 
Give note of triumph and of rout I 
Awhile, with stubborn hardihood. 
Their English hearts the strife made good. 
Borne down at length on every side, 
Compell'd to flight, they scatter wide. — 
Let stags of Sherwood leap for glee. 
And boimd the deer of Dallom-Lee 1 
The broken bows of Bannock's shore 
Shall in the greenwood ring no more 1 
Round Wakefield's merry May-pole now, 
The maids may twine the summer bough, 
May northward look with longing glance, 
For those that wont to lead the dance, 
For the blithe archers look in vain I 
Broken, dispersed, in flight o'erta'en, 
Pierced through, trode down, by thousands 

slain, 
They cumber Bannock's bloody plain, 

xxnr. 
The King with scorn beheld their flight. 
• • Are these, " he said, • ' our yeomen wight? 
Each braggart churl could boast before, 
Twelve Scottish lives his baldric bore ! * 
Fitter to plunder chase or park. 
Than make a manly foe their mark. — 
Forward, each gentleman and knight I 
Let gentle blood show generous might. 
And chivalry redeem the fight I " 
To rightward of the wild affray. 
The field show'd fair and level way ; 

But, in mid-space, the Bruce's care 
Had bored the ground with many a pit. 
With turf and brushwood hidden yet, 

That form'd a ghastly snare. 
Rushing, ten thousand horsemen came. 
With spears in rest, and hearts on flame, 

That panted for the shock I 
With blazing crests and banners spread, 
And trumpet-clang and clamour dread, 
The wide plain thunder'd to their tread. 

As far as Stirling rock. 
Down ! down 1 in headlong overthrow. 
Horsemen and horse, the foremost go,* 

Wild floundering on the field ! 
The first are in destruction's gorge. 
Their followers wildly o'er them urge ; — 

The knightly helm and sh\e\d, 



The mail, the acton, and the spear, 
Strong hand, high heart, are useless herel 
Loud from the mass confused the cry 
Of dying warriors swells on high, 
And steeds that shriek in agony I* 
They came Uke mountain-torrent red. 
That thimders o'er its rocky bed ; 
They broke like that same torrent's wave 
When swallow'd by a darksome cave. 
Billows on billows burst and boil. 
Maintaining still the stem turmoil. 
And to their wild and tortured groan 
Each adds new terrors of his own 1 

XXV. 

Too strong in courage and in might 
Was England yet, to yield the fight. 

Her noblest all are here ; 
Names that to fear were never known. 
Bold Norfolk's Earl de Brotherton, 

And Oxford's famed De Vere. 
There Gloster plied the bloody sword. 
And Berkley, Grey, and Hereford, 

Bottetourt and Sanzavere, 
Ross, Montague, and Mauley, came. 
And Courtenay's pride, and Percy's fame- 
Names known too weU in Scotland's war, 
At Falkirk, Methven, and Dunbar, 
Blazed broader yet in after years, 
At Cressy red and fell Poitiers. 
Pembroke with these, and Argentine, 
Brought up the rearward batUe-line. 
With caution o'er the ground they tread, 
Slippery with blood and piled with dead, 
Till hand to hand in battle set. 
The bills with spears and axes met. 
And, closing dark on every side. 
Raged the full contest far and wide. 
Then was the. strength of Douglas tried, 
Then proved was Randolph's generous 

pride. 
And well did Stewart's actions grace 
The sire of Scotland's royal race 1 

Firmly they kept their ground ; 
As firmly England onward press'd. 
And down went many a noble crest, 
And rent was many a vahant breast, 

And Slaughter revell'd round. 

XXVI. 

Unflinching foot 'gainst foot was set, 
Unceasing blow by blow was met ; 

The groans of those who fell 
Were drown'd amid the shriller clang 
That from the blades and harness rangi 

And in the battle-yell. 
Yet fast they fell, unhesutl, forgot. 
Both Southern fierce and hardy Scot ; 
And 1 amid that waste of life. 
What various motives fired the strife I 
The aspiring Noble bled for £une, 
^T\\e Ptvtriot for his country's claim ; 
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This KDight his youthful strength to prove, 
And that to win his lady's love ; 
Some fought from ruffian thirst of blood, 
From habit some, or hardihood. 
But rufi&an stem, and soldier good. 

The noble and the slave. 
From various cause the same wild road, 
On the same bloody morning, trode, 

To that dark inn, the grave 1 

XXVII. 

The tug of strife to flag begins. 
Though neither loses yet, nor wins. 
High rides the sim, thick rolls the dust. 
And feebler speeds the blow and thrust. 
Douglas leans on his war-sword now. 
And Randolph wipes his bloody brow ; 
Nor less bad toil'd each Southern knight, 
From mom till mid-day in the fight. 
Strong Egremont for air must gasp, 
Beauidiamp undoes his visor-clasp. 
And Montague must quit his spear, 
And sinks thy falchion, bold De Vere 1 
The blows of Berkley fall less fast. 
And gsdlant Pembroke's bugle-blast 

Hath lost its lively tone ; 
Sinks, Argentine, thy battle-word, 
And Percy's shout was fainter heard, 

'* My merry-men, fight on 1" 

XXVIII. 

Bruce, with the pilot's wary eye. 
The slackening of the storm coiild spy. 
" One effort more, and Scotland's free I 
Lord of the Isles, my trust in thee 

Is firm as Ailsa Rock ; * [targe, 

Rush on with Highland sword and 
I with my Carrick spearmen charge ; 

Now, forward to the shock ! " 
At once the spears were forward thrown. 
Against the sun the broadswords shone ; 
The pil»x>ch lent its maddening tone. 
And loud King Robert's voice was 

known — 
" Carrick, press on — they fail, they fail ! 
* Press on, brave sons of Innisgail, 
The foe is fainting fast 1 
Each strike for parent, child, and wife, 
For Scotland, hberty, and life, — 
The battle cannot last 1 " 

XXIX. 

"Hie fresh and desperate onset bore 
llie foes three furlongs back and more, 
having their noblest in their gore. 

Alone, De Argentine 
Vet bears on high his red-cross shield, 
(gathers the relics of the field, 
Renews the ranks where they have reel'd, 

And still makes good the line, 
orief strife, but fierce, — ^his efforts raise 
A bright but momentary blaze. 



Fair Edith heard the Southern shout. 
Beheld them turning from the rout, 
Heard the wild call their tmmpets sent. 
In notes 'twixt triumph and lament. 
That rallying force, combined anew, 
Appear'd in her distracted view 

'To hem the Islesmen round : 
" O God I the combat they renew, 

And is no rescue found I 
And ye that look thus tamely on, 
And see your native land o'erthrown, 
O I are your hearts of flesh or stone?" 

XXX. 

The multitude that watch'd afar. 
Rejected from the ranks of war, 
Had not immoved beheld the fight, [right ; 
When strove the Bruce for Scotland's 
Each heart had caught the patriot spark. 
Old man and stripling, priest and clerk, 
Bondsman and serf ; even female hand 
Stretch'd to the hatchet or the brand ; 
But, when mute Amadine they heard 
Give to their zeal his signal-word, 

A frenzy fired the throng ; — 
" Portents and miracles impeach 
Our sloth — ^the dumb our duties teach — 
And he that gives the mute his speech. 
Can bid the weak be strong. 
To us, as to our lords, are given 
A native earth, a promised heaven ; 
To us, as to our lords, belongs 
The vengeance for our nation's wrongs ; 
The choice, 'twixt death or freedom, warms 
Our breasts as theirs — ^To arms! to arms ! " 
To arms they flew, — axe, club, or spear, — 
And mimic ensigns high they rear,* 
And, like a banner' d host afar. 
Bear down on England's wearied war. 

XXXI. 
Already scatter'd o'er the plain. 
Reproof, command, and counsel vain. 
The rearward squadrons fled amain. 

Or made but doubtful stay ; — 
But when they mark'd the seeming show 
Of fresh and fierce and marshall'd foe. 
The boldest broke array. — 

give their hapless prince his due I 
In vain the royal Edward threw 

His person 'mid the spears. 
Cried, " Fight I" to terror and despair. 
Menaced, and wept, and tore his hair. 

And cursed their caitiff fears ; 
Till Pembroke turn'd his bridle rein, 
And forced him from the fatal plain. 
With them rode Argentine, until 
They gain'd the summit of the hill. 

But quitted there the train : — 
" In yonder field a gage I left, — 

1 must not live of fame b^xe.^X\ 

I needs must tuxu ag;aJ\iu 
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Speed hence, my Lj^e, for on your trace 
The fiery Douglas takes the chase, 

I know his banner welL 
God send my Sovereign joy and bliss. 
And many a happier field than this 1 — 

Once more, my Liege, farewell 1 " 

XXXII. 

Again he faced the battle-field, — 
"Wildly they fly,, are slain, or vield. [spear, 
**Now then," he said, and couch'd his 
" My course is run, the goal is near ; 
One effort more, one brave career. 

Must close this race of mine." 
Then in his stirrups rising high. 
He shouted loud his batUe-cry— 

*' Saint James for Argentine 1" 
And, of the bold pursuers, four 
The gallant knif ht from saddle bore ; 
But not unharm d— a lance's point 
Has found his breastplate's loosen'd joint, 

An axe has razed his crest ; 
Yet still on Colonsay's fierce lord. 
Who press'd the chase with gory sword. 

He rode with spear in rest. 
And through his bloody tartans bored. 

And through his gallant breast. 
Nail'd to the earth, the mountaineer 
Yet writhed him up against the spear. 

And swung his broadsword round 1 
— Stirrup, steel-boot, and cuish gave way, 
Beneath that blow's tremendous sway. 

The blood gush'd from the wound ; 
And the grim Lord of Colonsay 

Hath turn'd him on the ground. 
And laugh'd in death-pang, that his blade 
The mortal thrust so well repaid. 

XXXIII. 

Now toil'd the Bruce, the battle done. 
To use his conquest boldly won ; 
And gave command for horse and spear 
To press the Southron's scatter 'd rear, 
Nor let his broken force combine, 
—When the war-cry of Argentine 

Fell faintly on his ear ; — 
*• Save, save his life,*' he cried, " O save 
The kind, the noble, and the brave 1 " 
The squadrons round free passage gave — 

The wounded knight drew near; 
He raised his red-cross shield no more, 
Helm, cuish, and breastplate stream'd 

with gore, 
Yet, as he saw the King advance. 
He strove even then to couch his lance— 

The effort was in vain I 
The spur-stroke fail'd to rouse the horse; 
Wounded and weary, in mid course 

He stumbled on the plain. 
Then foremost was the generous Bruce 
To raise his head, his helm to loose ;— 
"Lord £arl, the day is tkune \ 



My Sovereign's charge, and adverse £eite, 
Have made our meeting all too late: 

Yet this may Argentine, 
As boon from ancient comrade, crave—* 
A Christian's mass, a soldier's grave." 

XXXIV. 

Bruce press'd his dyiujg hand — ^its grasp 
Kindly replied ; but, in his clasp. 

It stiffen' d and grew cold — 
"And, O farewell 1" the victor cried. 
• ' Of chi valiy the flower and pride. 

The arm m battle bold. 
The courteous mien, the noble race. 
The stainless faith, the manly &ce 1 — 
Bid Ninian's convent light their shrine. 
For late-wake of De Argentine. 
O'er better knight on death-bier laid, 
Torch never gleam'd, nor mass was said 1 " 

XXXV. 

Not for De Argentine iQone, [shone. 

Through Ninian's chiurch these torches 
And rose the death-prayer's awful tone. 
That yellow lustre glimmer'd pale. 
On broken plate and bloodied mail. 
Rent crest and shatter'd coronet. 
Of Baron, Earl, and Banneret ; 
And the best names that England knew, 
Claim'd in the death-prater dismal due. 

Yet mourn not. Land of Fame 1 
Though ne'er the Leopards on thy shield 
Retreated from so sad a field, 

Since Norman William came. 
Oft may thine annals justly boast 
Of battles stem by Scotland lost ; 

Grudge not her victory, 
When for her freeborn rights she strove — 
Rights dear to all who freedom love. 

To none so dear as thee 1 

XXXVL 

Turn we to Bruce, whose curious ear 
Must from Fitz-Louis tidings hear ; 
With him, a hundred voices tell 
Of prodigy and miracle, 

*• For the mute page had spoke."— 
" Page I" said Fitz-Louis,—" rather say, 
An angel sent from realms of day, 

To burst the English yoke. 
I saw his plume and bonnet drop, 
When hurrying from the mountain-top; 
A lovely brow, dark locks that wave, 
To his bright eyes new lustre gave; 
A step as light upon the green. 
As if his pinions waved unseen 1"— 
"Spoke he with none?"—" With none- 
one word 
Burst when he saw the Island Lord, 
Returning from the battle-fidd."— 
, " What answer made the Chief?"— "He 
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Darst not look up, but mutter'd low, 
Some mingled soimds that none might 

know, 
And greeted him 'twixt joy and fear, 
As being of superior sphere." 

xxxvn. 
Even upon Bannock's bloody plain, 
Heap'd then with thousands of the slain, 
Mid victor monarch's musings high, 
Mirth laugh'd in good King Robert's 
•' And bore he such angelic air, [eye : — 
Such noble front, such vraving hair? 
Hath Ronald kneel'd to him ?" he said ; 
" Then must we call the church to aid — 
Our will be to the Abbot known. 
Ere these strange news are wider blown, 
To Cambuskenneth straight ye pass, 
And deck the church for solemn mass, 
To pay for high deliverance given, 
A nation's thanks to gracious Heaven. 
Let him array, besides, such state, 
As should on princes' nuptials wait. 
OuTself the cause, through fortune's spite. 
That once broke short that spousal rite, 
Ourself will grace, with early mom, 
The Bridal of the Maid of Lorn." 



CONCLUSION. 

Gro forth, my Song, upon thy venturous 

way ; [blame, 

Go boldly forth; nor yet thy master 
Who chose no patron for his humble lay, 
And graced thy numbers with no friendly 

name, [path to fame. 

Whose partial zeal might smooth thy 
There was — and O I how many sorrows 

crowd [claim 

Into these two brief words ! — there was a 
By generous friendship given — had fate 

allow'd, [the proud ! 

It well had bid thee rank the proudest of 

All angel now — ^yet little less than all. 
While still a pilgrim in our world belowl 
What 'vails it us that patience to recall. 
Which hid its own to soothe all other 

woe ; [glow 

What 'vails to tell, how Virtue's purest 
Shone yet more lovely in a form so fair; 
And, least of all, what 'vails the world 

should know, [thy hair, 

That one poor garland, twined to deck 

Is hung upon thy hearse, to droop and 

wither there i 



THE BRIDAL OF TRIERMAIN 
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PREFACE TO FIRST EDITION. 

In the Edinburgh Annual Rbgistbr for the year 1809, Three Fragments were inserted, 
written in imitation of Living Poets. It must have been apparent that, by these prolusions, 
nothing burlesque or disrespectful to the authors was intended, but that they were offered to 
the public as serious, though certainly very imperfect, imitations of that style of composition by 
which each of the writers is supposed to be distmguished. As these exercises attracted a greater 
degree of attention than the auUior anticipated, he has been induced to complete one of them, 
and present it as a separate publication. 

It is not in this place that an examination of the works of the master whom he has here 
adopted as his model can, with propriety, be introduced ; since his general acquiescence in the 
favourable suffrage of the public must necessarily be inferred from the attempt he has now made. 
He is induced, by the nature of his subject, to offer a few remarks on what has been called 
ROMANTIC POETKV ; the popularity of which has^ been revived in the present day, under the 
auspices, and by the unparallelled success, of one individual. 

The original purpose of poetry is either religious or historical, or, as must frequently happen, 
a mixture of both. To modem readers, the poems of Homer have many of the matures of put 
romance; but in the estimation of his contemporaries, they probably derived their chief value 
from their supposed historical authenticity. I1ie same may be generally said of the poetry of 
all early ages. The marvels and miracles which the poet blends with his song, do not exceed in 
number or extravagance the figments of the historians of the same j)eriod of society ; aod, 
indeed, the difference between poetry and prose, as the vehicles of historical truth, is always 
of late introduction. Poets, uncler various denominations of Bards, Scalds, Chroniclers, and so 
forth, are the first historians of all nations. Their intention is to relate the events diey have 
witnessed, or the traditions that have reached them ; and they clothe the relation in rhyme, 
merely as the means of rendering it more solemn in the narrative or more easily committed to 
memory. ^ But as the poetical historian improves in the art of conveying information, the 
authenticity of his narrative unavoidably declines. He is tempted to dilate and dwell upon the 
events that are interesting to his imagination, and, conscious how indifferent his audience is to 
the naked truth of his poem, his history gradually becomes a romance. 

It is in this situation that those epics are found which have been generally regarded the 
standards of poetry ; ^d it has happened, somewhat strangely, that the modems have pointed 
out^ as the characteristics and peculiar excellences of narrative poetry, the very circumstances 
which the authors themselves adopted, only because their art involved the duties of the his- 
torian as well as the poet. It cannot be believed, for example, that Homer selected the siege of 
Troy as the most appropriate subject for poetry ; his purpose was to write the early history of 
his country ; the event he has chosen, though not very fruitful in varied incident, nor perfectly 
well adapted for poetry, was, nevertheless, combined with traditionary and gen^ogtcal anec- 
dotes extremely interesting to those who were to listen to him ; and this he has adorned by the 
exertions of a genius which, if it has been equalled, has certainly never been surpa^ed. It vas 
not till comparatively a late period that the general accuracy of his narrative, or his purpose in 
composing it,^ was brought into question. Aoicei irpwro? [6 Avo^ayopas] (ica0a ^nfo-i OajSoptKOS 
tv namoSairfj 'loTopio) rhv 'Ofxripov iroirjo'ii' aire^vaaOcu civat irepl ap«T^ mu iucmoavv'^ 
But whatever theories mignt be framed bv speculative men, his work was of an historical, not of 
Ml allegorical nature. EvavriXXero fxcTa to>j litvrvu koa. oirov eicaarorc a^Mcoiro, fravra ra 
€mx<^pi<^ SiepurdrOt koX toropewv ciruv6d.v«T0* «VRbs ^« \uv tyv kqX vv'i#AT«vo.7cwrr«iv ypd/^<r9»> 
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Instead of recommending the choice of a subject similar to that of Homer, it was to be expected 
that critics ^ould have exhorted the poets of these latter days to adopt or invent a narrative in 
itself more susceptible of poetical ornament, and to avail themselves of that advantage in order to 
compensate, in some degree, the inferiority of genius. The contrary course has been inculcated 
by almost all the writers upon the Epop<eia ; with what success the fate of Homer's numerous 
imitators may best show. The ultintum suppiicium^ of criticism was inflicted on the author if 
he did not choose a subject which at once deprived him of all claim to originality, and placed 
him, if not in actual contest, at least in fatal comparison, with those giants m the land whom it 
was most his interest to avoid. The celebrated receipt for writing an epic poem, which appeared 
in The Guardian^ was the first instance in which common sense was applied to this department 
of poetry ; and, indeed^ if the question be considered on its own merits, we must be satisfied that 
narrative poetry, if strictl]^ coimned to the great occurrences of history, would be deprived of the 
individual interest which it is so well calculated to excite. 

Modem poets may therefore be pardoned in seeking simpler subjects of verse, more interest- 
ing in proportion to their simplicity. Two or three figures, well grouped, suit the artist better 
than a crowd, for whatever purpose assembled. For the same reason, a scene immediately pre- 
sented to the imagination, and directly brought home to the feelings, though involving the fate 
of but one or two persons, is more favourable for poetry than the political struggles and convul- 
sions which influence the fate of kingdoms. The former are within the reach and comprehension 
of all, and, if depicted with vigour, seldom fail to fix attention : the other, if more sublime, are 
more vague and distant, less capable of being distinctly understood, and infinitely less capable 
of exciting those sentiments which it is the very purpose of poetry to inspire. To generalise is 
always to destroy efliect.^ We would, for example, be more interested in the fate of an individual 
soldier in combat, than in the grand event of a p^eneral action ; with the happiness of two lovers 
raised fh>m misery and anxiety to peace and union, than with the successful exertions of a whole 
nation. From wnat caiises this may originate, is a separate and obviously an immaterial con- 
sideration. Before ascribing this peculiarity to causes decidedlv and odiously^ selfish, it is 
proper to recollect that, while men see only a limited space, and while their affections and con- 
duct are regulated, not by a^iring to an universal good, but by exerting their power of making 
themselves and others happ^ within the limited scale allotted to each individual, so long will 
individual history and individual virtue be the readier and more accessible road to general 
bterest and attention : and, perhaps, we may add that it is the more useful as well as the more 
accessible, inasmuch as it affords an example capable of being easily imitated. 

According to the author's idea of Romantic Poetry, as distinguished from Epic, the former 
comprehends a fictitious narrative, framed and combined at the pleasure of the writer ; beginnine 
and ending as he may judge best : which neither exacts nor refuses the use of supernatural 
machinery; which is free from the technical rules of the Epke; and is subject only to those 
which JB^IO^ sense, good taste, and good morals apply to every species of poetry without excep- 
ticHi. The date may be in a remote age, or in the present : the story may detail the adventures 
of a prince or of a peasant. In a word, the author is absolute master of his country and^ its 
mhabitants, and everything is permitted to him, excepting to be heavy or prosaic, for which, 
free and unembarrassed as he is, he has no manner of apology. Those, it is probable, will be 
found the peculiarities of this species of composition i and before joining the outcry against the 
vitiated taste that fosters and encourages it, the justice and grounds of it ought to be^ made 
perfectly apparent. If the want of sieges, and battles, and great military evolutions, in our 
poetry, is complained of, let us reflect that the campaigns and heroes of our days are perpetuated 
in a record that neither requires nor admits of the aid of fiction ; and if the complaint refers to 
the inferiority of our bards, let us pay a just tribute to their modesty, limiting them, as it does, 
to snlnects which, however indifferently treated^ have still the interest and charm of novelty, 
and which thus prevents them from addmg insipidity to their other more insuperable defects. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

I. 
Comb, Lucy ! while 'tis morning hour, 
The woodland brook we needs must 
pass ; 
So, ere the sun assume his power. 
We shelter in our poplar bower, 
Where dew lies long upon the flower, 

Though vanish'd from the velvet grass. 
Curbing the stream, this stony ridge 
May serve us for a sylvan bridge ; 
For here compell'd to disunite. 
Round petty isles the runnels glide, 
And chafing off their puny spite. 
The shallow murmurers waste their might, 
Yielding to footstep free and light 
A dry-shod pass from side to side. 

II. 

Nay, why this hesitating pause? 
And, Lucy, as thy step withdraws, 
Why sidelong eye the streamlet's brim? 

Titania's foot without a slip, 
Like thine, though timid, light, and slim. 

From stone to stone might safely trip. 

Nor risk the glow-worm clasp to dip 
That binds her slipper's silken rim. 
Or trust thy lover's strength : nor fear 

That this same stalwart arm of mine. 
Which could yon oak's prone tnmk uprear. 
Shall shrink beneath the burden dear 

Of form so slender, light, and fine — 
So, — now, the danger dared at last. 
Look back, and smile at perils past ! 

III. 
And now we reach the favourite glade. 

Paled in by copsewood, cliff, and stone. 
Where never harsher sounds invade. 

To break affection's whispering tone, 
Than the deep breeze that waves the shade, 

Than the small brooklet's feeble moan. 
Come 1 rest thee on thy wonted seat, 

Moss'd is the stone, the turf is green, 
A place where lovers best may meet. 

Who would that not their love be seen. 
The boughs, that dim the summer sky, 
ShAll bide us ^m each lurking spy, 



That fain would spread the invidious 
How Lucy of the lofty eye, [tale. 

Noble in birth, in fortunes high, 
She for whom lords and barons sigh. 

Meets her poor Arthur in the dale. 

IV. 

How deep that blush 1 — ^how deep that 
And why does Lucy shun mine eye ? [sigh 1 
Is it because that crimson draws 
Its colour from some secret cause. 
Some hidden movement of the breast. 
She would not that her Arthur guess'd? 
O 1 quicker far is lover's ken 
Than the duU glance of common men, 
And, by strange sympathy, can spell 
The thoughts the loved one will not tell 1 
And mine, in Lucy's blush ,saw met 
The hues of pleasure and regret ; 
Pride mingled in the sigh her voice, 
And shared with Love the crimson 
glow ; [choice, 

Well pleased that thou art Arthur's 
Yet shamed thine own is placed so 
low: 
Thou tum'st thy self-confessing cheek. 

As if to meet the breeze's cooling ; 
Then, Lucy, hear thy tutor speak, 
For Love, too, has his hours of 
schooling. 

V. 

Too oft my anxious eye has spied 
That secret grief thou fain wouldst hide, 
The passing pang of humbled pride ; 
Too oft, when through the splendid 
haU, 
The load-star of each heart and eye, 
My fair one leads the glittering ball. 
Will her stol'n glance on Arthur fall, 
With such a blush and such a sigh I 
Thou would'st not yield, for wealth or 
rank. 
The heart thy worth and beauty won, 
Nor leave me on this mossy bank. 

To meet a rival on a throne : 
Why, then, should vain repining rise, 
\ TbaX \o \b.^ lover fate denies 
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A nobler name, a wide domain, 
A Baron's birth, a menial train, 
Since Heaven assign'd him, for his part, 
A lyre, a flEdchion, and a heart ? 

VI. 

My sword — its master must be dimib ; 
But, when a soldier names my name, 
Approach, my Lucy 1 fearless come, 

Nor dread to hear of Arthur's shame. 
My heart — ^"mid all yon courtly crew. 

Of lordly rank and lofty line. 

Is there to love and honour true, 

That boasts a pulse so warm as mine ? 

They praised thy diamonds' lustre rare — 

Match'd with thine eyes, I thought it 

faded ; [hair— 

They praised the pearls that bound thy 

I only saw the locks they braided ; 
They talk'd of wealthy dower and land, 

And titles of high birth the token — 
I thought of Lucy s heart and hand. 

Nor knew the sense of what was spoken. 
And yet, if rank'd in Fortune's roll, 

I nughthaveleam'd their choice unwise. 
Who rate the dower above the soul. 
And Lucy's diamonds o'er her eyes. 

VII. 

My Ijrre — it is an idle toy. 
That borrows accents not its own, 

Like warbler of Colombian sky. 
That sings but in a mimic tone. 

Ne'er did it sound o'er sainted well. 

Nor boasts it aught of Border spell ; 
Its strings no feudal slogan pour. 
Its heroes draw no broad claymore ; 
No shouting dans applauses raise, 
Because it sung their father's praise ; 
On Scottish moor, or English down. 
It ne'er was graced by fair renown ; 
Nor won,— best meed to minstrel true, — 
One favouring smile from fair Buc- 

cleuch! 
By one poor streamlet sounds its tone. 
And heard by one dear maid alone. 

VIII. 

But, if thoubid'st, these tones shall tell 
Of errant knight, and damozelle ; 
Of the dread knot a Wizard tied, 
In punishment of maiden's pride. 
In notes of marvel and of fear, 
That best may charm romantic ear. 
For Lucy.loves,— like Collins, iU-starr'd 

name! 
Whose lay's requital was that tardy fame, 
Who bound no laurel round his living 
head, [dead,— 

Should hang it o'er his monument when 
For Lucy loves to tread enchanted strand. 
And thread, like him, the mace of fairy 
land; 



Of golden battlements to view the gleam, 
And slumber soft by some Elysian stream; 
Such lays she loves, — and, such my Lucy's 
choice, [voice ? 

What other song can clmm her Poet's 



CANTO FIRST. 

I. 
Where is the Maiden of mortal strain. 
That may match with the Baron of Trier* 

main? 
She must be lovely, and constant, and kind, 
Holy and pure, and humble of mind, 
Bhtne of cheer, and gentle of mood, 
Courteous, and generous, and noble of 
Lovely as the sun's first ray, [blood — 
When it breaks the clouds of an April day; 
Constant and true as the widow'd dove. 
Kind as a minstrel that sings of love ; 
Pure as the fountain in rocky cave. 
Where never sunbeam kiss'd the wave ; 
Humble as maiden that loves in vain. 
Holy as hermit's vesper strain ; 
Gentle as breeze that but whispers and 

dies, [its sighs ; 

Yet blithe as the light leaves that dance in 
Courteous as monarch the mom he is 

crown'd, [glad ground ; 

Generous as spring-dews that bless the 
Noble her blood as the currents that met 
In the veins of the noblest Plantagenet — 
Such must her form be, her mood, and 

her strain, [Triermain. 

That shall match with Sir Roland of 

II. 
Sir Roland de Vaux he hath laid him to 

sleep, [was deep. 

His blood it was fever'd, his breathing 
He had been pricking against the Scot, 
The foray was long, and the skirmish hot ; 
His dinted helm and his buckler's pUght 
Bore token of a stubborn fight. 

All in the castle must hold them still. 
Harpers must lull him to his rest. 
With the slow soft tunes he loves the best, 
Till sleep sink down upon his breast. 

Like the dew on a summer hill. 

III. 
It was the dawn of an autumn day; 
The sun was struggling with frost-fog grey, 
That like a silvery crape was spread 
Round Skiddaw's dim and distant head. 
And faintly gleam'd each painted pane 
Of the lordly halls of Triermain, 

When that Baron bold awoke. 
Starting he woke, and loudly did call. 
Rousing his menials in bowes oj^^lYka^ 

While basUly Yie s^oVe. 



264 



Scott's Poetical Works, 



[canto 



IV. 

•• Hearken, my minstrels ! Which of ye all 
Touch' d his harp with that dying faU, 

So sweet, so soft, so faint, 
It seem'd an angel's whisper'd call 

To an expiring saint ? 
And hearken, my merry-men ! What time 
or where 
Did she pass, that maid with her 
heavenly brow, 
With her look so sweet and her eyes so fair, 
And her graceful step and her angel air. 
And the eagle plume in her dark-brown 
hair, [now?" 

That pass'd from my bower e'en 

V. 

Answer'd him Richard de Bretville ; he 
Was chief of the Baron's minstrelsy, — 
••Silent, noble chieftain, we 

Have sat since midnight close, [sings. 
When such lulling sounds as the brooldet 
Murmur'd from our melting strings, 

And hush'd you to repose. 
Had a harp-note sounded here, 
It had caught my watchful ear, 
Although it fell as faint and shy 
As bashful maiden's half-formed sigh, 
When she thinks her lover near.' — 
Answer'd PhiUp of Fasthwaite tall, 
He kept guard in the outer hall, — 
•* Since at eve our watch took post. 
Not a foot has thy portal cross'd ; 

Else had I heard the steps, though low 
And light they fell, as when earth receives. 
In morn of frost, the wither'd leaves. 

That drop when no winds blow." — 

VI. 

••Then come thou hither, Henry, my page. 
Whom I savedfrom the sack of Hermitage, 
When that dark castle, tower, and spire, 
Rose to the skies a pile of fire, 

And redden'd all the Nine-stane Hill, 
And the shrieks of death, that wildly broke 
Through devouring flame and smothering 
smoke. 

Made the warrior's heart-blood chiU. 
The trustiest thou of all my train. 
My fleetest courser thou must rein, 

And ride to Lyulph's tower. 
And from the Baron of Triermain 

Greet well that sage of power. 
He is spnmg from Druid sires. 
And British bards that timed their lyres 
To Arthur's and Pendragon's praise. 
And his who sleeps at Dunmailraise. 
Gifted like his gifted race. 
He the characters can trace. 
Graven deep in elder time 
Upon Helvellyn's cliffs subUme; 



Sign and sigil well doth he know. 
And can bode of weal and woe. 
Of kingdoms' Ml and &te of wars. 
From mystic dreams and course of stars. 
He shall tell if middle earth 
To that enchanting shape gave birth. 
Or if 'twas but an airy thing. 
Such as fantastic slumbers bring. 
Framed from the. rainbow's varying dyes, 
Or foding tints of western skies. 
For, by the Blessed Rood I swear. 
If that £Eur form breathe vital air. 
No other maiden l^ my side 
Shall ever rest De Vauz's bride !" 

VIL 

The faithful Page he mounts his steed. 
And soon he cross'd green Irthing's mead, 
Dash'd o'er Kirkos^d's verdant pliun. 
And Eden barr'd his course in vain. 
He pass'd red Penrith's Table Round,* 
For feats of chivalry renown'd. 
Left Maybuigh's mound and stones of 
By Druids raised in magic hour, [power,* 
And traced the Eamont's winding way. 
Till Ulfo's lake beneath him lay. 

VIII. 

Onward he rode, the pathway still 
Winding betwixt the lake and hUl ; 
Till, on the fragment of a rock. 
Struck from its base by lightning shock. 

He saw the hoary Sage : 
The silver moss and Uchen twined. 
With fern and deer-hair c^eck'd and lined, 

A cushion fit for age ; 
And o'er him shook the aspen-tree, 
A restless rustling canopy. 
Then sprung youbg Henry from his selle» 

And greeted Lyulph grave. 
And then his master's tale did tell. 

And then for counsel crave. 
The Man of Years mused long and deep, 
Of time's lost treasures taking keep. 
And then, as rousing from a sleep. 

His solenm answer gave. 
IX. 
" That maid is bom of middle earth. 

And may of man be won. 
Though there have glided since her birth 

Five hundred years and one. 
But Where's the Knight in all the north, 
That dare the adventure follow forth. 
So perilous to knightly worth. 

In the valley of Saint John? 
Listen, youth, to what J tdl. 
And bind it on thy memory well ; 
Nor muse that I commence the rhyme 
Far distant 'mid the wrecks of time. 



* An asterisk tn these pages signifies that s 
note upon the passage is to he found at theeoa 
of the volume. 
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The mystic tale, by bard and sage, 
Is handed down from Merlin's age. 

X. 

LYULPH'S TALE. 

" King Arthur has ridden from merry 
When Pentecost was o'er: [Carlisle 
He joumey'd like errant-knight the while, 
And s¥reetly the summer sun did smile 

On mountain, moss, and moor. 
Above his solitary track 
Rose Glaramara's ridgy back. 
Amid whose yawning gulfs the sun 
Cast umbered radiance red and dun, 
Though never sunbeam could discern 
The suriace of that sable tarn, 
In whose black mirror you may spy 
The stars, while noontide lights the sky. 
The gallant King he skirted still 
The margin of that mighty hill ; 
Rode upon rocks incumb^t hung, 
And torrents, down the gullies flung, 
Join'd the rude river that brawl' d on. 
Recoiling now from crag and stone. 
Now diving deep from human ken, 
And raving down its darksome glen. 
The Monarch judged this desert wild, 
With such romantic ruin piled. 
Was theatre by Nature's hand 
Fw £eat of high achievement plann'd. 

XI. 

" rather he chose, that Monarch bold. 

On vent'rous quest to ride. 
In plate and mail, by wood and wold, 
^^, with ermine trapp'd and cloth of 

In princely bower to bide ; [gold, 
The bursting crash of a foeman's spear 

As it shivered against his mail, 
Was merrier music to his ear 

Than courtier's whisper'd tale ; 
And the dash of Calibum more dear. 

When on the hostile casque it rung, 
Than all the lays 
To their monarch's praise 
That the harpers of R^ed simg. 
^ loved better to rest by wood or river, 
*nan in bower of his bride. Dame 

Guenever, 
*or he left that lady, so lovely of cheer, 
JO follow adventures of danger and fear ; 
And the frank-hearted Monarch full httle 

did wot, [Lancelot, 

^nat she smiled, in his absence, on brave 

XII. 

JHe rode, till over down and dell 
The shade more broad and deeper fell ; 
And though around the mountain's head 
^wd streams of purple, and gold, and 
^^ at the base, unblest by beam, [red, 
'lown'd the black rocks, and roar'd the 
stream. 



With toil the King his way pursued 
By lonely Threlkeld's waste and wood. 
Till on his course obliquely shone 
The narrow valley of Saint John, 
Down sloping to the western sky. 
Where lingering sunbeams love to lie. 
Right glad to feel those beams again. 
The King drew up his charger's rein ; 
With gaimtlet raised he screen'd his sight, 
As dazzled with the level light. 
And, from beneath his glove of mail, 
Scann'd at his ease the lovely vale, 
While 'gainst the sun his armour bright 
Gleam'd ruddy like the beacon's light. 

XIII. 
" Paled in by many a lofty hill. 
The narrow dale lay smooth and still, 
And, down its verdant bosom led, 
A winding brooklet found its bed. 
But, midmost of the vale, a mound 
Arose vrith airy turrets crown'd. 
Buttress, and rampire's circling bound. 

And mighty keep and tower ; 
Seem'd some primeval giant's hand 
The castle's massive walls had plann'd, 
A ponderous bulwark to withstand 

Ambitious Nimrod's power. 
Above the moated entrance slung, 
The balanced drawbridge trembling hung. 

As jealous of a foe ; 
Wicket of oak, as iron hard, 
With iron studded, clench'd, and barr'd, 
And prong'd portcullis, join'd to guard 

The gloomy pass below. 
But the grey walls no banners crown'd. 
Upon the watch-tower's airy round 
No Mrarder stood his horn to sound, 
No guard beside the bridge was found. 
And, where the Gothic gateway frovim'd, 

Glanced neither bill nor bow. 

XIV. 
" Beneath the castle's gloomy pride 
In ample round did Arthur ride 
Three times ; nor living thing he spied. 

Nor heard a Uving sound. 
Save that, awakening from her dream. 
The owlet now began to scream, 
In concert with the rushing stream, 

That wash'd the battled mound. 
He lighted from his goodly steed, [mead; 
And he left him to graze on bank and 
And slowly he climb'd the narrow way, 
I'hat reach'd the entrance grim and grey, 
And he stood the outward arch below. 
And his bugle-horn prepared to blow, 

In summons blithe and bold, 
Deeming to rouse from iron sleep 
The guardian of this dismal Keep, 

Which well be gaess'^>ii'&\ka\^. 
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Of wizard stem, or goblin grim. 
Or pagan of gigantic limb, 
The tyrant of the wold. 

XV. 

"The ivory bugle's golden tip 

Twice touch'd the Monarch's manly lip, 

And twice his hand withdrew. 
— ^Think not but Arthur's heart was good I 
His shield was cross'd by the blessed rood. 
Had a pagan host before him stood. 

He had charged them through and 
through ; 
Yet the silence of that ancient place 
Sunk on his heart, and he paused a space 

Ere yet his horn he blew. 
But, instant as its 'larum rung. 
The castle gate was open flung. 
Portcullis rose with crashing groan 
Full harshly up its groove of stone ; 
The balance-beams obey'd the blast, 
And down the trembling drawbridge cast ; 
The vaulted arch before him lay, 
With nought to bar the gloomy way. 
And onward Arthur paced, with hand 
On Calibum's resistless brand. 

XVI. 
"A hundred torches, flashing bright, 
Dispell'd at once the gloomy night 

That lour'd along the walls, 
And show'd the King's astonish'd sight 

The inmates of the halls. 
Nor wizard stem, nor goblin grim. 
Nor giant huge of form and limb. 

Nor heathen knight, was there ; 
But the cressets, which odours flung aloft, 
Show'd by their yellow light and soft, 

A band of damsels fair. 
Onward they came, like summer wave 

That dances to the shore ; 
An hundred voices welcome gave. 

And welcome o'er and o'er ! 
An hundred lovely hands assail 
The bucklers of the Monarch's mail. 
And busy labour'd to unhasp 
Rivet of steel and iron clasp. 
One wrapp'd him in a mantle fair, 
And one flung odours on his hair ; 
His short curl'd ringlets one smooth'd 

down. 
One wreathed them with a myrtle crown. 
A bride upon her wedding-day. 
Was tended ne'er by troop so gay, 

XVII. 
•' Loud laugh'd they all,— the King, in 

vain, 
With questions task'd the giddy train ; 
Let him entreat, or crave, or call, 
'Twas one reply,— loud laugh'd they all. 
Then o'er him mimic chains they fling. 
Framed of the fairest flowers oi spnug. 



While some their gentle force unite. 
Onward to drag the wondering knight ; 
Some, bolder, urge bis pace with blows, 
Dealt with the lily or the rose. 
Behind him were in triumph tx>me 
The warlike arms he late had worn. 
Four of the train combined to rear 
The terrors of Tintadgel's spear ; 
Two, laughing at their lack of strength, 
Dragg'd Caliburo in cumbrous length ; 
One, while she aped a martial stride. 
Placed on her brows the helmet's pride ; 
Then soream'd, 'twixt laughter and sur- 
prise, 
To feel its depth o'erwhelm her eyes. 
With revel-shout, and triumph-song. 
Thus gaily march'd the giddy throng. 

XVIII. 

"Through many a gallery and hall 
They led, I ween, their royal thrall ; 
At length, beneath a fair arcade 
Their march and song at once they staid« 
The eldest maiden of the band 

(The lovely maid was scarce eighteen) 
Raised, with imposing air, her hand, 
And reverent silence did command, 

On entrance of their Queen, 
And they were mute. — But as a glance 
They steal on Arthur's coimtenance, 

Bewilder'd with surprise, 
Their smother'd mirth again 'gan speak. 
In archly dimpled chin and cheek, 

And laughter-Ughted eyes. 

XIX. 

" The attributes of those high days 
Now only live in minstrel-lays ; 
For Nature, now exhausted, still 
Was then profuse of good and ill. 
Strength was gigantic, valour high, 
And wisdom soar'd beyond the sky, 
And beauty had such matchless beam 
As lights not now a lover's dream. 
Yet e'en in that romantic age, [seen, 

Ne'er were such charms by mortal 
As Arthur's dazzled eyes engage, 
When forth on that enchanted stage, 
With glittering train of maid and page, 

Advanced the castle's Queen 1 
While up the hall she slowly pass'd, 
Her dark eye on the King ^e cast, 

That flash'd expression strong ; 
The longer dwelt that lingering look, 
Her cheek the livelier colour took. 
And scarce the shame-faced King could 
brook 

The gaze that lasted long. 
A sage, who had that look espied. 
Where kindling passion strove with pride, 
\ Had whispered, 'Prince, bewarel 
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From the chafed tiger rend the prey, 
Rush on the lion when at bay, 
Bar the fell dragon's blighted way. 
But shun that lovely snare 1 ' 

XX. 

" At once that inward strife suppress'd, 
The dame approach'd her warlike guest, 
With greeting in that fair degree. 
Where female pride and courtesy 
Are blended with such passing art 
As awes at once and charms the heart. 
A courtly welcome first she gave, 
Then of his goodness 'gan to crave 

Construction fair and true 
Of her light maidens' idle mirth, 
Who drw from lonely glens their birth. 
Nor knew to pay to stranger worth 

And dignity their due ; 
And then she pray'd that he would rest 
That night her castle's honour' d guest. 
The Monarch meetly thanks express'd ; 
The banquet rose at her behest, 
With lay and tale, and laugh and jest. 
Apace the evening flew. 

XXI. 

"The Lady sate the Monarch by. 
Now in her turn abash'd and shy. 
And with indifference seem'd to hear 
The toys he whisper' d in her ear. 
Her bluing modest was and fair. 
Yet shadows of constraint were there. 
That show'd an over-cautious care 
Some inward thought to hide ; 
Oft did she pause in full reply, 
And oft cast down her large dark eye, 
Oft check'd the soft voluptuous sigh 
That heaved her bosom's pride. 
S%ht symptoms these, but shepherds 

know 
How hot the mid-day sun shall glow. 

From the mist of rooming sky ; 
And so the wily Monarch guess'd 
That this assumed restraint express'd 
More ardent passions in the breast 

Than ventured to the eye. 
poser he press'd, while beakers rang, 
While maidens laugh' d and minstrels 
sang. 
Still closer to her ear — 
But why pursue the common tale? 
Or wherefore show how knights prevail 

When ladies dare to hear ? 
Or wherefore trace from what slight 

cause 
Its source one tyrant passion draws. 

Till, mastering all within, 
"Where lives the man that has not tried, 
How mirth can into folly glide, 
And foUy into sin ?'^ 



CANTO SECOND. 
I. 
lyulph's tale, continued. 
"Another day, another day, 
And yet another, glides away ! 
The Saxon stem, the pagan Dane, 
Maraud on Britain's shores again. 
Arthur, of Christendom the flower, 
Lies loitering in a lady's bower ; 
The horn, that foemen wont to fear, 
Sounds but to wake the Cumbrian deer. 
And Calibum, the British pride. 
Hangs useless by a lover's side. 

II. 
** Another day, another day, 
And yet another, glides away ! 
Heroic plans in pleasure drown' d, 
He thinks not of the Table Round ; 
In lawless love dissolved his life. 
He thinks not of his beauteous wife : 
Better he loves to snatch a flower 
From bosom of his paramour, 
Than from a Saxon knight to wrest 
The honours of his heathen crest ! 
Better to wreathe, 'mid tresses brown. 
The heron's plume her hawk struck down. 
Than o'er the altar give to flow 
The banners of a Paynim foe. 
Thus, week by week, and day by day, 
His life inglorious glides away : 
But she, that soothes his dream, with fear 
Beholds his hour of waking near 1 

III. 
•• Much force have mortal charms to stay 
Our peace in Virtue's toilsome way ; 
But Guendolen's might far outshine 
Each maid of merely mortal line. 
Her mother was of human birth, 
Her sire a Genie of the earth. 
In days of old deem'd to preside 
O'er lovers' wiles and beauty's pride, 
By youths and virgins worshipp'd long, 
With festive dance and choral song. 
Till, when the cross to Britain came, 
On heathen altars died the flame. 
Now, deep in Wastdale solitude. 
The downfall of his rights he rued. 
And, born of his resentment heir. 
He train'd to gjuile that lady fair. 
To sink in slothful sin and shame 
The champions of the Christian name. 
Well skill'd to keep vain thoughts alive, 
And all to promise, nought to give, — 
The timid youth had hope in store. 
The bold and pressing gain'd no more. 
As wilder' d children leave their home. 
After the rainbow's arch to roam. 
Her lovers barter'd fair est^eisv^ 
Faith, fame, and\ioiio\3X, lot «.^2c«axsi» 
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IV. 

*• Her sire's soft arts the soul to tame 
She practised thus — till Arthur came ; 
Then, frail humanity had part, 
And all the mother claim'd her heart. 
Forgot each rule her father gave, 
Sunk from a princess to a slave, 
Too late must Guendolen deplore, 
He, that has all, can hope no more 1 
Now must she see her lover strain 
At every turn her feeble chain ; 
Watch, to new-bind each knot, and shrink 
To view each fast-decaying link. 
Art she invokes to Nature's aid, 
Her vest to zone, her locks to braid ; 
Each varied pleasure heard her call. 
The feast, the tourney, and the ball : 
Her storied lore she next applies, 
Taxing her mind to aid her eyes ; 
Now more than mortal wise, and then 
In female softness sunk again ; 
Now, raptured, with each wish compljring, 
With feign'd reluctance now denying ; 
Each charm she varied, to retain 
A varying heart — and all in vain ! 

V. 
••Thus in the garden's narrow bound, 
Flank'd by some castle's Gothic round, 
Fain would the artist's skill provide, 
The limits of his realms to hide. 
The walks in labyrinths he twines. 
Shade after shade with skill combines. 
With many a varied flowery knot, 
And copse, and arbour, decks the spot. 
Tempting the hasty foot to stay. 
And linger on the lovely way-^— 
Vain art I vain hope I 'tis fruitless all I 
At length we reach the bounding wall, 
And, sick of flower and trim-dress'd tree. 
Long for rough glades and forest free. 

VI. 

" Threesummermonths had scantly flown, 
When Arthur, in embarrass'd tone. 
Spoke of his liegemen and his throne ; 
Said, all too long had been his stay. 
And duties, which a Monarch sway. 
Duties, unknown to humbler men. 
Must tear her knight from Guendolen.— 
She listen'd silently the while. 
Her mood express d in bitter smile ; 
Beneath her eye must Arthur quail. 
And oft resume the unfinish'd tale, 
Confessing, by his downcast eye, 
The wrong he sought to justify. 
He ceased. A moment mute she gazed, 
And then her looks to heaven she raised ; 
One palm her temples veil'd, to hide 
The tear that sprung in spite of pride I 
The other for an instant press'd 
The foldings of her silken vest \ 



VII. 
"At her reproachful sign and look. 
The hint the Monarch's conscience took. 
Eager he spoke — ' No, lady, no I 
Deem not of British Arthur so. 
Nor think he can deserter prove 
To the dear pledge of mutual love. 
I swear by sceptre and by sword, 
As belted knight and Britain's lord, 
That if a boy shall claim my care. 
That boy is bom a kingdom's heir ; 
But, if a maiden Fate allows. 
To choose that maid a fitting spouse, 
A summer-day in lists shall strive 
My knights, — the bravestlmights alive,— 
And he, the best and bravest tried, 
Shall Arthur's daughter claim for bride- 
He spoke, with voice resolved and high— 
The lady deign'd him not reply. 

VIII. 

"At dawn of mom, ere on the brake 
His matins did a warbler make, 
Or stirr'd his wing to brush away 
A single dew-drop from the spray, 
Ere yet a sunbeam, through the mist, 
The castle-battlements had kiss'd, 
The gates revolve, the drawbridge falls, 
And Arthur sallies from the walU. 
DofiTd his soft garb of Persia's loom, 
And steel from spur to helmet-plume, 
His Libyan steed full proudly trode. 
And joyful neigh'd beneath his load. 
The Monarch gave a passing sigh 
To penitence and pleasures by. 
When, lo 1 to his astonish' d ken 
Appear'd the form of Guendolen. 

IX. 

" Beyond the outmost wall she stood, 
Attired like huntress of the wood: 
Sandall'd her feet, her ankles iKue, 
And eagle-plumage deck'd her hair ; 
Firm was her look, her bearing bold, 
And in her hand a cup of gold, 
'Thougoesti' she said, ' and ne'er again 
Must we two meet, in joy or pain. 
Full fain would I this hour delay, [stay? 
Though weak the wish — ^yet, wilt thou 
—No 1 thou look'st forwanl. Still at- 
tend, — 
Part we like lover and like fiiend.' 
She raised the cup — * Not this the juice 
The sluggish vines of earth produce; 
Pledge we, at parting, in the draught 
Which Genii love ! ' — she said, and qoafTd; 
And strange unwonted lustres fly 
From her flush'd cheek and sparkling e]re. 

z. 

" The courteous Monarch bent him low, 
^ ^xid, stooping down fix>m saddlebov, 
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the cup, in act to drink, 
3 escap'd the goblet's brink — 
e as liquid fire from hell, 
the charger^s neck it fell. 
Ding with agony and fright, 
Ited twenty feet upright — 
peasant still can show the dint, 
i his hoofs Hghted on the flint. — 
Arthm^s hand the goblet flew, 
ring a shower of fiery dew,* 
>am'd and blighted where it fell 1 
antic steed rush'd up the dell, 
istles from the bow the reed ; 
it nor rein could check his speed, 
ntil he gain'd the hill ; 
breath and sinew fail'd apace, 
eeling from the desperate race, 
e stood, exhausted, still. 
[onarch, breathless and amazed, 

on the fatal castle gazed 

»wer nor donjon could he spy, 
ning against the morning sky ; 
n the spot where once they frown'd, 
nely streamlet brawl' d around 
3d knoll, where dimly shone 
lents of rocks and riued stone. 
g on this strange hap the while, 
ijng wends back to fair Carlisle : 
ares, that cumber royal sway, 
memory of the past away. 

XI. 
fifteen years, and more, were sped, 
brought new wreaths to Arthur's 
head. 

B bloody fields, with glory fought, 
uons to subjection brought : 
n, the mighty giant, slain 
good brand, relieved Bretagne : 
ictish Gillamore in fight, 
.oman Lucius, own'd his might ; 
ride were through the world re- 
ories of his Table Round, [nown'd 
night who sought adventurous fame, 
I bold court of Britain came ; 
[1 who sufler'd causeless wrong, 
tyrant proud, or faitour strong, 
t Arthur's presence to complain, 
icre for aid implored in vain. 

XII. 

his the King, with pomp and pride, 
olemn court at Whitsuntide, 
id summon'd Prince and Peer, 
o owed homage for their land, 

> craved knighthood from his hand, 

> had succoiu* to demand, 
) come from far and near. 

ti high tide were glee and game 
id with feats of martial fame, 
iny a stranger champion came, 
lists to br^k a spear; 



And not a knight of Arthur's host, 
Save that he trode some foreign coast. 
But at this feast of Pentecost 

Before him must appear. 
Ah, Minstrels I when the Table Roimd 
Arose, with all its warriors crown'd, 
There was a theme for bards to sound 

In triumph to their string I 
Five hundred years are past and gone, 
But Time shall draw his djring groan. 
Ere he behold the British throne 

Begirt with such a ring 1 

XIII. 

•• The heralds named the appointed spot. 
As Caerleon or Camelot, 

Or Carlisle fair and free. 
At Penrith, now, the feast was set. 
And in fair Eamont's vale were met 

The flower of Chivalry. 
There Galad sate with manly grace. 
Yet maiden meekness in his face ; 
There Morolt of the iron mace. 

And love-lorn Trisirem there : * 
And Dinadam with lively glance. 
And Lanval with the fairy lance. 
And Mordred with his look askance, 

Brunor and Bevidere. 
Why should I tell of numbers more? 
Sir Cay, Sir Banier, and Sir Bore, 

Sir Carodac the keen. 
The gentle Gawain's courteous lore, 
Hector de Mares and Pellinore, 
And Lancelot, that ever more 

Look'd stol'n-wise on the Queen. 

XIV. 

" When wine and mirth did most abound. 
And harpers play'd their blithest round, 
A shrilly trumpet shook the ground. 

And marshals clear'd the ring. 
A maiden, on a palfrey white, 
Heading a band of damsels bright. 
Paced through the circle, to alight 

And kneel before the King. 
Arthur, with strong emotion, saw 
Her graceful boldness check'd by awe. 
Her dress, like huntress of the wold. 
Her bow and baldric trapp'd with gold, 
Her sandall'd feet, her ankles bare, 
And the eagle-plume that deck'd her hair. 

Graceful her veil she backward flung 

The King, as from his seat he sprung, 

Almost cried, • Guendolen 1 ' 
But 'twas a face more frank and wild, 
Betvrixt the woman and the child, 
Where less of magic beauty smiled 

Than of the race of men ; 
And in the forehead's haughty grace. 
The lines of Britain's royal race. 
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XV. 

" Faltering, yet gracefully, she said — 
' Great Prince 1 behold an orphan maid, 
In her departed mother's name, 
A father's vow'd protection claim! 
The vow was sworn in desert lone, 
In the deep valley of Saint John.' 
At once the King the suppbant raised, 
And kiss'd her brow, her beauty praised ; 
His vow, he said, should well be kept, 
Ere in the sea the sun was dipp'd, — 
Then, conscious, glanced upon his queen ; 
But she, unruffled at the scene 
Of human frailty, construed mild, 
Look'd upon Lancelot and smiled. 

XVI. 

•• • Up 1 up 1 each knight of gallant crest, 

Take buckler, spear, and brand ! 
He that to-day shall bear him best. 

Shall win my Gyneth's hand. 
And Arthur's daughter, when a bride, 

Shall bring a noble dower ; 
Both fair Strath-Clyde and Reged wide. 

And Carlisle town and tower.' 
Then might you hear each valiant knight. 

To page and squire that cried, [wight 1 
• Bring my armour bright, and my courser 
'Tis not each day that a warrior's might 

May win a royal bride.' 
Then cloaks and caps of maintenance 

In haste aside they fling ; 
The helmets glance, and gleams the lance. 

And the steel-weaved hauberks ring. 
Small care had they of their peaceful array. 

They might gather it that wolde ; 
For brake and bramble glitter'd gay. 

With pearls and cloth of gold. 
XVII. 

"Within trumpet sound of the Table 

Were fifty champions free, [Round 
And they all arise to fight that prize, — 

They all arise but three. 
Nor love's fond troth, nor wedlock's oath. 

One gallant could withhold, 
For priests will allow of a broken vow. 

For penance or for gold. 
But sigh and glance from ladies bright 

Among the troop were thrown. 
To plead their right, and true-love plight. 

And 'plain of honour flown. 
The knights they busied them so fast. 

With budding spur and belt. 
That sigh and look, by ladies cast, 

Were neither seen nor felt. 
From pleading or upbraiding glance. 

Each gallant turns aside, 
And only thought, * If speeds my lance, 

A queen becomes my bride 1 
She has fair Strath-Clyde, and Reged 
And Carlisle tower and towu; \yr\de, 



She is the loveliest maid, beside* 

That ever heir'd a crown.' 
So in haste their coursers they bestride, 

And strike their visors down. 
XVIII. 
"The champions, arm'd in martial sort, 

Have throng'd into the list. 
And but three knights of Arthur's court 

Are from the tourney miss'd. 
And still these lovers' fame survives 

For faith so constant shown, — 
There were two who loved their neigh- 
bour's wives. 

And one who loved his own. 
The first was Lancelot de Lac, 

The second Tristrem bold. 
The third was valiant Carodac, 

Who won the cup of gold. 
What time, of all King Arthur's crew 

(Thereof came jeer and laugh). 
He, as the mate of lady true, , 

Alone the cup could quaff. 
Though envy's tongue would fain surmise, 

That but for very shame. 
Sir Carodac, to fight that prize. 

Had given both cup and dame ; 
Yet, since but one of that fair court 

Was true to wedlock's shrine, 
Brand him who will with base report,— 

He shall be free from mine. 

XIX. 

" Now caracoled the steeds in air. 
Now plumes and pennons wanton'd fair, 
As all around the lists so wide. 
In panoply the champions ride. 
King Arthur saw with startled eye. 
The flower of chivalry march by. 
The bulwark of the Christian (^eed, 
The kingdom's shield in hoiu* of need. 
Too late he thought him of the woe 
Might from their civil conflict flow ; 
For well he knew they would not part 
Till cold was many a gallant heart. 
His hasty vow he 'gan to rue, 
And Gyneth then apart he drew; 
To her his leading-staff resign'd, 
But added caution grave and kind. 

XX. 

" ' Thousee'st,mychild,aspromise*boiiDd, 

I bid the trump for tornney sound. 
Take thou my warder as the queen 
And umpire of the martial scene ; 
But mark thou this : — as Beauty bright 
Is polar star to valiant knight. 
As at her word his sword he draws, 
His fairest guerdon her applause. 
So gentle maid should never ask 
Of knighthood vain and dangerous task; 
And Beauty's eyes should ever be 
^\i[k!& V^<& v«m ^\»xs that soothe the sea, 
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And Beauty's breath shall whisper peace, 
And bid the storm of battle cease. 
I tell thee this, lest all too far, 
These knights urge tourney into war. 
Blithe at the trumpet let them go. 
And fairly counter blow for blow ; — 
No striplings these, who succoiu: need 
For a razed helm or falling steed. 
But, Gyneth, when the strife grows warm, 
And threatens death or deadly harm. 
Thy sire entreats, thy king commands. 
Thou drop the warder from thy hands. 
Trust thou thy father with thy fate. 
Doubt not he choose thee fitting mate ; 
Nor be it said, through Gyneth's pride, 
A rose of Arthur's chaplet died.' 

XXI. 

"A proud and discontented glow 
O'ershadowed Gyneth's brow of snow ; 

She put the warder by : — 
'Reserve thy boon, my liege,' she said, 
'Thus cbaffer'd down and limited. 
Debased and narroVd, for a maid 

Of less degree than I. 
No petty chief but holds his heir 
At a more honour'd price and rare 

Than Britain's King holds me ! 
Although the sunbum'd maid, for dower. 
Has but her father's rugged tower. 

His barren hill and lee. — 
King Arthur swore, *' Bycrovm and sword, 
As belted knight and Britain's lord, 
That a whole summer's day should strive 
His knights, the bravest knights alive 1 " 
Recall thine oath 1 and to her glen 
I*oor Gyneth can return agen ; 
Not on thy daughter will the stain 
That soils thy sword and crown remain. 
But think not she vdll e'er be bride 
Save to the bravest, proved and tried ; 
I^endragon's daughter will not fear 
For clashing sword or splinter'd spear, 

Nor shrink though blood should flow ; 
And all too well sad Guendolen 
Kath taught the faithlessness of men, 
That child of hers should pity, when 

Their meed they undergo.' — 



«i 



XXII. 
He frown'd and sigh'd, the Monarch 
bold:— 

* I give — ^what I may not withhold ; 
For, not for danger, dread, or death, 
Must British Arthur break his faith. 
Too late I mark, thy mother's art 
Hath taught thee this relentless part. 
I blame her not, for she had wrong. 
But not to these my faults belong. 
Use, then, the warder as thou wilt ; 
But trust me, that, if life be spWt, 



In Arthur's love, in Arthur^s grace, 
Gyneth shall lose a daughter's place.' 
With that he tum'd his head aside, 
Nor brook'd to gaze upon her pride. 
As, with the truncheon raised, she sate 
The arbitress of mortal fate ; 
Nor brook'd to mark, in ranks disposed. 
How the bold champions stood opposed. 
For shrill the trumpet-flourish fell 
Upon his ear hke passing bell 1 
Then first from sight of martial fray 
Did Britain's hero turn away. 

XXIII. 

•'But Gyneth heard the clangour high, 
As hears the hawk the partridge cry. 
Oh, blame her not 1 the blood was hers. 
That at the trumpet's summons stirs ! — 
And e'en the gentlest female eye 
Might the brave strife of chivalry 

A while untroubled view ; 
So well accomplish'd was each knight. 
To strike and to defend in fight, 
Their meeting was a goodly sight, 

While plate and mail held true. 
The lists with painted plumes were strown, 
Upon the wind at random thrown, 
But helm and breastplate bloodless shone, 
It seem'd their feather'd crests alone 

Should this encounter rue. 
And ever, as the combat grows. 
The trumpet's cheery voice arose. 
Like lark's shrill song the flourish flows, 
Heard while the gale of April blows 

The merry greenwood through. 

XXIV. 

' ' But soon to earnest grew their game ; 
The spears drew blood, the swords struck 

flame. 
And, horse and man, to ground there came 

Knights, who shall rise no more 1 
Gone was the pride the war that graced, 
Gay shields were cleft, and crests defaced. 
And steel coats riven, and helms unbraced. 

And pennons stream'd vdth gore. 
Gone, too, were fence and fair array, 
And desperate strength made deadly way 
At random through the bloody fray. 
And blows were dealt with headlong sway. 

Unheeding where they fell ; 
And now the trumpet's clamours seem 
Like the shrill sea-bird's wailing scream. 
Heard o'er the whirlpool's gulfing stream. 

The sinking seaman's knell 1 

XXV. 

"Seem'd in this dismal hour, that Fate 
Would Camlan's ruin antedate, 

And spare dark Mordred's crime ; 
Already gasping on the ground 
Lie twenty of the Table Round, 

Of chivalry XYie pxitcki^. 
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Arthur, in anguish, tore away 

From head and beard his tresses grey, 

And she, proud Gyneth, felt dismay. 

And quaked with ruth and fear ; 
But still she deem'd her mother's shade 
Hung o'er the tumult, and forbade 
The sign that had the slaughter staid. 

And chid the rising tear. 
Then Brunor, Taulas, Mador, fell, 
Helias the White, and Lionel, 

And many a champion more ; 
Rochemont and Dinadam are down, 
And Ferrand of the Forest Brown 

Lies gasping in his gore. 
Vanoc, by mighty Morolt press'd 
Even to the confines of the list, 
Young Vanoc of the beardless face 
(Fame spoke the youth of Merlin's race), 
O'erpower'd at Gyneth's footstool bled. 
His heart 's-blood dyed her sandals red. 
But then the sky was overcast. 
Then howl'd at once a whirlwind's blast. 

And, rent by sudden throes, 
Yawn'd in mid lists the quaking earth. 
And from the gulf, — tremendous birth 1 — 

The form of Merlin rose. 
XXVI. 

*• Sternly the Wizard Prophet eyed 

The dreary lists with slaughter dyed. 
And sternly raised his hand : — 

* Madmen,' he said, • your strife forbear ; 

And thou, fair cause of mischief, hear 
The doom thy fates demand ! 
Long shall close in stony sleep 
Eyes for ruth that would not weep ; 
Iron lethargy shall seal 
Heart that pity scom'd to feel. 
Yet, because thy mother's art 
Warp'd thine unsuspicious heart. 
And for love of Arthur's race. 
Punishment is blent with grace. 
Thou shalt bear thy penance lone 
In the Valley of Saint John, 
And this weird shall overtake thee ; 
Sleep, imtil a knight shall wake thee. 
For feats of arms as far renown'd 
As warrior of the Table Round. 
Long endurance of thy slumber 
Well may teach the world to number 
All their woes from Gyneth's pride, 
When the Red Cross champions died.' 

XXVII. 
"As Merlin speaks, on Gyneth's eye 
Slumber's load begins to lie ; 
Fear and anger vainly strive 
Still to keep its light alive. 
Twice, with effort and with pause. 
O'er her brow her hand she draws ; 
Twice her strength in vain she tries 
From the fatal chair to rise, 



Merlin's magic doom is spoken, 
Vanoc's death must now be wroken. 
Slow the dark-fringed eyelids £^ 
Ciutaining each azure ball, 
Slowly as on summer eves 
Violets fold their dusky leaves. 
The weighty baton of command 
Now bears down her sinking hand. 
On her shoulder droops her head ; 
Net of pearl and golden thread. 
Bursting, gave her locks to flow 
O'er her arm and breast of snow. 
And so lovely seem'd she there, 
Spell-bound in her ivory chair. 
That her angry sire, repenting. 
Craved stem Merlin for relenting, 
And the champions, for her sake. 
Would again the contest wake ; 
Till, in necromantic night, 
Gyneth vanish'd from their sight. 

XXVIII. 

"Still she bears her weird alone 
In the Valley of Saint John ; 
And her semblance oft will seem. 
Mingling in a champion's dream. 
Of her weary lot to 'plain. 
And crave his aid to burst her chain. 
While her wondrous tale was new. 
Warriors tcher rescue drew, 
East and west, and south and north, 
From the Liflfey, Thames, and Forth. 
Most have sought in vain the glen, 
Tower nor castle could they ken ; 
Not at every time or tide. 
Nor by every eye, descried. 
Fast and vigil must be borne. 
Many a night in watching worn. 
Ere an eye of mortal powers 
Can discern those magic towers. 
Of the persevering few. 
Some from hopeless task withdrew, 
When they read the dismal threat 
Graved upon the gloomy gate. 
Few have braved- the yawning door. 
And those few retiun'd no more. 
In the lapse of time forgot, 
Wellnigh lost is Gyneth's lot ; 
Sound her sleep as in the tomb. 
Till waken' d by the trump of doom." 

END OF LYULPH'S TALE. 



Here pause my tale ; for all too soon, 
My Lucy, comes the hour of noon. 
Already firom thy lofty dome 
Its courtly inmates 'gin to roam. 
And each, to kill the goodly day 
That God has granted them, his way 

Of lazy sauntering has sought ; 
^ VAi»i\v{ve& and witlings not a feWi 
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>able of doing aught, 
t ill at ease with nought to do. 
no longer place for me ; 
icy, thou wouldst blush to see 
! phantom, fashionably thin, 
limb of lath and kerchief 'd chin, 
lounging gape, or sneering grin, 
idden on our privacy. 
•w should I, so humbly bom, 
! the graceful spectre's scorn ? 
ill, I fear, while conjuring wand 
lish oak is hard at hand. 

II. 
It the hour be all too soon 
ssian boot and pantaloon, 
ant the lounger seldom strays 
I the smooth and gravell'd maze, 
re the gods, that Fashion's train 
iearts of more adventurous strain, 
are hers, who scorn to trace 
lies from Nature's boundless grace, 
ir right paramount assert 
it her by pedant art, 
ag whate'er of vast and fair 
s a canvas three feet square, 
icket, for their gumption fit, 
mish such a happy bit, 
too, are hers, wont to recite 
»wn sweet lays by waxen light, 
the salver's tingle drown'd, 
the ckasse-cafi g^des around ; 
ch may hither secret stray, 
>ur an extempore : 
rtsman, with his boisterous hollo, 
:re his wiser spaniel follow, 
:e-struck Juliet may presume 
ose this bower for tiring-room ; 
s alike must shun regard, 
>ainter, player, sportsman, bard, 
that skim in Fashion's sky, 
blue-bottle, or butterfly, 
lave all alarms for us, 
can hum and all can buzz. 

III. 
, my Lucy, say how long 
1 must dread this trifling throng, 
>op to hide, with coward art, 
nuine feelings of the heart 1 
ents thine whose just command 
rule their child's obedient hand ; . 
lardians, with contending voice, 
ach his individual choice, 
lich is Lucy's ? — Can it be 
uny fop, trimm'd cap-a-pee, 
>ves in the saloon to show 
ms that never knew a foe ; 
sabre trails along the ground, 

legs in shapeless boots are 
\chiiles, sure, — the steel [drown'd; 
Dm his breast to fence hi$ heel j 



One, for the simple manly grace 
That wont to deck our martial race. 
Who comes in foreign trashery 

Of tinkling chain and spur, 
A walking haberdashery 
Of feathers, lace, and fur : 
In Rowley's antiquated phrase, 
Horse-milliner of modem days? 

IV. 

Or is it he, the wordy youth. 
So early train'd for statesman's part. 

Who talks of honour, faith, and truth. 
As themes that he has got by heart ; 
Whose ethics Chesterfield can teach. 
Whose logic is from Single-speech ; 
Who scorns the meanest thought to vent. 
Save in the phrase of Parliament ; 
Who, in a tale of cat and mouse. 
Calls " order," and " divides the house," 
Who " craves permission to reply," 
Whose " noble friend is in his eye ; " 
Whose loving tender some have reckon'd 
A motioHt you should gladly second f 

V. 

What, neither? Can there be a third. 
To such resistless swains preferr'd? — 
O why, my Lucy, turn aside. 
With that quick glance of injured pride ? 
Forgive me, love, I cannot bear 
That alter'd and resentful air. 
Were all the wealth of Russel mine. 
And all the rank of Howard's line. 
All would I give for leave to dry 
That dewdrop trembling in thine eye. 
Think not I fear such fops can wile 
From Lucy more than careless smile ; 
But yet if wealth and high degree 
Give gilded counters currency. 
Must I not fear, when rank and birth 
Stamp the pure ore of genuine worth ? 
Nobles there are, whose martial fires 
Rival the fame that raised their sires, 
And patriots, skill'd through storms of 

fate 
To. gruide and guard the reeling state. 
Such, such there are — If suchthould come, 
Arthur must tremble and be dumb. 
Self-exiled seek some distant shore. 
And moum till life and grief are o'er. 

VI. 

What sight, what signal of alarm. 
That Lucy cUngs to Arthur's arm ? 
Or is it that the mgged way 
Makes Beauty lean on lover's stay ? 
Oh, no 1 for on the vale and brake 
Nor sight nor sounds of danger wake, 
And this trim sward of velvet green 
Were carpet for the Fairy Queen. 
That pressuie sligbl viasYjwX Vo \.^ 
That t.ticy \oves\vw Ki^mt^^* 
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And fain would banish from his mind 
Suspicious fear and doubt unkind. 

vn. 
.But wouldst thou bid the demons fly 
Like mist before the dawning sky, 
There is but one resistless speU — 
Say, wilt thou guess, or must I tell? 
'Twere hard to name, in minstrel phiase, 
A landaulet and four blood-bays, 
But bards agree this wizard band 
Can but be bound in Northern land. 
'Tis there — nay, draw not back thy 

handl — 
'Tis there, this slender finger round 
Must golden amulet be bound, 
Which, bless' d with many a holy prayer. 
Can change to raptiu^ lovers' care. 
And doubt and jealousy shall die, 
And fears give place to ecstasy. 

VIII. 
Now, trust me, Lucy, all too long 
Has been thy lover's tale and song. 
O, why so silent, love, I pray? 
Have I not spoke the Uvelong day ? 
And will not Lucy deign to say 

One word her friend to bless? 
I ask but one — a simple sound, 
Within three little letters bound, 

O, let the word be YES I 



CANTO THIRD. 

INTRODUCTION. 
I. 

Long loved, long woo'd, and lately won. 
My Ufe's best hope, and now mine own 1 
Doth not this rude and Alpine glen 
Recall our favourite haunts agen ? 
A wild resemblance we can trace. 
Though reft of every softer grace, 
As the rough warrior's brow may bear 
A likeness to a sister fair. 
Full well advised our Highland host. 
That this wild pass on foot be cross' d. 
While round Ben-Cruach's mighty base 
Wheel the slow steeds and lingering chaise. 
The keen old carle, with Scottish pride, 
He praised his glen and mountains wide ; 
An eye he bears for nature's face, 
Ay, and for woman's lovely grace. 
Even in such mean degree we find 
The subtle Scot's observing mind ; 
For, nor the chariot nor the train 
Could gape of vulgar wonder gain, 
But when old Allan would expound 
Of Beal-na-paish the Celtic sound, 
His bonnet dofif 'd, and bow, applied 
His legend to my bonny bride ; 
While Lucy blush'd beneath bis eye, 
Courteous and cautious, shrewd and sVf. 



II. 
Enough of him. — ^Now, ere we lose. 
Plunged in the vale, the distant views. 
Turn thee, my love 1 look back once more 
To the blue lake's retiring shore. 
On its smooth breast the shadows seem 
Like objects in a morning dream. 
What time the slumberer is aware 
He sleeps, and all the vision's air : 
Even so, on yonder liquid lawn. 
In hues of bright reflection drawn. 
Distinct the shaggy mountains lie, 
Distinct the rocks, distinct the sky ; 
The summer-clouds so plain we note, 
That we might count each dappled spot : 
We gaze and we admire, yet know 
The scene is all delusive show. 
Such dreams of bliss would Arthur drav, 
When first his Lucy's form he saw ; 
Yet sigh'd and sicken'd as he drew, 
Despairing they could e'er prove truel 

III. 
But, Lucy, turn thee now, to view 

Up the fair glen, our destined way: 
The fairy path that we pursue, 
Distinguish'd but by greener hue, 

Winds round the purple brae, 
While Alpine flowers of varied dye 
For carpet serve, or tapestry. 
See how the little runnels leap, 
In threads of silver, down the steep, 

To swell the brooklet's moan 1 
Seems that the Highland Naiad grieves, 
Fantastic while her crown she weaves, 
Of rowan, birch, and alder-leaves, 

So lovely, and so lone. 
There's no illusion there ; these flowers, 
That wailing brook, these lovely bowers, 

Are, Lucy, all our own ; 
And, since thine Arthiu: call'd thee ynit, 
Such seems the prospect of his life, 
A lovely path, on-winding still. 
By gurgling brook and sloping hill. 
'Tis true, that mortals cannot tell 
What waits them in the distant dell ; 
But be it hap, or be it harm, 
We tread the pathway arm in arm. 

IV. 

And now, my Lucy, wot'st thou why 
I could thy bidding twice deny. 
When twice you prayed I would again 
Resume the legendary strain 
Of the bold knight of Triermain? 
At length yon peevish vow you swore. 
That you would sue to me no more, 
Until the minstrel fit drew near, 
And made me prize a listening ear. 
But, loveliest, when thou first didst pray 

\ Continuance of the knightly lay, 

\"Wa» vl TicA. ctv ^\vfc\«:^Y! d».Y 
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That made thy hand mine own? 
When, dizzied with mine ecstasy, 
Nought past, or present, or to be, 
Could I or think on, hear, or see, 

Save, Lucy, thee alone 1 
A giddy draught my rapture was, 
As ever chemist's magic gas. 

V. 

Again the summons I denied 
In yon fair capital of Clyde : 
My Harp — or let me rather choose 
The good old classic form — my Muse 
(For Harp's an over-scutchM phrase. 
Worn out by bards of modem days), 
My Muse, then — seldom will she wake, 
&ve by dim wood and silent lake ; 
She is the wild and rustic Maid, 
Whose foot unsandall'd loves to tread 
Where the soft greensward is inlaid 

With varied moss and thyme ; 
And, lest the simple lily-braid. 
That coronet^ her temples, fade, 
She hides her still in greenwood shade. 

To meditate her rhyme. 

VI. 

And now she comes ! The murmur dear 
Of the vdld brook hath caught her ear, 

The glade hath won her eye ; 
She longs to join with each blithe rill 
That dances down the Highland hill, 

Her blither melody. 
And now, my Lucy's way to cheer. 
She bids Ben-Cruach's echoes hear 
How closed the tale, my love whilere 

Loved for its chivalry. 
List how she tells, in notes of flame, 
*' Child Roland to the dark tower came." 



CANTO THIRD. 

to I. 

^^WCASTLE now must keep the Hold, 

Speir-Adam's steed must bide in stall, 
^f Hartley-bum the bowmen bold 

Must only shoot from battled wall ,* 
^nd Liddesdale may buckle spur. 

And Teviot now may belt the brand, 
^aras and Ewes keep nightly stir, 

And Eskdale foray Cumberland. 
^ wasted fields and plunder'd flocks 

The Borderers bootless may complain ; 
*hey lack the sword of brave De Vaux, 

There comes no aid from Triermain. 
^liat lord, on high adventure bound. 

Hath wander'd forth alone, 
^Dd day and night keeps watchful round 

In the valley of Saint John. 

II. 
When first began his vigil bold, 
*he moon iwelve summer nights was old. 



And shone both fair and full ; 
High in the vault of cloudless blue. 
O'er streamlet, dale, and rock, she threw 

Her light composed and cool. 
Stretch'd on the brown hill's heathy breast, 

Sir Roland eyed the vale ; 
Chief where, distinguish'd from the rest, 
Those clustering rocks uprear'd their crest, 
The dwelling of the fair distress'd. 

As told grey Lyulph's tale. 
Thus as he lay, the lamp of night 
Was quivering on his armour bright. 

In beams that rose and fell. 
And danced upon his buckler's boss. 
That lay beside him on the moss. 

As on a crystal welL 
III. 
Ever he watch' d, and oft he deem'd. 
While on the mound the moonlight 

It alter'd to his eyes ; [stream'd. 
Fain would he hope the rocks 'gan 

change 
To buttress' d walls their shapeless range, 
Fain think, by transmutation strange. 

He saw grey turrets rise. [high. 

But scarce his heart with hope throbb'd 
Before the wild illusions fly. 

Which fancy had conceived, 
Abetted by an anxious eye 

That long'd to be deceived. 
It was a fond deception all, 
Such as, in solitary hall. 

Beguiles the- musing eye. 
When, gazing on the sinking fire. 
Bulwark, and battlement, and spire. 

In the red gulf we spy. 
For, seen by |iioon of middle night. 
Or by the blaze of noontide bright. 
Or by the dawn of moming light, 

Or evening's western flame. 
In every tide, at every hour, 
In mist, in sunshine, and in shower. 

The rocks remain' d the same. 

IV. 

Oft has he traced the charmed mound, 
Oft climb'd its crest, or paced it round, 

Yet nothing might explore, 
Save that the crags so rudely piled, 
At distance seen, resemblance wild 

To a rough fortress bore. 
Yet still his watch the Warrior keeps. 
Feeds hard and spare, and seldom sleeps, 

And drinks but of the well ; 
Ever by day he walks the hill, 
And when the evening gale is chill. 

He seeks a rocky cell. 
Like hermit poor to bid his bead. 
And tell his Ave and his Creed, 
Invoking evety sakA. «t\. Xieed, 

For aid to butsl )kv& s"^. 
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V. 

And now the moon her orb has hid, 
And dwindled to a silver thread, 

Dim seen in middle heaven, 
While o'er its curve careering fast, 
Before the fury of the blast 

The midnight clouds are driven. 
The brooklet raved, for on the hills 
The upland showers had swoln the rills, 

And down the torrents came ; 
Mutter'd the distant thunder dread. 
And frequent o'er the vale was spread 

A sheet of Ughtning flame. 
De Vaux, within his mountain cave 
(No human step the storm durst brave), 
To moody meditation gave 

Each faculty of soul. 
Till, lull'd by distant torrent sound, 
And the sad winds that whistled round, 
Upon his thoughts, in musing drown'd, 

A broken slumber stole. 

VI. 

'Twas then was heard a heavy sound 
(Sound strange and fearful there to 
hear, [around, 

'Mongst desert hills, where, leagues 

Dwelt but the gorcock and the deer) : 
As, starting from his couch of fern. 
Again he heard in clangour stem. 

That deep and solemn swell, — 
Twelve times, in measured tone, it spoke, 
Like some proud minster's pealing clock. 

Or city's 'larum-bell. [fell. 

What thought was Roland's first when 
In that deep wilderness, the knell 

Upon his startled ear? 
To slander warrior were I loth. 
Yet must I hold my minstrel troth, — 

It was a thought of fear. 

VII. 

But lively was the mingled thrill 
That chased that momentary chill. 

For Love's keen wish was there. 
And eager Hope, and Valour high. 
And the proud glow of Chivalry, 

That bum'd to do and dare. 
Forth from the cave the Warrior rush'd, 
Long ere the mountain-voice was hush d. 

That answer'd to the knell ; 
For long and far the unwonted sound, 
Eddying in echoes round and round. 

Was toss'd from fell to fell ; 
And Glaramara answer flung, 
And Grisdale-pike responsive rung, 
And Legbert heights their echoes swung. 

As far as Derwent's dell. 

VIII. 

Forth upon trackless darkness gazed 

The Knight, bedeafen'd and amazed. 

Till all was hush'd and stiil. 



Save the swoln torrent's sullen roar. 
And the night-blast that wildly bore 

Its course along the hill. 
Then on the northern sky there came 
A light, as of reflected flame. 

And over Legbert-head, 
As if by magic art control!' d, 
A mighty meteor slowly roU'd 

Its orb of fiery red ; [dire 

Thou wouldst have thought some demon 
Came mounted on that car of fire, 

To do his errand dread. 
Far on the sloping valley's course. 
On thicket, rock, and torrent hoarse. 
Shingle and Scrae, and Fell and Force, 

A dusky light arose : 
Display' d, yet alter'd, was the scene ; 
Dark rock, and brook of silver sheen. 
Even the gay thicket's summer green. 

In bloody tincture glows. 

IX. 

De Vaux had mark'd the simbeams set, 
At eve, upon the coronet 

Of that enchanted mound, 
And seen but crags at random flung, 
That, o'er the brawling torrent hung, 

In desolation fi-own'd. 
What sees he by that meteor's lour ?— 
A banner'd Castle, keep, and tower. 

Return th6 lurid gleam. 
With battled walls and buttress fast, 
And barbican and ballium vast. 
And airy flanking towers, that cast 

Their shadows on the stream. 
'Tis no deceit ! — distinctly clear 
Crenell and parapet appear. 
While o'er the pile that meteor drear 

Makes momentary pause ; 
Then forth its solemn path it drew, 
And fainter yet and fainter grew 
Those gloomy towers upon the view, 

As its wild light withdraws. 

X. 

Forth from the cave did Roland rush, 
O'er crag and stream, through brier and 

Yet far he had not sped, [bush ; 
Ere sunk was that portentous light 
Behind the hills, and utter night 

Was on the valley spread. 
He paused perforce, and blew his horn, 
And, on the mountain-echoes borne, 

Was heard an answering sound, 
A wild and lonely trumpet-note,— 
In middle-air it seem'd to float 

High o'er the battled mound ; 
And soimds were heard, as when a guard 
Of some proud castle, holding ward. 

Pace forth their nightly round. 
\ The valiant Knight of Triermain 
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But answer came there none ; 
And 'mid the mingled wind and rain, 
Darkling he sought the vale in vain, 

Until the dawning shone ; 
And when it dawn'd, that wondrous sight, 
Distinctly seen by meteor light, 

It all had pass'd away 1 
And that enchanted mount once more 
A pile of granite fragments bore, 

As at the close of day. 

XI. 

Sleel'd for the deed, De Vaux's heart 
Scom'd from his vent'rous quest to part. 

He walks the vale once more ; 
But only sees, by night or day, 
That shatter' d pile of rocks so grey, 

Hears but the torrent's roar. 
Till when, through hills of azure borne. 
The moon renew' d her silver horn. 
Just at the time her waning ray 
Had faded in the dawning day, 

A summer mist arose ; 
Adown the vale the vapours float, 
And cloudy undulations moat 
That tufted mound of mystic note, 

As round its base they close. 
And higher now the fleecy tide 
Ascends its stem and shaggy side, 
Until the airy billows hide 

The rock's majestic isle ; 
It seem'd a veil of filmy lawn, 
By some fantastic fairy drawn 

Around enchanted pile. 

XII. 

The breeze came softly down the brook. 

And, sighing as it blew. 
The veil of silver mist it shook, 
And to De Vaux's eager look 

Renew'd that wondrous view. 
For, though the loitering vapour braved 
The gentle breeze, yet oft it waved 

Its mantle's dewy fold ; 
And still, when shook that filmy screen, 
Were towers and bastions dimly seen. 
And Gothic battlements between 

Their gloomy length unroU'd. 
Speed, speed, De Vaux, ere on thine eye 
Once more the fleeting vision die ! 

— The gallant knight 'gan speed 
As prompt and light as, when the hound 
Is opening, and the horn is wound. 

Careers the hunter's steed. 
Down the steep dell his course amain 

Hath rivail'd archer's shaft ; 
But ere the mound he could attain. 
The rocks their shapeless form regain. 
And, mocking loud his labour vain. 

The mountain spirits laugh'd. 
Far up the echoing dell was borne 
Their wild tinearthly shout of scorn. 



XIII. 

Wroth wax'd the Warrior. — *'Am I then 
Fool'd by the enemies of men, 
Like a poor hind, whose homeward way 
Is haunted by malicious fay? 
Is Triermain become your taunt, 
De Vaux your scorn? False fiends, 
A weighty curtal-axe he bare ; [avaimt I " 
The baleful blade so bright and square. 
And the tough shaft of heben wood. 
Were oft in Scottish gore imbrued. 
Backward his stately form he drew. 
And at the rocks the weapon threw. 
Just where one crag's projected crest 
Hung proudly balanced o'er the rest. 
Hurl'dwith main force, the weapon's shock 
Rent a huge fragment of the rock. 
If by mere strength, 'twere hard to tell, 
Or if the blow dissolved some spell. 
But down the headlong ruin camt^ 
With cloud of dust and flash of flame. 
Down bank, o'er bush, its course was 

borne. 
Crush' d lay the copse, the earth was torn, 
Till staid at length, the ruin dread 
Cumber'd the torrent's rocky bed, 
And bade the waters' high-swoln tide 
Seek other passage for its pride. 

XIV. 

When ceased that thunder, Triermain 
Survey'd the mound's rude front again ; 
And, lo 1 the ruin had laid bare. 
Hewn in the stone, a winding stair. 
Whose moss'd and fractured steps might 
The means the summit to ascend ; [lend 
And by whose aid the brave De Vaux 
Began to scale these magic rocks. 

And soon a platform won, 
Where, the wild witchery to close. 
Within three lances' length arose 

The Castle of Saint John I 
No misty phantom of the air. 
No meteor-blazon' d show was there; 
In morning splendour, full and fair, 

The massive fortress shone. 
XV. 
Embattled high and proudly tower'd, 
Shaded by pond'rous flankers, lower' d 

The portal's gloomy way. 
Though for six hundred years and more, 
Its strength had brook* d the tempest's roar. 
The scutcheon' d emblems which it bore 

Had suffer'd no decay : 
But from the eastern battlement 
A turret had made sheer descent. 
And, down in recent ruin rent. 

In the mid-torrent lay. 
Else, o'er the Castle's brow sublime, 
Insults of violence or oC tvcafc 
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Sur-sr-Ji can ci<ar rbe nraier'd 



Warner, wba hist va.t£d loog^ 
Firm of scril, of ssev strong; 
It is ftrn th<e to ^aje 
On tie pile of arcacc: <iaT3- 
N-rr-sr mortal bi=l<Ser s fcaJrd 
Tb_5 ■cndcnng^ fabcic pLtzzid; 
Sign aad s^giL vord of ^amtr, 
Fro=i tbe earth raised keep and tower. 
View it o'er, and pace it rcond, 
Rairport. turret, battled moocdL 
Dare no more I To cross the gate 
Were to tamper with thr fare : 
Strength and f<xt:tude were Tain, 
View It o'er — and torn again." — 

XVII. 
" That woold \" said the Warrior bold. 
** If that mr frame were bent and old. 
And mr thin blood dropp'd slow and cold 

As icicle in thaw; 
Bnt while mr heart can feel it dance. 
Blithe as the sparkling wine of France, 
And this good arm wields sword Qt lanx, 

I mock these words of awe !" 
He said ; the wicket felt the swaj 
Of his strong hand, and straight ga^-e way. 
And, with rude crash and jarring braj, 

The rusty bolts withdraw ; 
But o'er the threshold as he strode. 
And forward took the Taulted road, 
An unseen arm, with force amain. 
The fK>nderous gate flung dose again, 

And rusted bolt and bar 
Spontaneous took their place once more 
While the deep arch with sullen roar 

Returned their surly jar. 
"Now closed is the gin and the prey within. 

By the Rood of LanercostI 
But he that would win the war-wolfs skin. 

May rue him of his boast." 
Thus muttering, on the Warrior went. 
By dubious light down deep descent. 

xvnL 
Unbarr'd, unlock'd, imwatch'd, a port 
Led to the Castle's outer court : 
There the main fortress, broad and tall, 
Spread its long range of bower and hall, 

And towers of varied size, 
Wrought with each ornament extreme. 
That Gothic art, in wildest dreeun 

Of fancy, could derise ; 
But full between the Warrior's way 
And the main portal arch, there lay 
An inner moat ; 
Not bridge nor boat 



Afixds De Vaux die means to cross 
Tie ciear. prottxmd, and silent fosse. 
His arms aside in baste be flings, 
Cczass of steei and banberit lings. 
And down fidls bebn, and down the shield, 
I Roqgh witfa the dints of many a field. 
i Fair was hfs manly form, and fair 
J His keen dark tje^ and dose-curi'd hair, 
Wbexi, all tmarm'd, save that the brand 
Of w^-prored metal graced his band. 
With nanght to fence bis dauntless breast 
Bet the close gipon's nnder-vest, 
Whose sullied boff the sable stains 
Of hauberk and oi mail retains. — 
Roland De Vans upon the Ixim 
Of the broad moat stood prompt to swim. 



.Accoutred thus he dared the tide, 
And soon be reached the farther side. 

And cnter'd soon the Hold, 
And paced a haD, whose waUs so wide 
Were blawn'd all with feats of pride, 

^y warriors done of old. 
In middle lists tb^ countered here. 

While trumpets seem'd to blow ; 
And there, in den. or desert drear, 

They quell'd gigantic foe. 
Braved the fierce griffon in his ire, 
Or faced the dragon's breath of fire. 
Strange in their arms, and strange in face, 
Heroes they seem'd of ancient race, 
Whose deedsof arms, and race, and name, 
Forgotten long by later fame. 

Were here depicted, to appal 
Those of an age d^^erate. 
Whose bold intrusion Inave their fate 

In this enchanted hall. 
For someshort space the venturous knigbt 
With these high marvels fed his sight, 
Then sought Uie chamber's upper end, 
Where three broad easy steps ascend 

To an arch'd portal door. 
In whose broad folding leaves of state 
Was fi:amed a wicket window-grate, 

And, ere he ventured more. 
The gallant Knight took earnest view 
The grated wicket-window through. 



O, for his arms i Of martial weed 
Had never mortal Knight such need I-* 
He spied a stately gallery ; all 
Of snow-white marble was the wall, 

The vaulting, and the floor ; 
And, contrast strange 1 on either hand 
There stood arrayed in sable band 

Four Maids whom Afric bore ; 
And each a Libyan tiger led, 
1 Held by as bright and fitail a thxead 
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For the leash that bound these monsters 

Was but of gossamer. [dread 

Each Maiden's short barbaric vest 
Left all unclosed the knee and breast, 

And limbs of shapely jet ; 
White was their vest and turban's fold, 
On arms and ankles rings of gold 

In savage pomp were set ; 
A quiver on their shoulders lay, 
And in their hand an assagay. 
Such and so silent stood they there, 

That Roland wellnigh hoped 
He saw a band of statues rare, 
Station'd the gazer's soul to scare ; 

But when the wicket oped. 
Each grisly beast 'gan upward draw, 
Roll'd his grim eye, and spread his claw, 
Scented the air, and lick'd his jaw ; 
While these weird maids, in Moorish 

tongue, 
A wild and dismal warning sung. 

XXI. 

" Rash Adventtu^r, bear thee back I 
Dread the spell of Dahomay 1 

Fear the race of Zaharak, 
Daughters of the burning day 1 

" When the whirlwind's gusts are wheeling, 

Ours it is the dance to braid ; 
Zarah's sands in pillars reeling. 

Join the measure that we tread, 
When the Moon has donn'd her cloak, 

And the stars are red to see. 
Shrill when pipes the sad Siroc, 

Music meet for such as we. 

*' Where the shatter'd columns lie. 

Showing Carthage once had been. 
If the wandering Santon's eye 

Our mysterious rites hath seen, — 
Oft he cons the prayer of death. 

To the nations preaches doom, 
' Azrael's brand hath left the sheath 1 

Moslems, think upon the tomb ! ' 

"Ours the scorpion, ours the snake, 

Ours the hydra of the feu. 
Ours the tiger of the brake. 

All that plague the sons of men. 
Ours the tempest's midnight wrack, 

Pestilence that wastes by day — 
iDread the race of Zaharak 1 

Fear the spell of Dahomay !" 

XXII. 
Uncouth and strange the accents shrill 

Rung those vaulted roofs among. 
Long it was ere, faint and still. 

Died the far resounding song. 
While yet the distant echoes roll, 
The Warrior communsd with bis souL 



' * When first I took this venturous quest, 

I swore upon the rood. 
Neither to stop, nor turn, nor rest, 

For evil or for good. 
My forward path too well I ween, 
Lies yonder fearful ranks between 1 
For man unarm' d, 'tis bootless hope 
With tigers and with fiends to cope — 
Yet, if I turn, what waits me there. 
Save famine dire and fell despair? — 
Other conclusion let me try. 
Since, choose howe'er I list, I die. 
Forward, Ues faith and knightly fame; 
Behind, are perjury and shame. 
In life or death I hold my word 1 " 
With that he drew his trusty sword. 
Caught down a banner from the wall. 
And enter' d thus the fearful hall. 

XXIII. 

On high each wayward Maiden threw 
Her swarthy arm, with wild halloo ! 
On either side a tiger sprung — 
Against the leftward foe he flung 
The ready banner, to engage 
With tangling folds the brutal rage ; 
The right-hand monster in mid air 
He struck so fiercely and so fair. 
Through gullet and through spinal bone. 
The trenchant blade had sheerly gone. 
His grisly brethren ramp'd and yell'd. 
But the slight leash their rage withheld. 
Whilst, 'twixt their ranks, Uie dangerous 

road 
Firmly, though swift, the champion strode. 
Safe to the gallery's bound he drew. 
Safe pass'd an open portal through ; 
And when against pursuit he flung 
The gate, judge if the echoes rung I 
Onward his daring course he bore, 
While, mix'd with dying growl and roar, 
Wild jubilee and loud hurra 
Pursued him on his venturous way. 

XXIV. 
• ' Hurra, hurra 1 Our watch is done I 
We hail once more the tropic sun. 
Pallid beams of northern day. 
Farewell, farewell I Hurra, hurra ! 

" Five hundred years o'er this cold glen 
Hath the pale sun come round agen ; 
Foot of man, till now, hath ne'er 
Dared to cross the Hall of Fear. 

•• Warrior 1 thou whose dauntless heart 
Gives us from our ward to part, 
Be as strong in future trial. 
Where resistance is denial. 

•' Now for Afric's glowing sky, 
Zwenga wide and Atlas high, 

Zaharak and Dahom^-^ \ 

Mount the ytVdAs \ Wurc«L, \Mctt«.V* 
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XXV. 

The wizard song at distance died, 

As if in ether borne astray, [wide 

While through waste halls and chambers 

The Knight pursued his steady way, 
Till to a lofty dome he came, 
That ^h'd with such a brilliant flame, 
As if the wealth of all the world 
Were there in rich confusion hurl'd. 
For here the gold, in sandy heaps, 
With duller earth, incorporate, sleeps ; 
Was there in ingots piled, and there 
Coin'd badge of empery it bare ; 
Yonder, huge bars of silver lay, [ray, 
Dimm'd by the diamond's neighbouring 
Like the pale moon in morning day ; 
And in the midst four Maidens stand. 
The daughters of some distant land. 
Their hue was of the dark-red dye, 
That fringes oft a thunder sky ; 
Their hands palmetto baskets laare, 
And cotton fillets bound their hair ; 
Slim was their form, their mien was shy. 
To earth they bent the humbled eye. 
Folded their arms, and suppliant kneel' d, 
And thus their proffer'd gifts rev^'d. 

XXVI. 

CHORUS. 

"See the treasures Merlin piled. 
Portion meet for Arthur's child. 
Bathe in Wealths unbounded stream. 
Wealth that Avarice ne'er could dream I " 

FIRST MAIDEN. 

"See these clots of virgin gold I 
Sever' d from the sparry mould. 
Nature's mystic alchemy 
In the mine thus bade them lie ; 
And their orient smile can win 
Kings to stoop, and saints to sin." — 

SECOND MAIDEN. 

"See these pearls, that long have slept ; 
These were tears by Naiads wept 
For the loss of Marinel. 
Tritons in the silver shell 
Treasured them, till hard and white 
As the teeth of Amphitrite." — 

THIRD MAIDEN. 

"Does a livelier hue delight? 
Here are rubies blazing bright. 
Here the emerald's fairy green. 
And the topaz glows between ; 
Here their varied hues unite, 
In the changeful chrysolite." — 

FOURTH MAIDEN. 

" Leave these gems of poorer shine, 
Leave them all, and look on mine I 
While their glories I expand, 
Shade thine eyebrows with thy hand. 
Mid-day sun and diamond's blaze 
Blind the rash beholder's gaze." — 



CHORUS. 

" Warrior, seize the splendid stove; 
Would 'twere all our mountains bwel 
We should ne'er in future stoiy, 
Read, Peru, thy perish'd glory 1 

XXVIL 
Calmly and unconcem'd, the Knight 
Waved aside the treasures bright :— 
"Gentle Maidens, rise, I pray I 
Bar not thus my destined way. 
Let these boasted brilliant toys 
Braid the hair of girls and boys I 
Bid your streams of gold expand 
O'er proud London's thirsty land, 
De Vaux of wealth saw never ne^. 
Save to purvey him arms and steed, 
And all the ore he deign'd to hcMud 
Inlays his helm, and lults his sword." 
Thus gently parting from their hold. 
He left, immoved, the dome of gold. 

XXVIIL 

And now the morning sun was high, 
De Vaux was weary, faint, and d^; 
When, lo ! a plashing sound he hean» 
A gladsome signal that he nears 

Some frolic water-run ; 
And soon he reach'd a court-yard square^ 
Where, dancing in the sultry air, 
Toss'd high aloft, a fountain fair 

Was sparkling in the sun. 
On right and left, a fair arcade. 
In long perspective view display'd 
Alleys and bowers, for sun or shade: 

But, full in front, a door, 
Low-brow'd and dark, seem'd as it led 
To the lone dwelling of the dead. 

Whose memory was no more. 

XXIX. 

Here stopp'd De Vaux an instant's spac^ 
To bathe his parched lips and face. 

And mark'd with well-pleased eye, 
Refracted on the fountain stream. 
In rainbow hues the dazzling beam 

Of that gay summer sky. 
His senses felt a mild control. 
Like that which lulls the weary soul, 

From contemplation high 
Relaxing, when the ear receives 
The music that the greenwood leaves 

Make to the breezes' sigh. 
XXX. 
And oft in such a dreamy mood. 

The half-shut eye can frame 
Fair apparitions in the wood, 
As if the nymphs of field and flood 

In gay procession came. 
Are these of such fantastic mould. 

Seen distant down the fair arcade, 
^T\i<&s& M^aid& etdink'd in sister-fold, 
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Who, late at bashful distance staid, 
Now tripping from thegreenwoodshade^ 
Nearer the musing champion draw, 
And, in a pause of seeming awe, 

Again stand doubtful now? — 
Ah, that slj pause of witching powers ! 
That seems to say, *'To please be ours. 

Be yours to tell us how." 
Their hue was of the golden glow 
That suns of Candahar bestow, 
O'er which in slight suffusion flows 
A frequent tinge of paly rose ; 
Their limbs were fashion'd fair and free, 
In nature's justest symmetry ; [graced, 
And, wreath" d with flowers, with odours 
Their raven ringlets reach'd the waist : 
In eastern pomp, its gilding pale 
The hennah lent each shapely nail, 
And the dark sumah gave the eye 
More liquid and more lustrous dye. 
The spotless veil of misty lawn, 
In studied disarrangement, drawn 

The form and bosom o'er. 
To win the eye, or tempt the touch, 
For modesty show'd all too much — 
Too much — yet promised more. 

XXXI. 

"Gentle Knight, a while delay," 

Thus they sung, ' ' thy toilsome way. 

While we pay the duty due 

To our Master and to you. 

Over Avarice, over Fear, 

Love triumphant led thee here ; 

Warrior, list to us, for we 

Are slaves to Love, are friends to thee. 

Though no treasured gems have we 

To proffer on the bended knee. 

Though we boast nor arm nor heart 

For the assagay or dart, 

^wains allow each simple girl 

^by lip and teeth of pearl ; 

^1 if dangers more you prize, 

*^«tterers find them in our eyes. 

'Stay, then, gentle Warrior, stay, 
^^t till evening steal on day ; 
^ay, 0, stay I — in yonder bowers 
We will braid thy locks with flowers, 
^Pread the feast and fill the wine, 
^narm thy ear with sounds divine. 
Weave our dances till delight 
^ield to languor, day to night. 

'Then shall she you most approve 
^og the lays that best you love, 
^ft thy mossy couch shall spread. 
Watch thy pillow, prop thy head, 
J^U the weary night be o'er — 
gentle Warrior, wouldst thou more ? 
Wouldst thou more, fair Warrior, — she 
Is slave to Love and slave to thee, " 



XXXII. 

O, do not hold it for a crime 
In the bold hero of my rhyme, 

For Stoic look. 

And meet rebuke. 
He lack'd the heart or time ; 
As round the band of syrens trip. 
He kiss'd one damsel's laughing lip, 
And press'd another's proffered hand. 
Spoke to them all in accents bland. 
But broke their magic circle through ; 
"Kind Maids," he said, "adieu, adieu I 
My fate, my fortune, forward lies." 
He said, and vanish'd from their eyes ; 
But, as he dared that darksome way. 
Still heard behind their lovely lay : — 
"Fair Flower of Courtesy, depart 1 
Go, where the feelings of the heart 
With the warm pulse in concord move ; 
Go, where Virtue sanctions Love 1" 

XXXIII. 

Downward De Vaux through d^ksome 

And ruin'd vaults has gone, [ways 
Till issue from their wilder'd maze. 

Or safe retreat, seem'd none, — 
And e'en the dismal path he strays 

Grew worse as he went on. 
For cheerful sun, for living air. 
Foul vapours rise and mine-fires glare. 
Whose fearful light the dangers show'd 
That dogg'd him on that dreadful road. 
Deep pits, and lakes of waters dun. 
They show'd, but show'd not how to shun. 
These scenes of desolate despair. 
These smothering clouds of poison'd air. 
How gladly had De Vaux exchanged. 
Though 'twere to face yon tigers ranged 1 

Nay, soothful bards have said, 
So perilous his state seem'd now. 
He wish'd him under arbour bough 

With Asia's willing maid. 
When, joyful sound 1 at distance near 
A trumpet flourish'd loud and clear. 
And as it ceased, a lofty lay 
Seem'd thus to chide his lagging way. 

XXXIV. 

"Son of Honour, theme of story. 
Think on the reward before ye ! 
Danger, darkness, toil despise ; 
Tis Ambition bids thee rise. 

' • He that would her heights ascend, 
Many a weary step must wend ; 
Hand and foot and knee he tries ; 
Thus Ambition's minions rise. 

" Lag not now, though rough the way 
Fortune's mood brooks no delay ; 
Grasp the boon that's spread before ye. 
Monarch's powei, an^ Cow'Q^'etcii^ 
glory \** 
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At occe to brave De Vaox kndt dovn 

These foremcst Maidens three. 
And prcffer'd sceptre, robe, and crown, 

Liegedcm and scdgnorie^ 
O'er many a r^on wfde and fair. 
Destined, they said, for Arthur's heir; 

But homage would he none:— 
• • Rather. " he said, " De Vaux would ride. 
A Warden of the Border-side, 
In plate and mail, than, robed in piide, 

A monarch's empire own ; 
Rather. Car rather, would he be 
A free-born knight of England free. 

Than sit on Despot's throne." 
So pass'd he on, when that fourth Maid, 

As starting from a trance. 
Upon the harp her finger laid ; 
Her magic touch the diords obe]r'd. 

Their soul awaked at once ; 

SOyG OF THE FOURTH HAIDEN. 

" Quake to your foundations deep. 
Stately Towers, and Banner' d Keep, 



: Tie i:r foar bcoaeward n»d ! 
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5f RLi bj PGeasere; WeaU^ and Pride 

Buooa brsge. and Tanei steep I 
Traabus. Kieep! amdttxier.Tovcrl 
Tb^ is Gyaeck's vak^ hoar.* 

xxxm. 
Tbcs wttfLe sfae ssBg. dtetcBtmoas Kntgi 
Has reacit d a bomr, vbere oukier hgiM 

TbnMEgb crinsoo ciDtams lieD; 
Sacb scc:efi d dade die hiD l eoe iie a , 
Her pGipie ^til wben tvil^^ leaves 

Upca its westoB sweU. 
Tbat bower, the gaaer U> bewitdi. 
Hash wo n di ou s store of rare and rich 

As e'er was seen with eye; 
For these by magic skill, I wis; 
Form of each thaig that firing is 

Was iinm'd in ptoper dye. 
AH seem'd to s i c ep the timid hue 
On fiann. the stag upon his lair. 
The eag-je in her eyrie frir 

Between the earth and sky. 
Bet what irf" pictured ridi and tare 
Coax! win De Vanz^s eye-glance; wbere^ 
Deep sfamibering in the £atal diair, 
[ He saw Ki^^ Arthur's childl 
Doubt, and anger, and dismay, 
; From her Ihow haid pass'd awvf. 
; Forgot was that fell tonmey-day. 
I For, as she slept, she smiled: 
I It seem'd that the repentant Seer 
Her sleep of many a hundred year 
With gentle dreams beguiled. 



That form of maiden lordiness, 

'Twixt childhood and 'twixt yovih, 
That ivory chair, that sylvan dress, 
The arms and ankles bare, ezpctss 

Of Lyulph's tale the truth. 
Still upon her garment's hem 
Vanoc's blood made purple gan. 
And the vrardo' of comouuid 
Cumbered still her sleeping hand ; 
Still her dark locks dishevdl'd flow 
From net of pearl o'er breast of snov ; 
And so fair the slumberer seems, 
That De Vaux impeach'd his dreaitfi 
VapV^L «S\.«nd void of might, 
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ss a while he stands, 
arms and clasps his hands, 
g^ in his fitful joy, 
how he should destroy 
j-enduring spell ; 
too, when slowly rise 
ged lids of Gyneth's eyes, 
t these eyes shall tell. — 
ige 1 St. Mary 1 can it be» 
' will kindly look on me?" 

XXXIX. 

> 1 the Warrior kneels, 

lovely hand he steals, 

ss, and soft to clasp — 

'arder leaves her grasp ; 

tning flashes, rolls the thunder, 

tartles from her sleep, 

'ower, and trembles Keep, 

: the Castle-walls asunder ! 

d frequent were the shocks, — 

the magic halls away ; 

t beneath their mystic rocks, 

ns of bold De Vaux, 

the princess lay ; 

free from magic power, 

like the rose's flower 

ing to the day ; [bound 

id the Champion's brows were 

n that Druidess had wound, 

e green laurel-bav. 

was what remain d of all 

th of each enchanted hall, 

3arland and the Dame : 

; should Warrior seek the meed, 

^h worth for daring deed, 

pt from Love and Fame 1 

CONCLUSION. 

I. 
', when the Maid is won, 
Orel's task, thou know'st, is done ; 
:o require of bard 
is dregs the tale should run, 
ordinance too hard, 
s, briefly be it said, 
IS lovers wont to wed, 



When tale or play is o'er ; 
Lived long and blest, loved fond and true, 
And saw a numerous race renew 

The honours that they bore. 
Know, too, that when a pilgrim strays, 
In morning mist or evening maze. 

Along the mountain lone. 
That fairy fortress often mocks 
His gaze upon the castled rocks 

Of the Valley of Saint John ; 
But never man since brave De Vaux 

The charmed portal won. 
'Tis now a vain illusive show. 
That melts whene'er the sunbeams glow. 

Or the fresh breeze hath blown. 
II. 
But see, my love, where fer below 
Our lingering wheels are moving slow. 

The whiles, up-gazing still. 
Our menials eye our steepy way, 
Man'elling, perchance, what whim can 

stay 
Our steps, when eve is sinking grey 

On this gigantic hill. 
So think the v^gar— Life and time 
Ring all their joys in one dull chime 

Of luxury and ease ; 
And, O ! beside these simple knaves. 
How many better bom are slaves 

To such coarse joys as these, — 
Dead to the nobler sense that glows 
When Nature's grander scenes unclose ! 
But, Lucy, we will love them yet, 
The mountain's misty coronet. 

The greenwood, and the wold ; 
And love the more, that of their maze 
Adventure high of other days 

By ancient bards is told. 
Bringing, perchance, Uke my poor tale. 
Some moml truth in fiction's veil : 
Nor love them less, that o'er the hill 
The evening breeze, as now, comes chill ; — 

My love shall wrap her warm. 
And, fearless of the slippery way. 
While safe she trips the heathy brae, 

Shall hang on Arthur's arm. 
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THE FIELD OF WATERLOO. 

Thoueh Valois braved younz Edward's gentle hand, 

And Albert rush'd on Henry s way-worn band. 

With Europe's chosen sons, in arms renown'd. 

Yet not on Vere's bold archers long they look'd. 

Nor Audley's squires, nor Mowbray's yeomen Drook'd, — 

They saw their standard fall, and left their monarch bound. — ^AkbnsidB. 



T. 
Fair Brassels, thou art far behind, 
Though, lingering on the morning wind, 

We yet may hear the hour 
Peal'd over orchard and canal, 
With voice prolong'd and measured fall. 

From proud Saint Michael's tower; 
Thy wood, dark Soignies, holds us now, 
Where the tall beeches* glossy bough. 

For many a league around, 
With birch and darksome oak between, 
Spreads deep and far a pathless scieetv, 
Of tangled forest ground. 



Stems planted close by stems defy 
The adventurous foot — the curious eye 

For access seeks in vain ; 
And the brown tapestry of leaves, 
Strew'd on the blighted ground, recdTCS 

Nor sun, nor air, nor rain. 
No opening glade dawns on our way, 
No streamlet, glancing to the ray. 

Our woodland path has cross'd; 
And the straight causeway which we tread, 
Prolongs a line of dull arcade, 
, Unvarying through the unvaried shade, 
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IL 

', livelier scene succeeds ; 

the scattering wood recedes, 

trs, and huts, and sunny meads, 

n-fields, glance between ; 

nt at his labour blithe, 

hook'd sta£f and shorten'd 
».♦ 

:n these ears were green, 
se within destruction's scope, 
was that rustic's hope 
pening to have seen ! 
hamlet and its fane : — 
e gazer with disdain 
rchitecture view ; 
r rude ungraceful shrine, 
oportion'd spire, are thine, 
al Waterloo 1 

III. 
he heat, though full and high 
as scorch'd the autumn sky, 
e a forest straggler now 
us spreads a greenwood bough : 
\& have seen a hotter day 
was fired by sunny ray. 
ile on — yon shatter'd hedge 
soft hill whose long smooth ridge 
»n the field below, 
so gently on the dale, 
the folds of Beauty's veil 
r curves can flow, 
e from thence, the ground again 
\ slowly from the plain, 
in opposing screen, 
ith its crest of upland ground, 
horizon all around, 
ten'd vale between 
ooth and fair for courser's tread ; 
lost timid maid need dread 
sr snow-white palfrey head 
wide stubble-ground ; 
, nor tree, nor bush, are there, 
e to intercept or scare, 
se nor fence are found, 
e, from out her shatter'd bowers, 
§^omont's dismantled towers. 

IV. 
St thou aught in this lone scene 
f that which late hath been ? — 
?er might reply, 
e extent of stubble- plain 
jly lighten' d of its grain ; 
er sable tracks remain 
the peasant's ponderous wain, 
larvest-home was nigh. 
3road spots of trampled ground, 
! the rustics danced such round 

risk in these pages signifies that a 
he passage is to he found at the end 
ne. 



As Teniers loved to draw ; [flame. 

And where the earth seems scorch'd by 
To dress the homely feast th^ came. 
And toil'd the kerchief 'd villajge dame 

Around her fire of straw," 

V. 

So deem'st thou — so each mortal deems, 
Of that which is from that which seems. — 

But other harvest here. 
Than that which peasant's sc3rthe demands, 
Was gather'd in by sterner hands. 

With bayonet, blade, and spear. 
No vulgar crop was theirs to reap. 
No stinted harvest thin and cheap ! 
Heroes before each fatal sweep 

Fell thick as ripen'd grain ; 
And ere the darkening of the day, 
Piled high as autumn shocks, there lay 
The ghastly harvest of the fray, 

The corpses of the slain. 

VI. 

Ay, look again — that line, so black 

And trampled, marks the bivouac, 

Yon deep-graved nits the artillery's track. 

So often lost and won ; 
And close beside, the harden'd mud 
Still shows where, fetlock-deep in blood. 
The fierce dragoon, through battle's flood, 

Dash'd the hot war-horse on. 
These spots of excavation tell 
The ravage of the bursting shell — 
And feel'st thou not the tainted steam, 
That reeks against the sultry beam. 

From yonder trenched mound? 
The pestilential fumes declare 
That Carnage has replenish' d there 

Her gamer-house profound. 

VII. 

Far other harvest-home and feast, 
Than claims the boor from scythe released, 

On these scorch'd fields were known ! 
Death hover'd o'er the maddening rout, 
And, in the thrilling battle-shout. 
Sent for the bloody banquet out 

A summons of his own. 
Through rolling smoke the Demon's eye 
Could well each destined guest espy. 
Well could his ear in ecstasy 

Distinguish every tone 
That fiU'd the chorus of the fray — 
From cannon-roar and trumpet bray. 
From charging squadrons' wild hurra. 
From the wild clang that mark'd their 

Down to the dying groan, [way, — 

And the last sob of life's decay, 

When breath was all but flown. 

VIII. 

Feast on, stem foe of mortal life. 
Feast on \ but thixiVi iioV MhaX «l ^\.fv\^. 
With such pTQmVscMOViS ^wrcv^^fe tv\^^ 
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Protracted space may last ; 
The deadly tug of war at length 
Must limits find in human strength, 

And cease when these are past. 
Vain hope ! — that morn's o'erclouded sun 
Heard the wild shout of fight begun 

Ere he attain'd his height, 
Andthrough the war-smoke, volumedhigh, 
Still peals that unremitted cry, 

Though now he stoops to night. 
For ten long hours of doubt and dread, 
Fresh succours from the extended head 
Of either hill the contest fed ; 

Still down the slope they drew, 
The charge of columns pausM not, 
Nor ceased the storm of shell and shot ; 

For all that war could do 
Of skill and force was proved that day, 
And tum'd not yet the doubtful fray 

On bloody Waterloo. 

IX. 

Pale Brussels I then what thoughts were 

thine,* 
When ceaseless from the distant line 

Continued thunders came 1 
Each burgher held his breath, to hear 
These forerunners of havoc near, 

Of rapine and of flame. 
What ghastly sights were thine to meet, 
When, rolling through thy stately street. 
The wounded show'd their mangled plight 
In token of the unfinish'd fight, 
And from each anguish-laden wain 
The blood-drops laid thy dust like rain 1 
How often in the distant drum 
Heard'st thou the fell Invader come, 
While Ruin, shouting to his band. 
Shook high her torch and gory brand ! — 
Cheer thee, fair City I From yon stand. 
Impatient, still his outstretch'd hand 

Points to his prey in vain, 
While maddening in his eager mood. 
And all unwont to be withstood, 

He fires the fight again. 

X. 
" On ! On I " was still his stem exclaim ; • 
" Confront the battery's jaws of flame ! 

Rush on the levell'd gun I 
My steel-clad cuirassiers, advance I 
Each Hulan forward with his lance, 
MyGuard — myChosen — chargeforFrance, 

France and Napoleon I " 
Loud answer'd their acclaiming shout, 
Greeting the mandate which sent out 
Their bravest and their best to dare 
The fate their leader shunn'd to share.* 
But He, his country's sword and shield, 
Still in the battle front reveal'd, 
Where danger fiercest swept the Md, 
Came like a beam of light, 



In action prompt, in sentence brief— 
' ' Soldiers, stand firm, " exclaim'd the Chief, 

•• England shaU teU the fight I" * 
XI. 
On came the whirlwind — like the last 
But fiercest sweep of tempest-blast — 
On came the whirlwind — steel-gleams 
broke ' 

Like Ughtning through the rolling smoke ; 

The war was waked anew, [loud. 

Three hundred cannon-mouths roar'd 
And from their throats, with flash andclond. 

Their showers of iron threw. 
Beneath their fire, in full career, 
Rush'd on the ponderous cuirassier. 
The lancer couch'd his ruthless spear. 
And hurrying as to havoc near, 

The cohorts' eagles flew. 
In one dark torrent, broad and strong, 
The advancing onset roU'd along. 
Forth harbinger'd by fierce accl^m. 
That, from the shroud of smoke and flame, 
Peal'd wildly the imperial name. 

XII. 

But on the British heart were lost 
The terrors of the charging host ; 
For not an eye the storm that view'd 
Changed its proud glance of fortitude, 
Nor was one forward footstep staid. 
As dropp'd the dying and the dead. 
Fast as their ranks the thunders tear, 
Fast they renew'd each serried square; 
And on the wounded and the slain 
Closed their diminish'd files again. 
Till from their line scarce spears' lengths 
Emerging from the smoke they see [tkee, 
Helmet, and plume, and panoply,— 

Then waked their fire at once 1 
Each musketeer's revolving knell, 
As fast, as regularly fell. 
As when they practise to display 
Their discipline on festal day. 

Then down went helm and lance, 
Down were the eagle banners sent, 
Down reeling steeds and riders went. 
Corslets were pierced, and pennons rent ; 

And, to augment the fray, [flanks, 
Wheel'd full against their staggering 
The English horsemen's foaming ranks 

Forced their resistless \iray. 
Then to the musket-kneU succeeds 
The clash of swords — the neigh of steeds— 
As plies the smith his clanging trade,* 
Against the cuirass rang the blade ; 
And while amid their close array 
The well-served cannon rent their way, 
And while amid their scatter'd band 
Raged the fierce rider's bloody brand, 
^e,co\Vdm common rout and fear, 
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Horsemen and foot — a mingled host. 
Their leaders fall'n, their standards lost. 

xin. 
Then, Wblungton 1 thy piercing eye 
This crisis caught of destiny^ 

The British host had stood Hance 

That mom 'gainst charge of sword and 
As their own ocean-rocks hold stance, 
But when thy voice had said, ' 'Advance 1 " 

Th^ were their ocean's flood. — 
O Thou, whose inauspicious aim 
Hath wrought thy host this hour of shame, 
Think'st thou thy broken bands will bide 
The terrors of yon rushing tide? 
Or wiU thy chosen brook to feel 
The British shock of levell'd steel,* 

Or dost thou turn thine eye 
Where coming squadrons gleam afar. 
And fresher thunders wake the war, 

And other standards fly? — 
■ ThinJc not that in yon columns, file 
Thyconqueiingtroops from distant Dyle — 

Is Blucher yet unknown? 
Or dwells not in thy memory still 
(Heard frequent in thine hour of ill) 
What notes of hate and vengeance thrill 

In Prussia's trumpet tone?— 
What yet remains? — ^shall it be thine 
To head the relics of thy line 

In one dread effort more? — 
The Roman lore thy leisure loved. 
And thou canst tell what fortune proved 

That Chieftain, who, of yore, 
Ambition's dizzy paths essay'd. 
And with the gladiators' aid 

For empire enterprised — 
He stood the cast his rashness play'd, 
Left not the victims he had made, 
Dog his red grave with his own blade. 
And on the field he lost was laid, 

iU>horr'd— but not despised. 
XIV. 
Bat if revolves thy fainter thought 
On safety — howsoever bought, — 
Then turn thy fearful rein and ride, 
Though twice ten thousand men have died 

On this eventful day, 
To gild the military fame 
^Vhich thou, for life, in traffic tame 

Wilt barter thus away. 
Shall future ages tell this tale 
Of inconsistence faint and frail? 
And art thou He of Lodi's bridge, 
Marengo's field, and Wagram's ridge ! 

Or is thy soul hke mountain-tide, 
That, swell' d by winter storm and shower, 
l^olls down in turbulence of power, 

A torrent fierce and wide ; 
Keft of these aids, a rill obsciu'e, 
Shrinking unnot/c^ mean and poor, 



Whose channel shows display'd 
The wrecks of its impetuous course, 
But not one symptom of the force 

By which these wrecks were made 1 

XV. 

Spur on thy way ! — since now thine ear 
Has brook'd thy veterans' wish to hear, 

Who, as thy flight they eyed, 
Exclaim'd, — ^while tears of anguish came, 
Wrung forth by pride, and rage, and 

• • O, that he had but died 1 ' ' [shame, — 
But yet, to sum this hoiu* of ill. 
Look, ere thou leav'st the fatal hill, 

Back on yon broken ranks — 
Upon whose wild confusion gleams 
The moon, as on the troubled streams 

When rivers break their banks. 
And, to the ruin'd peasant's eye. 
Objects half seen roll swiftly by, 

Down the dread current hurl'd — 
So mingle banner, wain, and gun. 
Where the tumultuous fight rolls on 
Of warriors, who, when mom begun, 

Defied a banded world. 

XVI. 

List — frequent to the hurrying rout, 
The stem piursuers' vengeful shout 
Tells, that upon their broken rear 
Rages the Prussian's bloody spear. 

^ fell a shriek was none, 
When Beresina's icy flood 
Redden' d and thaw'd with flame and blood, 
And, pressing on thy desperate way, 
Raised oft and long their wild hurra, 

The children of the Don. 
Thine ear no yell of horror cleft 
So ominous, when all bereft 
Of aid, the valiant Polack left — 
Ay, left by thee — found soldier's grave 
In Leipsic's corpse-encumber'd wave. 
Fate, in those various perils past, 
Reserved thee still some future cast ; 
On the dread die thou now hast thrown, 
Hangs not a single field alone, 
Nor one campaign — thy martial fame, 
Thy empire, dynasty, and name, 

Have felt the final stroke ; 
And now, o'er thy devoted head 
The last stem vial's wrath is shed, 

The last dread seal is broke. 

XVII. 

Since live thou wilt — refuse not now 
Before these demagogues to bow, 
Late objects of thy scom and hate. 
Who shall thy once imperial fate 
Make wordy theme of vain debate. — 
Or shall we say, thou stoop'st less low 
In seeking refuge from the foe. 
Against whose heail, m "^tos^etow&^&a.^ 
Thine hand hatVi ev«\i€^^ >L\i«i VtCxl^^"^ 
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Such homage hath been paid 
By Roman and by Grecian voice, 
■ And there were honour in the choice, 

If it were freely made. 
Then safely come,— in one so low — 
So lost, — we cannot own a foe ; 
Though dear experience bid us end. 
In thee we ne'er can hail a friend. — 
Come, howsoe'er — but do not hide 
Close in thy heart that germ of pride, 
Erewhile, by gifted bard espied. 

That "yet imperial hope ;" 
Think not that for a fresh rebound, 
To raise ambition from the ground, 

We yield thee means or scope. 
In safety come — but ne'er again 
Hold type of independent reign ; 

No islet calls thee lord, 
We leave thee no confederate band, 
No symbol of thy lost command, 
To be a dagger in the hand 

From which we wrench' d the sword. 

XVIII. 

Yet, even in yon sequester'd spot. 
May worthier conquest be thy lot 

Than yet thy life has known ; 
Conquest, unbought by blood or harm, 
That needs nor foreign aid nor arm, 

A triumph all thine own. 
Such waits thee when thou shalt control 
Those passions wild, that stubborn soul, 

That marr'd thy prosperous scene : 
Hear this — from no unmoved heart. 
Which sighs, comparing what thou art 

With what thou might' ST have been ! 

XIX. 

Thou, too, whose deeds of fame renew'd 
Bankrupt a nation's gratitude, 
To thine own noble heart must owe 
More than the meed she can bestow. 
For not a people's just acclaim, 
Not the full hail of Europe's fame, 
Thy Prince's smiles, thy State's decree. 
The ducal rank, the garter'd knee, 
Not these such pure delight afford 
As that, when hanging up thy sword. 
Well may'st thou think, "This honest 
Was ever drawn for public weal ; [steel 
And, such was rightful Heaven's decree, 
Ne'er sheathed unless with victory I " 

XX. 

Look forth, once more, with soften'd 

heart. 
Ere from the field of fame we part ; 
Triumph and Sorrow border near. 
And joy oft melts into a tear. 
Alas ! what links of love that mom 
Has War's rude hand asunder torn ! 
For ne'er was field so sternly fougYit, 
And ne'er was conquest dearer boiigYA. 



Here piled in common slaughter sleep 
Those whom affection long shall weep : 
Here rests the sire, that ne'er shall strain 
His orphans to his heart again ; 
The son, whom, on his native ^ore, 
The parent's voice shall bless no more ; 
The bridegroom, who has hardly press'd 
His blushing consort to his breast ; 
The husband, whom through manyayear, 
Long love and mutual faith endear. 
Thou canst not name one tender tie, 
But here dissolved its relics lie 1 
O ! when thou see'st some mourner's veil 
Shroud her thin form and visage pale, 
Or mark'st the Matron's bursting tears 
Stream when the stricken drum she hears; 
Or see'st how manlier grief, suppress'd, 
Is laboiuing in a father's bi'east, — 
With no inquiry vain pursue 
Tiie cause, but think on Waterloo 1 

XXI. 

Period of honour as of woes. 
What bright careers 'twas thine to close !* 
Mark'd on thy roll of blood what names 
To Briton's memory, and to Fame's, 
Laid there their last immortal claims ! 
Thou saw'st in seas of gore expire 
Redoubted Picton's soul of fire— 
Saw'st in the mingled carnage lie 
All that of PONSONBY could die— 
De Lancey change Love's bridal wreath, 
For laurels from the hand of Death *— 
Saw'st gallant Miller's failing eye* 
Still bent where Albion's banners fly. 
And Cameron,* in the shock of steel, 
Die like the offspring of Lochid ; 
And generous Gordon,* mid the strife, 
Fall, while he watch'd his leader's life.— 
Ah ! though her guardian angel's shield 
Fenced Briton's hero through the field, 
Fate not the less her power made known, 
Through his friends' hearts to pierce his 

xxn. [own ! 

Forgive, brave Dead, the imperfect lay ! 
Who may your names, your numbers, say! 
What high-strung harp, what lofty line. 
To each the dear-eam'd praise assign, 
From high-bom chiefs of martial £ame 
To the poor soldier's lowlier name? 
Lightly ye rose that dawning-day. 
From your cold couch of swamp and clay, 
To fill, before the sim was low, 
The bed that morning cannot know.— 
Oft may the tear the green sod steep, 
And sacred be the heroes' sleep, 

Till time shall cease to run ; 
And ne'er beside their noble grave. 
May Briton pass and fail to crave 
^. blessing on the fallen brave 



V 



The Field of Waterloo, 



289 



XXIII. 

Farewell, sad Field ! whose blighted face 
Wears desolation's withering trace ; 
Long shall my memory retain 
Thy shatter'd huts and trampled grain, 
With every mark of martial wrong, 
lliat scathe thy towers, fair Hougomont !* 
Yet though thy garden's green arcade 
The marksman's fatal post was made, 
Though on thy shatter'd beeches fell 
The blended rage of shot and shell, 
Though from thy blacken'd portals torn. 
Their fall thy blighted fruit-trees mourn. 
Has not such havoc bought a name 
Immortal in the rolls of fame? 
Yes — ^Agincourt may be forgot, 
And Cressy be an unknown spot, 
And Blenheim's name be new ; 
But still in story and in song, 
For many an age remember'd long. 
Shall live the towers of Hougomont, 
And field of Waterloo. 

CONCLUSION. 

Stern tide ofhuman Time ! that kno w'st 

not rest. 
But sweeping from the cradle to the 

tomb, 
Bear'st ever downward on thy dusky 

breast. 
Successive generations to their doom ; 
While thy capacious stream has equal 

room 
For the gay bark where Pleasiu-e's 

streamers sport. 
And for the prison-ship of guilt and 

gloom. 
The fisher-skiff, and barge that bears a 

court, 
Still wafting onward all to one dark silent 

port;— 

Stem tide of Timel through what 

mysterious change 
Of hope and fear have our frail barks 

b^n driven ! 
For ne'er, before, vicissitude so strange 
Was to one race of Adam's offspring 

given. 
And sure such varied change of sea and 

heaven, 
Such unexpected bursts of joy and woe. 
Such fearful strife as that where we 

have striven. 
Succeeding ages ne'er again shall know. 
Until the awful term when Thou shall 

cease to flow 1 



Well hast thou stood, my Country ! — 

the brave fight [report and ill ; 

Hast well maintain'd through good 
In thy just cause and in thy native 

might, [stant still ; 

And in Heaven's g^^ce and justice con- 
Whether the banded prowess, strength, 

and skill [array'd, 

Of half the world against thee stood 
Or when, with better views and freer 

will, [blade. 

Beside thee Europe's noblest drew the 

Each emulous in arms the Ocean Queen 

to aid. 

Well art thou now repaid — though 

slowly rose, [of fame. 

And struggled long with mists thy blaze 
While hke the dawn that in the orient 

glows [came ; 

On the broad wave its earlier lustre 
Then eastern Egypt saw the growing 

flame, [its ray. 

And Maida's m3n:tles gleam'd beneath 
Where first the soldier, stung with 

generous shame, 
Rivall'd the heroes of the wat'ry way. 
And wash'd in foeman's gore unjust 

reproach away. 

Now, Island Empress, wave thy crest on 

high. 
And bid the banner of thy Patron flow, 
Gallant Saint George, the flower of 

Chivalry, [foe, 

For thou hast faced, like him, a dragon 
And rescued innocence from overthrow. 
And trampled down, hke him, tyrannic 

might, [show 

And to the gazing world mayst proudly 
The chosen emblem of thy sainted 

Knight, [cated right. 

Who quell'd devouring pride, and vindi- 

Yet 'mid the confidence of just renown. 
Renown dear bought, but dearest thus 

acquired, [down : 

Write, Britain, write the moral lesson 
'Tis not alone the heart with valour 

fired. 
The discipline so dreaded and admired, 
In many a field of bloody conquest 

known ; [be hired — 

— Such may by fame be lured, by gold 

'Tis constancy in the good cause alone. 

Best justifies the meed thy vailant sons 

have won. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

There is a mood of mind, we all have 

known [day, 

On drowsy eve, or dark and low ring 

When the tired spirits lose their sprightly 

tone, hours away. 

And nought can chase the lingering 

Dull on our soul falls Fancy's dazzling 

ray, [vain, 

And Wisdom holds his steadier torch in 

Obscured the painting seems, mistuned 

the lay. 
Nor dare we of our listless load complain. 
For who for S3rmpathy may seek that can- 
not tell of pain? 

The jolly sportsman knows such dreari- 

hood, 
When bursts in deluge theautumnal rain. 
Clouding that mom which threats the 
heath-cock's brood ; [anglers plain, 
Of such, in summer's drought, the 
Who hope the soft mild southern shower 

in vain ; 
But, more than all, the discontented fiur, 
Whom father stem, and sterner aunt, 

restrain 
From county-ball, or raceoccurringrare. 
While all her friends around their vest- 
ments gay prepare. 

Ennui 1 — or, as our mothers call'd thee, 

Spleen ! 
To thee we owe full many a rare device ; — 
Thine is the sheaf of painted cards, I 

ween, [dice ; 

The rolling billiard-ball, the rattling 
The turaing-lathe for framing gimcrack 

nice ; [claim, 

The amateur's blotch'd pallet thou mayst 
Retort, and air-pump, threatening frogs 

and mice [name), 

(Murders disguised by philosophic 

And much of trifling grave, and nwxcYv of 

buxom game. 



Then of the books, to catch thy drowsy 
glance, [quote I 

Compiled, what bard the catalogue may 
Plays, poems, novels, never read but 
once ; — [wrote, 

But not of such the tale fair Edgeworth 
That bears thy name, and is thine anti- 
dote ; [sung, 
And not of such the strain my Thomson 
Delicious dreams inspiring by his note, 
What time to Indolence his harp he 
strung ; — [list among I 
Oh 1 might my lay be rank'd that happier 

Each hath his refuge whom thy cares 

assail. 
For me, I love my study-fire to trim. 
And con right vacantly some idle tale, 
Displaying on the couch each listless 

limb, [dim, 

Till on the drowsy page the h'ghts grow 
And doubtful slmnber half supplies the 

theme ; [grim, 

While antiqueshapesof knightandgiant 
Damsel and dwarf, in long procession 

gleam. 
And the Romancer's tale becomes the 

Reader's dream. 

'Tis thus my malady I well may bear, 
Albeit outstretch'd, like Pope's own 

Paridel, 
Upon the rack of a too-easy chair; 
And find, to cheat the time, a powerful 

spell 
In old romaunts of errantry that tdl 
Or later legends of the Faiir-folk, 
Or Oriental tale of Afrite feU, poc, 
Of Genii, Talisman, and broad-wing'd 
Though taste may blush and frown, and 

sober reason mock. 

Oft at such season, too, will rhymes 

unsought pay ;— 

\ KmiXi^<& ^<»sffii«3c««& Yd some romantic 
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The whid), cis things unfitting graver 

thought, [day. — 

Are burnt or blotted on some wiser 
These few survive — and proudly let me 

say, [his frown ; 

Court not the critic's smile, nor dread 

. Th^ well may serve to wile an hour 

away, [nown, 

Nor does the volume ask for more re- 

Than Ennui's yawning smile, what time 

she drops it down. 



CANTO FIRST. . 

I. 
List to the valorous deeds that were done 
By Harold the Daimtless, Count Witi- 
kind's son 1 

Count Witikind came of a regal strain, 
And roved with his Norsemen the land 

and the main. [there 

Woe to the realms which he coasted i for 
Was shedding of blood, and rending of hair, 
Rape of maiden, and slaughter of priest, 
Gathering of ravens and wolves to the feast : 
When he hoisted his standard black, 
Before him was battle, behind him wrack. 
And he bum'd the churches, that heathen 

Dane, 
To light his band to their barks again. 

II. 
On Erin's shores was his outrage known. 
The winds of France had his banners 

blown; 
Little was there to plunder, yet still 
His pirates had foray'd on Scottish hill : 
But upon merry England's coast [most. 
More frequent he sail'd, for he won the 
So wide and so far his ravage they knew. 
If a sail but gleam'd white 'gainst the 

welkin blue, 
Trumpet and bugle to arms did call, 
Burghers hasten'd to man the wall. 
Peasants fled inland his fury to 'scape. 
Beacons were lighted on headland and 

cape. 
Bells Were toll'd out, and aye as they rung, 
I''earf\il and faintly the grey brothers sung, 
'•Bless us. Saint Mary, from flood and 

from fire, 
t'rom famine and pest, and Count Witi- 
kind'sirel" 

III. 
He liked the wealth of fair England so well, 
"t^t he sought in her bosom as native to 

dwell. 
He enter'd the Humber in fearful hour. 
And disembark 'd with bis Danish power. 



Three Earls came against him with ali 

their train, — 
Two hath he taJcen, and one hath he slain. 
Count Witikind left the Humber's rich 
strand, fberland. 

And he wasted and warr'd in Northum- 
But the Saxon King was a sire in age, 
Weak in battle, in council sage ; 
Peace of that heathen leader he sought. 
Gifts he gave, and quiet he bought ; 
And the Count took upon him the peace- 
able style [broad isle. 
Of a vassal and liegeman of Britain's 

IV. 
Time will rust the sharpest sword, 
Time will consume the strongest cord ; 
That which moulders hemp and steel. 
Mortal arm and nerve must feel. 
Of the Danish band, whom Count Witi- 
kind led. 
Many wax'd ag^d, and many were dead : 
Himself found his armour full weighty to 
bear, [hair ; 

Wrinkled his brows grew, and hoary his 
He lean'd on a staff, when his step went 
abroad, [bestrode. 

And patient his palfrey, when steed he 
As he grew feebler, his wildness ceased. 
He made himself peace with prelate and 

priest ; 
Made his peace, and, stooping his head, 
Patiently listed the counsel they said : 
Saint Cuthbert's Bishop was holy and 

grave. 
Wise and good was the counsel he gave. 

V. 

' ' Thou hast murder'd, robb'd, and spoil'd, 
Time it is thy poor soul were assoiled ; 
Priests didst thou slay, and churches bum. 
Time it is now to repentance to turn ; 
Fiends hast thou Worshipp'd, with fiendish 

rite, [light : 

Leave now the darkness, and wend into 
O I while life and space are given. 
Turn thee yet, and think of Heaven ! " 
That stem old heathen his head he raised, 
And on the good prelate he steadfastly 

gazed ; [the Tyne, 

"Give me broad lands on the Wear and 
My faith I will leave, and 1 11 cleave unto 

thine." 

VI. 
Broad lands he gave him on Tyne and 

Wear, [spear ; 

To be held of the Church by bridle and 
Part of Monkwearmouth, of Tyndale part, 
To better his will, and to soften his heart : 
Count Witikind was a joyf\il man» 
Less for the iaiixVi XY^^A >5cvr. \aca.^ \X!caX\i& 

wan. 
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The high church of Durham is dress'd 

for the day, 
The clergy are ranked in their solemn 

array : [warm, 

There came the Count, in a bear-skin 
Leaning on Hilda his concubine's arm. 
He kneel'd before Saint Cuthbert's shrine. 
With patience unwonted at rites divine ; 
He abjured the gods of heathen race. 
And he bent his head at the font of grace. 
But such was the grisly old proselyte's 

look, [pale and shook ; 

That the priest who baptized him grew 
And the old monks mutter' d beneath their 

hood, 
" Of a stem so stubborn can never spring 

good I" 

VII. 

Up then arose that grim convertite, [rite ; 
Homeward he hied him when ended the 
The Prelate in honour will with him ride. 
And feast in his castle on Tyne's fair side. 
Banners and banderols dancedin the wind. 
Monks rode before them, and spearmen 

behind ; 
Onward they pass'd, till fairly did shine 
Pennon and cross on the bosom of Tyne ; 
And full in front did that fortress lower, 
In darksome strength with its buttress and 

tower : 
At the castle gate was young Harold there. 
Count Witikind's only oflfspring and heir. 

VIII. 

Young Harold was fear'd for his hardi- 
hood, [mood. 
His strength of frame, and his fury of 
Rude he was and wild to behold, 
Wore neither collar nor bracelet of gold. 
Cap of vair nor rich array, 
Such as should grace that festal day : 
His doublet of bull's hide was all un- 
braced, f laced : 
Uncover'd his head, and his sandal un- 
His shaggy black locks on his brow hung 
low, [swarthy glow ; 
And his eyes glanced through them a 
A Danish club in his hand he bore, 
The spikes were clotted with recent gore ; 
At his back a she-wolf, and her wolf-cubs 

twain, 
In the dangerous chase that morning slain. 
Rude was the greeting his father he made. 
None to the Bishop,— while thus he said: — 

IX. 

"What priest-led hypocrite art thou. 

With thy humbled look and thy monkish 

brow, [vow? 

Like a shaveling who studies to cheat his 

Canst thou be Witikind the Waster knovm, 

B-oyal Eric's fearless son, 



Haughty Gunhilda's haughtier lord. 
Who won his bride by the axe and sword ; 
From the shrine of bt. Peter the chalice 
who tore, [Thor ; 

And melted to bracelets for Freya and 
With one blow of his gauntlet who burst 

the skull, 
Before Odin's stone, of the Mountain Btill? 
Then ye worshipp'd with rites that to war- 
gods belong, [of the strong; 
With the deed of the brave, and the blow 
And now, in thine age to dotage sunk, 
Wilt thou patter thy crimes to a shaven 
monk, — [hair,— 
Lay down thy mail-shirt for clothing of 
Fasting and scourge, like a slave, wilt Siou 

bear? 
Or, at best, be admitted in slothful bower 
To batten with priest and with paramour? 
Oh i out upon thine endless shame 1 ' 
Each Scald's high harp shall blast thy 
fame, [name!" 

And thy son will refuse thee a father's 

X. 

Ireful wax'd old Witikind's look, 
His faltering voice with fury shook :— 
" Hear me, Harold of harden'd heart! 
Stubborn and wilful ever thou wert, 
Thine outrage insane I command thee to 

cease. 
Fear my wrath and remain at peace:— 
Just is the debt of repentance I've paid, 
Richly the Church has a recompense made, 
And the truth of her doctrines 1 prove witii 

my blade, [owe, 

But reckoning to none of my actions I 
And least to my son such accounting will 

show. 
Why speak I to thee of repentance or truth, 

Who ne'er from thy childhood knew w^ 

son or ruth ? 
Hence ! to the wolf and the bear in her den; 
These are thy mates, and not rationalmeo." 

XI. 

Grimly smiled Harold, and coldly replied, 
" We must honour our sires, if we fear 

when they chide. 
For me, I am yet what thy lessons have 

made, [blade; 

I was rock'd in a buckler and fed from a 
An infant, was taught to clasp hands and 

to shout [had broke out ; 

From the roofs of the tower when the flame 
In the blood of slain foemen my finger to 

dip, [my lip.- 

And tinge with its purple my chwk and 
'Tis thou know'st not truth, that hast bar- 

ter'd in eld, 
, For a price, the brave faith that thine an- 
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When this wolf," — and the carcase he 
flung on the plain, — 

"Shall awake and give food to her nurs- 
lings again, 

The face of his father will Harold review ; 

Till then, ag6d Heathen, young Christian, 
adieu 1" 

XII. 

Priest, monk, and prelate stood aghast. 
As through thepageant the heathen pass'd. 
A cross-bearer out of his saddle he flung, 
Laid his hand on the pommel, and into it 

sprung. 
Loud was the shriek, and deep the groan. 
When the holy sign on the earth was 

thrown! 
The fierce old Count unsheathed his brand, 
But the calmer Prelate stay'd his hand. 
" Let him pass free I — Heaven knows its 

hour, — 
But he must own repentance's power, 
Pray and weep, and penance bear, 
£re he hold land by the Tyne and the 

Wear." 
Thus in scorn and in wrath from his father 

is gone 
Young Harold the Dauntless, Count Witi- 

kind's son. 

XIII. 

High was the feasting in Witikind's hall, 
ReveiU'd priests, soldiers, and pagans, and 

all; [dure 

And e'en the good Bishop was fain to en- 
llie scandal, which time and instruction 

might cure : [to restrain, 

^t were dangerous, he deem'd, at the first 
In his wine and his wassail, a half-chris- 

ten'd Dane. [drain'd dry, 

^he mead flow'd around, and the ale was 
Wild was the laughter, the song, and the 

With Kyrie Eleison came clamorously in 
I'he war-songs of Danesmen, Norweyan, 

and Finn. [o'er. 

Till man after man the contention gave 
Outstretch'd on the rushes that strew'd the 

badl floor ; [wild rout, 

And the tempest within, having ceased its 
Oave place to the tempest that thunder' d 

without. 

XIV. 

Apart from the wassail, in turret alone, 
l-ay flaxen-hair'd Gunnar, old Ermen- 

garde's son ; [the first, 

In the train of Lord Harold that Page was 
^or Harold in childhood had Ermengarde 

nursed ; [should roam, 

And grieved was young Gunnar his master 
Xjnhoused and unfriended, an exile from 

home. 



He heard the deep thunder, the plashing 

of rain. 
He saw the red lightning through shot- 
hole and pane ; [terless wold 
"And oh I" said the Page, " on the shel- 
Lord Harold is wandering in darkness and 
cold I Tward, and wild. 
What though he was stubborn, and way- 
He endured me because I was Ermen- 

garde's child, — 
And often from dawn till the set of the sun. 
In the chase, by his stirrup, unbidden I run; 
I would I were older, and knighthood 
could bear, [and the Wear: 

I would soon quit the banks of the Tyne 
For my mother's command, with her last 
parting breath, [death. 

Bade me follow her nursling in life and to 

XV. 

*' It pours and it thunders, it lightens 
amain, [his chain 1 

As if Lok, the Destroyer, had burst from 
Accursed by the Church, and expell'd by 
his sire, [fire. 

Nor Christian nor Dane give him shelter or 
And this tempest what mortal may house- 
less endure ? 
Unaided, unmantled, he dies on the moor, 
Whate'er comes of Gunnar, he tarries not 
here." [his spear; 

He leapt from his couch, and he grasp'd to 
Sought the hall of the feast. Undisturb'd 
by his tread, [dead : 

The wassailers slept fast as the sleep of the 
"Ungrateful and bestial 1" his anger 
broke forth, [the North ! 

"To forget 'mid your goblets the pride of 
And you, ye cowl'd priests, who have 
plenty in store, [and ore." 

Must give Gunnar for ransom a p^frey 

XVI. 

Then, heeding full little of ban or of curse, 
He has seized on the Prior of Jorvaux's 

purse : [miss'd 

Saint Meneholt's Abbot next mommg has 
His mantle, deep furr'd from the cape to 

the wrist ; [ta'en 

The Seneschal's keys from his belt he has 
(Well drench'd on that eve was old Hilde- 

brand's brain). 
To the stable-yard he made his way. 
And mounted the Bishop's palfrey gay, 
Castle and hamlet behind him has cast. 
And right on his way to the moorland has 

pass'd. 
Sore snorted the palfrey, unused to face 
A weather so wild at so rash a pace ; 
So long he snorted, so loud b& ti<&\^^^ 
There answef d a. sX^j^d >^'aX nt^a X^wsssA. 

beside, 
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And the red flash of lightning ahow'd there 

where lay [the clay. 

His master, Lord Harold, outstretch'd on 

XVII. 

Up he started, and thunder'd out, 

"Standi" 
And raised the club in his deadly hand. 
Theflaxen-hair'dGunnar his purpose told, 
Show'd the palfrey and proffer'd the gold. 
" Back, back, and home, thou simple boy 1 
Thou canst not share my grief or joy : 
Have I not mark'd thee wail and cry 
When thou hast seen a sparrow die? 
And canst thou, as my follower should, 
Wade ankle-deep through foeman's blood, 
Dare mortal and immortal foe. 
The gods above, the fiends below. 
And man on earth, more hateful still. 
The very fountain-head of ill? 
Desperate of life, and careless of death. 
Lover of bloodshed, and slaughter, and 

scathe. 
Such must thou be with me to roam, 
And such thou canst not be — ^back, and 

home 1 " 

XVIII. 

Young Gunnar shook like an aspen bough, 
As he heard the harsh voice and beheld 

the dark brow. 
And half he repented his purpose and vow. 
But now to draw back were bootless shame. 
And he loved his master, so luged his 

claim : [weak, 

•'Alas! if my arm and my courage be 
Bear with me a while for old Ermengarde's 

sake; 
Nor deem so lightly of Gunnar's feith. 
As to fear he would break it for peril of 

death. 
Have I not risk'd it to fetch thee this gold. 
This surcoat and mantle to fence thee from 
And, did I bear a baser mind, [cold? 
What lot remains if I stay behind? 
The priests' revenge, thy father's wrath, 
A dungeon, and a shameful death." 

XIX. 

With gentler look Lord Harold eyed 
The Page, then tum'd his head aside ; 
And either a tear did his eyelash stain. 
Or it caught a drop of the passing rain. 
•' Art thou an outcast, then ?" quoth he j 
•'The meeter page to follow me." 
•Twere bootless to tell what climes they 

sought, 
Ventures achieved, and battles fought ; 
How oft with few, how oft alone, 
P'ierce Harold's arm the field hath won. 
Men swore his eye, that flash'd so red 
^hen each other glance vraa q\ienc^*d 
with dread, 



Bore oft a light of deadly flame, 
That ne'er from mortal courage came. 
Those limbs so strong, that mood so stem. 
That loved the couch of heath and fern. 
Afar from hamlet, tower, and town. 
More than to rest on driven down ; 
That stubborn frame, that sullen mood, 
Men deem'd must come of aught but good ; 
And they whisper'd, the great Master 

Fiend was at one 
With Harold the Dauntless, Count Witi- 

kind's son. 

XX. 
Years after years had gone and fled. 
The good old Prelate lies lapp'd in lead ; 
In the chapel still is shown 
His sculptured form on a marble stone. 
With staff and ring and scapulaire. 
And folded hands in the act of prayer. 
Saint Cuthbert's mitre is resting now 
On the haughty Saxon, bold Aldingar's 

brow ; 
The power of his crozier he loved to extend 
O'er whatever would br^^ or whatever 

would bend ,* [in {mlU, 

And now hath he clothed him in cope and 
And the Chapter of Diurham has met at 

his call. [Bishop said, 

" And hear ye not, brethren," the proud 
"That our vassal, the Danish Count 

Witikind'sdead? 
All his gold and his goods hath he given 
To Holy Church for the love of Heaven, 
And hath founded a chantry with stipend 

and dole. 
That priests and that beadsmen may pray 

for his soul : 
Harold his son is wandering abroad. 
Dreaded by man and abhorr'd by God ; 
Meet it is not, that such should heir 
The lands of the Church on the Tyneand 

the Wear, 
And at her pleasure, her hallow'd hands 
May now resume these wealthy lands." 

XXI. 
Answer'd good Eustace, a canon old,— 
"Harold is tameless, and furious, and 
Ever Renown blows a note of fome, [bold ; 
And a note of fear, when she sounds his 

name; 
Much of bloodshed and much of scathe 
Have been their lot who have waked his 

wrath. 
Leave him these lands and lordships still ; 
Heaven in its hour may change his will ; 
But if reft of gold, and of hving bare, 
An evil counsellor is despair." 
More had he said, but the Prelate frown'd, 
Ki[i^ TcrarcoMs'd hia brethren who sate 
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And with one consent have they given 

their doom, 
That the Church should the lands of Saint 

Cuthbert resume. 
So vriird the Ftelate ; and canon and dean 
C^ve to his judgment their loud amen. 



CANTO SECOND. 

L 
'TIS merry in greenwood, — thus runs the 

old lay, — 
In the gladsome month of lively May, 
When the wild birds' song on stem and 
Invites to forest bower ; [spray 

Then rears the ash his airy crest. 
Then shines the birch in silver vest. 
And the beech in glistening leaves is drest, 
And dark between shows the oak's proud 
breast, 
Uke a chieftain's frowning tower ; 
Though a thousand branches join their 

screen. 
Yet the broken sunbeams glance between, 
And tip the leaves with lighter green, 

With brighter tints the flower : 
Dull is the heart that loves not then 
The deep recess of the wildwood glen, 
Where roe and red-deerfind sheltering den, 
When the sun is in his power. 
II. 
Less merry, perchance, is the fading leaf 
That follows so soon on the gather' d sheaf, 
When the greenwood loses the name ; 
Silent is then the forest bound, [sound 
Save the redbreast's note, and the rustling 
Of frost-nipt leaves that are dropping 
round, [hound 

Or the deep-mouth'd cry of the distant 

That opens on his game : 
Yet then, too, I love the forest wide. 
Whether the sim in splendour ride. 
And gild its many-coloiu-'d side ; 
Or whether the soft and silvery haze, 
la vapoury folds, o'er the landscape strays, 
And half involves the woodland maze, 

Like an early widow's veil. 
Where wimpling tissue from the gaze 
The form half hides, and half betrays. 
Of beauty wan and pale. 

III. 
f'air Metelill was a woodland maid, 
Her father a rover of greenwood shade, 
By forest statutes undismay'd, 

Who lived by bow and quiver ; 
Well known was Wulfstane's archery, 
By merry Tyne both on moor and lea, 
Through wooded Weardale's glens so free. 
Well beside Stanhope's wiidwood tree, 
And well on GanJesse river. 



Yet free though he trespass' d on woodland 
game, [wizard fame 

More known and more fear'd was the 
Of Jutta of Rookhope, the Outlaw's dame; 
Fear'd when she frown'd was her eye of 
flame, 

More fear'd when in wrath she laugh'd ; 
For, then, 'twas said, more fatal true 
To its dr^d aim her spell-glance flew. 
Than when from Wulfstane's bended yew 

Sprung forth the grey-goose shaft. 

IV. 
Yet had this fierce and dreaded pair, 
So Heaven decreed, a daughter fair ; 

None brighter crown'd the bed. 
In Britain's bounds, of peer or prince, 
Nor hath, perchance, a loveher since, 

In this fair isle been bred. 
And nought of fraud, or ire, or ill. 
Was known to gentle Metelill, — 

A simple maiden she ; 
The spells in dimpled smile that lie, [fly 
And a downcast blush, and the darts that 
With the sidelong glance of a hazel eye, 

Were her arms and witchery. 
So young, so simple was she yet, 
She scarce could childhood's joys foiget, 
And still she loved, in secret set 

Beneath the greenwood tree. 
To plait the rushy coronet, 
And braid with flowers her locks of jet, 

As when in infancy ; — 
Yet could that heart, so simple, prove 
The early dawn of stealing love : 

Ah 1 gentle maid, beware 1 
The power who, now so mild a guest. 
Gives dangerous yet delicious zest 
To the calm pleasures of thy breast, 
Will soon, a tyrant o'er the rest. 

Let none his empire share. 

V. 

One mom, in kirtle green array'd. 
Deep in the wood the maiden stray'd, 

And, where a foimtain sprung, 
She sate her down, unseen, to thread 
The scarlet berry's mimic braid. 

And while the beads she strung, 
Like the blithe lark, whose carol gay 
Gives a good-morrow to the day, 

So lightsomely she sung. 

VI. 
SONG. 

••Lord William was bom in gilded 
The heir of Wilton's lofty tower ; [bower, 
Yet better loves Lord William now 
To roam beneath wild Rookhope's brow ; 
And William has lived where ladies fair 
With gawds and jewels deck iVieixVaxt^ 
Yet better loves \5nft dfi?N^xQiV"& ^^Si^ 
That pearV l\i«\oc!itt ol VLc^^^^ 
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" The pious Palmer loves, I wis, 
Saint Cuthbert's hallow'd beads to kiss ; 
But I, though simple girl I be, 
Might have such homage paid to me ; 
For did Lord William see me suit 
This necklace of the bramble's fruit. 
He fain — but must not have his will — 
Would kiss the beads of Metelill. 

" My nurse has told me many a tale, 
How vows of love are weak and frail ; 
My mother says that courtly youth 
By rustic maid means seldom sooth. 
What should they mean? it cannot be, 
That such a warning's meant for me, 
For nought — oh 1 nought of fraud or ill 
Can William mean to Metelill 1" 

VII. 

Sudden she stops — and starts to feel 
A weighty hand, a glove of steel. 
Upon her shrinking shoulders laid ; 
Fearful she tum'd, and saw, dismay'd, 
A Knight in plate and mail array' d. 
His crest and bearing worn and fray'd, 

His surcoat soil'd and riven, 
Form'd like that giant race of yore. 
Whose long-continued crimes outwore 

The sufferance of Heaven. , 
Stem accents made his pleasure known. 
Though then he used his gentlest tone : 
•' Maiden," he said, " sing forth thy glee. 
Start not — sing on — it pleases me." 

VIII. 
Secured within his powerful hold, 
To bend her knee, her bands to fold, 

Was all the maiden might ; 
And " Oh I forgive," she faintly said, 
*• The terrors of a simple maid, 

If thou art mortal wight ? 
But if— of such strange tales are told — 
Unearthly warrior of the wold, 
Thou com'st to chide mine accents bold, 
My mother, Jutta, knows the spell, 
At noon and midnight pleasing well 

The disembodied ear. 

Oh 1 let her powerful charms atone 
For aught my rashness may have done, 

And cease thy grasp of fear." 
Then laugh'd the Knight — his laughter's 

sound 
Half in the hollow helmet drown'd ; 
His barred visor then he raised, 
And steady on the maiden gazed. 
He smooth'd his brows, as best he might, 
To the dread calm of autumn night, 

When sinks the tempest roar ; 
Vet still the cautious fishers eye 
The clouds, and fear the gloomy sky, 
And hsLul their barks on shore. 



IX. 

"Damsel," he said, " be wise and kam 
Matters of weight and deep concern: 
From distant realms I come, [plann'd 
And, wanderer long, at length baie 
In this my native Northern land 

To seek myself a home. 
Nor that alone — a mate I seek ; 
She must be gentle, soft, and meek,— 

No lordly ^me for me ; 
Myself am something rough of mood, 
And feel the fire of royal blood. 
And therefore do not hold it good 

To match in my d^pree. 
Then, since coy maidens say my £ace 
Is harsh, my form devoid of graces 
For a fair lineage to provide, 
'Tis meet that my selected bride 

In lineaments be fair ; 
I love thine well — ^till now I ne'er 
Look'd patient on a face of fear, 
But now that tremulous sob and tear 

Become thy beauty rare. 
One kiss — nay, damsel, coy it not !— 
And now go seek thy parents' cot. 
And say, a bridegroom soon I come. 
To woo my love, and b^ her home." 

X. 

Home sprung the maid without a pause. 
As leveret 'scaped from greyhound's jaws; 
But still she lock'd, howe'er distress'd, 
The secret in her boding breast ; 
Dreading her sire, who oft forbade 
Her steps should stray to distant glade. 
Night came — to her accustom'd nook 
Her distaff ag^d Jutta took, 
And by the lamp s imperfect glow, [bow. 
Rough Wulfstane trimm'd his shafts and 
Sudden and clamorous, from the ground 
Upstarted slumbering brach and hound; 
Loud knocking next the lodge alaims, 
And Wulfstane snatches at his arms, 
When open flew the yielding door, 
And that grim Warrior press' d the floor. 

XI. 

•• All peace be here — What 1 none replies I 
Dismiss your fears, and your surprise. 
Tis I — that Maid hath told my tale,— 
Or, trembler, did thy courage fail? 
It recks not — It is I demand 
Fair Metelill in marriage band ; 
Harold the Dauntless I, whose name 
Is brave men's boast and caitiff's shame." 
The parents sought each other's eyes, 
With awe, resentment, and surprise: 
Wulfstane, to quarrel prompt, began 
The stranger's size and thewes to scan ; 
^mV q&\v& ^^:acM\'d his courage sunk, 
K\vQl iioift, Axaac^ial ^\xv\^\k& ^uroaa!!^ 
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:o blight and blemish, flies 
curse from Jutta's eyes ; 
wsoe'er, the spell 
nnocently fell 1 
intment and amaze 
witch's wilder gaze. 

XII. 
J wit of woman woke, 
Varrior mild she spoke : 
was all too young.' — "A toy, 
)f a maiden coy." — 
powerful baron's heir 
:r heart an interest fair." — 
whisper in his ear, 
1 is a suitor here 1" — 
Qgth she sought delay : 
t the knight till morning stay? 
5 hour — he there might rest 
leir lodge's honour'd guest." 
ler words, — her craft might 

d guest should sleep his last : 
)-night — ^but soon," he swore, 
return, nor leave them more." 
Id then his huge stride crost, 
3 was in darkness lost. 

XIII. 
trhile the parents stood, 
ed their fear to angry mood, 
St fell their words of ill 
ng Metelill : 
t caution' d and forbid, 
implored, accused, and chid, 
he still to greenwood roam, 
such misfortune home ? 
nion — to thy chamber hence — 
2nce learn and penitence." 
ler lonely couch to steep 
ich absent lovers weep ; 
in'd a troubled sleep, 
>Id's suit was still the theme 
9f her feverish dream. 

XIV. 

she gone, her dame and sire 

other bent their ire ; 

lan thou, and hast a spear, 

t thou such an insult bear?" 

ud, "A man contends 

a, witch with sprites and fiends ; 

e mortal wight belong 

f brow and frame so strong. 

is this thy promise fair. 

Lord William, wealthy heir 

Baron of Witton-le-Wear, 

tehll to altar bear? 

ipells thou boast'st as thine 

3 slay some peasant's kine, 

a autumn's storms to steep, 

h fog and fen to sweep, 

ie some poor rustic's sleep ? 



Is such mean mischief worth the fame 
Of sorceress and witch's name? 
Fame, which with all men's wish conspires. 
With thy deserts and my desires. 
To damn thy corpse to penal fires? 
Out on thee, witch 1 aroint I aroint I [joint ? 
What now shall put thy schemes in 
What save this trusty arrow's point. 
From the dark dingle when it flies, 
And he who meets it gasps and dies." 

XV. 

Stem she replied, " I will not wage 
War with thy folly or thy rage ; 
But ere the morrow's sun be low, 
Wulfstane of Rookhope, thou shalt know, 
If I can 'venge me on a foe. 
Believe the while, that whatsoe'er 
I spoke, in ire, oif bow and spear. 
It is not Harold's destiny 
The death of pilfer'd deer to die. 
But he, and thou, and yon pale moon 
(That shall be yet more pallid soon. 
Before she sink behind the dell). 
Thou, she, and Harold too, shall tell 
What Jutta knows of charm or spell." 
Thus muttering, to the door she bent 
Her wayward steps, and forth she went, 
And left alone the moody sire, 
To cherish or to slake his ire. 

XVI. 
Far faster than belong'd to age 
Has Jutta made her pilgrimage. 
A pnest has met her as she pass'd. 
And cross'd himself aad stood aghast : 
She traced a hamlet — not a cur 
His throat would ope, his foot would stir ; 
By crouch, by trembling, and by groan. 
They made her hated presence known 1 
But when she strode the sable fell. 
Were wilder sounds her way to tell, — 
For far was heard the fox's yell. 
The black-cock waked and faintly crew, 
Scream'd o'er the moss the scared curlew ; 
Where o'er the cataract the oak 
Lay slant, was heard the raven's croak ; 
The mountain-cat, which sought his prey. 
Glared, scream'd, and started from her way: 
Such music cheer'd her journey lone 
To the deep dell and rocking stone ; 
There, with unhallow'd hymn of praise. 
She called a God of heathen days. ' 

XVIL 

INVOCATION, 
"From thy Pomeranian throne, 
Hewn in rock of living stone. 
Where, to thy godhead faithful yet. 
Bend Esthonian, Finn, and Ljell, 
And tbeit swords Va N^n^easicfc N^^asX, 
That shaXl tnake Wime bWw^ "«^^-% 
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Wet and red for ages more 
With the Christians' hated gore,—* 
Hear me ! Sovereign of the Rock, 
Hear me ! mighty Zemebock I 

•• Mightiest of the mighty known, 
Here ihy wonders have been shown ; 
Hundred tribes in various tongue 
Oft have here thy praises sung ; 
Down that stone with Runic seam'd, 
Hundred victims* blood hath stream'd ! 
Now one woman comes alone, 
And but wets it with her own, 
The last, the feeblest of thy flock, — 
Hear — and be present, Zemebock 1 

" Hark ! he comes 1 the night-blast cold 
Wilder sweeps along the wold ; 
The cloudless moon grows dark and dim. 
And bristling hair and quaking limb 
Proclaim the Master Demon nigh, — 
Those who view his form shall die ! 
I^ ! I stoop and veil my head ; 
Thou who rid'st the tempest dread. 
Shaking hill and rendmg oak — 
Spare me ! spare me 1 Zemebock. 

*' He comes not yet! shall cold delay 
Thy votaress at her need repay? 
Thou — shall I call thee god or fiend? — 
Let others on thy mood attend 
With prayer and ritual— Jutta's arms 
Are necromantic words and charms ; 
Mine is the spell, that, utter'd once. 
Shall wake Thy Master from his trance. 
Shake his red mansion-house of pain, 
And burst his seven-times-twisted chain !— 
So 1 com'st thou ere the spell is spoke ? 
I own thy presence, Zemebock." — 

XVIII. 
•• Daughter of dust," the Deep Voice said, 
— Shook while it spoke the vale for dread, 
Rock'd on the base that massive stone, 
The Evil Deity to own, — 
" Daughter of dust ! not mine the power 
Thou seek'st on Harold's fatal hour. 
'Twixt heaven and hell there is a strife 
Waged for his soul and for his life. 
And fain would we the combat win. 
And snatch him in his hour of sin. 
There is a star now rising red. 
That threats him with an influence dread ; 
Woman, thine arts of malice whet, 
To use the space before it set. 
Involve him with the Church in strife, 
Push on adventurous chance his life ; 
Ourself will in the hour of need, 
As best we may, thy counsels speed." 
So ceased the Voice ; for seven leagues 
Each hamlet started at the sound ; [round 
But slept again, as slowly died 
Its tbunden on the hill's brovm tide. 



XIX. 

"And is this all," said Jutta stem, 
"That thou canst teach and I can kaiD? 
Hence 1 to the land of fog and waste, 
There fittest is thine influence placed, 
Thou powerless, sluggish deity i 
But ne'er shall Briton bend the knee 
Again before so poor a god." 
She stmck the altar with her rod ; 
Slight was the touch, as when at need 
A damsel stirs her tsutly steed ; 
But to the blow the stone gave place; 
And, starting from its balanced base; 
Roll'd thundering down the moonli^ 

dell,— 
Re-echo'd moorland, rock, and fdl; 
Into the moonlight tarn it dash'd. 
Their shores the sounding surges lash'd, 

And there was ripple, rage, and foam; 
But on that lake, so dark and lone, 
Placid and pale the moonbeam shone 

As Jutta hied her home. 



CANTO THIRD. 

I. 
Grey towers of Durham 1 there was 

once a time [vague hop^ 

I view'd your battlements with such 
As brightens life in its first dawning 

prime ; [scops 

Not that e'en then came within uncyi 
A vision vain of mitre, throne, or cope; 
Yet, gazing on the venerable hall, 
Her flattering dreams would in pe^ 

spective ope [stall,— 

Some reverend room, somepreboidaiy's 

And thus Hope me deceived as she de> 

ceiveth alL 

Well yet I love thy mix'd and massive 

piles, ^e Scot, 

Half church of God, half castle 'gainst 
And long to roam these venerable aisles, 
With records stored of deeds long since 

forgot ; pot. 

There might I share my Surtees' happier 
Who leaves at will his patrimonial ndd 
To ransack every crypt and hanoVd 

spot, [yield, 

And from oblivion rend the spoils thej 

Restoring priestly chant and clang w 

knightly shield. 

Vain is the wish — since other cares de- 
mand 

Each vacant hour, and in another dime; 

But still that northern harp invites my 
hand^ [time; 
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And fain its numbers would I now com- 
mand [fair. 

To paint the beauties of that dawning 

When Harold, gazing fromits lofty stand, 

Upon the western heights of Beaure- 

paire, [winding Wear. 

Saw Saxon Eadmer's towers begirt by 

II. 

Fair on the half-seen stream the sun- 
beams danced, 

Betraying it beneath the woodland bank, 

And £aur between the Gothic turrets 
glanced [and flank. 

Broad lights, and shadows fell on front 

Where tower and buttress rose in martial 
rank 

And girdled in the massive donjon Keep, 

And from their circuit peal'd o'er bush 
and bank, [deep, 

The matin bell with summons long and 
And edio answer'd still with long-resound- 
ing sweep. 

III. 
The morning mists rose from the ground, 
Each merry bird awaken'd round. 

As if in revelry; 
A£Eir the bugles' clanging sound 
Call'd to the chase the lagging hound ; 

The gale breathed soft and free. 
And seem'd to linger on its way 
To catch fresh odours from the spray. 
And waved it in its wanton play 

So light and gamesomely. 
The scenes whidii morning beams reveal. 
Its sounds to hear, its gales to feel 
In all their fragrance round him steal, 
It melted Harold's heart of steel. 

And, hardly wotting why, 
He doflTd his helmet's gloomy pride. 
And hung it on a tree beside. 

Laid mace and falchion by. 
And on the greensward sate him down. 
And from his dark habitual frown 

Rdaz'd his rugged brow — 
Whoever hath the doubtful task 
Fhmi that stem Dane a boon to ask, 

Were wise to ask it now. 

IV. 

His place beside young Gunnar took, 
And mark'd his master's softening look. 
And in his eye's dark mirror spied 
The gloom of stormy thoughts subside. 
And cautious watch'd the fittest tide 

To speak a warning word. 
So when the torrent's billows shrink. 
The timid pilgrim on the brink 
Waits long to see them wave and sink. 

Ere he dare brave the ford, 
Aad ofteo. after doubtful pause, 
ffis stq» advABOfiff or witbdnwM : 



Fearful to move the slumbering iie 
Of his stem lord, thus stood the squire, 

Till Harold raised his eye, 
That glanced as when athwart the shroud 
Of the dispersing tempest-cloud 

The bursting sunb^uns fly. 

V. 

"Arouse thee, son of Ermengarde, 
Of&pring of prophetess and bard 1 
Take harp, and greet this lovely prime 
With some high strain of Runic rhyme, 
Strong, deep, and po werfid 1 P^ it round 
Like that loud bell's sonorous sound, 
Yet vnld by fits, as when the lay 
Of bird and bugle hail the day. 
Such was my grandsire EMc's sport. 
When dawn gleam'd on his martial court. 
Heymar the Scald with harp's high sound, 
Summon'd the chiefs who slept around ; 
Couch'd on the spoils of wolf and bear, 
They roused like lions frx>m their lair. 
Then rush'd in emulation forth 
To enhance the glories of the North. — 
Proud Eric, mightiest of thy race. 
Where is thy shadowy resting-plaoe? 
In wild Valhalla hast thou quafiTd 
From foeman's skull metheglin draught, 
Or wanderest where thy caira was piled 
To frown o'er oceans wide and wild? 
Or have the milder Christians given 
Thy refuge in their peaceful heaven ? 
Where'er thou art, to thee are known 
Our toils endured, our trophies won, 
Our wars, our wanderings, and our woes." 
He ceased, and Gunnar's song arose. 

VI. 
SONG. 

" Hawk and osprey scream'd for joy 
O'er the beetling cliffs of Hoy, 
Crimson foam the beach o'erspread, 
The heath was dyed with darker red, 
When o'er Eric, Inguar's son, 
Dane and Northman piled the stone ; 
Singing wild the war-song stem, 
• Rest thee, Dweller of the Cairn ! ' 

"Where eddying currents foam and boil 
By Bersa's burgh and Graemsa/s isle. 
The seaman sees a martial form 
Half-mingled with the mist and storm. 
In anxious awe he bears away 
To moor his bark in Stromna's bay, 
And murmurs from the bounding stem, 
' Rest thee, Dweller of the Cairn 1' 

"What cares disturb the mighty dead? 
Each honour'd rite was duly paid ; 
No daring hand thy helm nnfan^A^ 
Thy SEWord, thy i»^«^ Nlts» TMtti:i "^oai^ 
plaoed,— 
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Thy dinty couc:i ao cc<ir pco uneri , 
Withoat/ with hostile blood was sain'd; 
Within, 'twas fined with moss and fern, — ' 
Then rest thee. Dweller of the Cairn! j 

• ' He may not rest ; from realms a£ir i 

Comes voice of battle and of war, j 

Of conqnest wrought with bLo«3dy hand ; 

On Cannel's r\\r¥<i and Jordan's strand, ; 

When Odin's warlike son could daunt I 

The turfaan'd race of Termagannt." j 

VIL 

"Peace." said the Knii^t, "the noble 
Our warlike Cithers' deeds recall'd, [Scald 
Bat never strove to soothe the son 
With tales of what himself had done. 
At Odin's board the bard sits high 
Whose harp ne'er stoop'd to flattery ; 
Bat highest he whose daring lay 
Hath dared imwelcome truths to say." 
With doabtfal smile young Gunnar eyed 
His master^s looks, and nought repUed^ 
Bat weU that smile his master led 
To construe what he left unsaid. 
** Is it to me, thou timid youth. 
Thou fear^st to speak unwelcome truth ? 
My soul no more thy censure grieves 
Than frosts rob laurels of their leaves. 
Say on— and yet— beware the rude 
And wild distemper of my blood ; 
Loath were I that mine ire should wrong 
The youth that bore my shield so long. 
And who, in service constant still. 
Though weak in frame, art strong in 
wilL" — [depends 

"Ohl" quoth the page, "even there 
My counsel — there my warning tends — 
Oft seems as of my master's breast 
Some demon were the sudden guest ; 
Then at the first misconstrued word 
His hand is on the mace and sword, 
From her firm seat his wisdom driven. 
His life to countless dangers given. — 
1 would that Gunnar could suffice 
To be the fiend's last sacrifice. 
So that, when glutted with my gore, 
He fled, and tempted thee no more 1 " 

vnL 
Then waved his hand, and shook his head, 
The impatient Dane, while thus he said : 
" Profane not, youth — it is not thine 
To judge the spirit of our line — 
The bold Berserkar's rage divine. 
Through whose inspiring, deeds are 

wrought 
Past human strength and human thought. 
When full upon his gloomy soul 
The champion feels the influence roll, 
swims the lake, he leaps the "wsilft:— 
not the depth, nor plumbs theiaW— 




Unshielded, mail-Iess, on he goes 
Singfy against a host of foes ; 
Their spears he holds like wither'd reeds. 
Their mail like maiden's silken weeds ; 
One 'gainst a hundred will he strive, 
Take coontless wounds, and yet survive. 
Then rush the eagles to his cry 
Of slaughter and of victory, — 
And blood be qua£& like Odin's bowl. 
Deep drinks his sw<Hd, — deep drinks his 
And all that meet him in his ire [soul ; 
He gives to ruin, rout, and fire ; 
Then, like gcxged lion, seeks some den, 
And couches till he's man agen.— 
Thoa know'st the signs of look and limb, 
When 'gins that rage to overbrim — 
Thoa know'st when I am moved, and 

why; 
And when thou seest me roll mine ^re, 
Set my teeth thus, and stamp my foot, 
R^pard thy safety and be mute ; 
But else ^eak boldly out whate'er 
Is fitting that a knight should hear. 
I love thee, youth. Thy lay has power 
Upon my dark and sullen hour; — 
So Christian monks are wont to say 
Demons of old were charm'd away; 
Then fear not I will rashly deem 
III of thy speech, whate'er the theme." 

IX. 
As down some strait in doubt and dread 
The watchful pilot drops the lead. 
And, cautious in the midst to steer. 
The shoaling <±iannel sounds with fear; 
So, lest on dangerous ground he swerved, 
The Page his master's brow observed, 
Pau^ng at intervals to fling 
His hand o'er the melodious string, 
And to his moody breast apply 
The soothing charm of harmony, 
While hinted hal^ and half ezfvisst. 
This warning song conveyed the rest— 

SONG. 

I. 
" 111 fares the bark with tackle riven, 
And ill when on the breakers driven,— 
111 when the storm-sprite shrieks in air, 
And the scared mermaid tears her hair; 
But worse when on her helm the hand 
Of some false traitor holds command. 



"Ill fares the fainting Palmer, placed 
'Mid Hebron's rocks or Rana's wastes- 
Ill when the scorching sun is high, 
And the expected font is dry, — 
Worse when his guide o'er sand andbeaAi 
The barbarous Copt, hasplaim'dhisdeatb< 

" \\\ ^«c«5 Ihe Knight with buckler defti 
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is steed to earth is flung, 
is grasp his falchion wrung ; 
, if instant ruin token, 
ists rede by woman spoken." — 

X. 

wr, fond boy? — Canst thou think 
Id, ••offairMetelill?"— [ill," 
• be fair," the Page replied, 
igh the strings he ranged, — 
' be fair; but yet," he cried, 

n the strain he changed, 

SONG. 

I. 

' be fair," he sang, "but yet 

^ have I seen 

for all her locks of jet, 

s so dark and sheen. 

Danish knight in arms, 

lay I may be, 

hould own no foreign charms, — 

ih maid for me. 

2. 
y fiathers' northern landj 
he dark pine-trees grow, 
old Baltic's echoing strand 
'er each grassy oe. 
lark the Ungering sun, 
enmark loath to go, 
ig on the billows bright, 
he short-lived summer night, 
3f ruddy glow. 

3- 
t the northern maid I love, 

east like Denmark's snow, 

as fair as Denmark's pine, 

\ with purple heath to twine 

cs of sunny glow ; 

ly blends that shade of gold 

e cheek's rosy hue, 

might for her mirror hold 

3 of matchless blue. 

4. 
; the manly sports to love 
ithem maidens fear, 
le bow by stream and grove, 
the hunter's spear. 
:r chosen champion's flight 
e undazzled see, 
victorious from the strife, 
corpse yield up her life, — 
h maid for me 1 " 

xr. 
ed the Dane— "Thou cast so 
s of our maidens tell, [well 
1 1 wish my choice had been 
and hair of golden sheen, 
soul ;— yet what of iU 
to charge on Metelill ?" 
on her," young Gunnar said, 
3ase sirens ignoBle trade. 



Her mother, too — the general fame 

Hath given to Jutta evil name, 

And in her grey eye is a flame 

Art cannot hide, nor fear can tame. — 

That sordid woodman's peasant cot 

Twice have thiue honour'd footsteps 

sought, 
And twice return' d with such ill rede 
As sent thee on some desperate deed." 

XII. 
"Thou errest ; Jutta wisely said. 
He that comes suitor to a maid, 
Ere link'd in marriage, should provide 
Lands and a dwelling for his bride — 
My father's, by the Tyne and Wear, 
I have reclaim'd." — " O, all too dear, 
And all too dangerous the prize. 
E'en were it won," young Gunnar cries, — 
"And then this Jutta's fresh device. 
That thou shouldst seek, a heathen Dane, 
From Durham's priests a boon to gain. 
When thou hast left their vassals slain 
In their own halls I"— Flash' d Harold's 

eye, 
Thunder'd his voice — ' ' False Page, you lie I 
The castle, hall and tower, is mine. 
Built by old Witikind on "Tyne. 
The wild-cat will defend his den. 
Fights for her nest the timid wren ; 
And think'st thou I'll forego my right 
For dread of monk or monkish knight ? 
Up and away, that deepening bell 
Doth of the Bishop's conclave tell. 
Thither will I, in manner due. 
As Jutta bade, my claim to sue ; 
And, if to right me they are loath, 
Then woe to church and chapter both I " 
Now shift the scene, and let the curtain 

faU, [hall. 

And our next entry be Saint Cuthbert's 



CANTO FOURTH. 

I. 
Full many a bard hath sung the solemn 

gloom 
Of the long Gothic aisle and stone- 

ribb'd roof, 
O'er-canopying shrine, and gorgeous 

tomb. 
Carved screen, and altar glimmering far 

aloof. 
And blending with the shade, — a match- 
less proof [cold ; 
Of high devotion, which hath now wax'd 
Yet legends say, that Luxiuy's brute 

hoof 
Intruded oft within such sacred fold^ 
Like step oi BeYs laJLSfc"^f«&X,\.'^^^'^'^ 

Uis fane pi o\d. 
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Well pleased am I, howe'er, that when 

the rout [to come, 

Of our rude neighbours whilome deign'd 
Uncall'd, and dee unwelcome, to SMreep 

out [of Rome, 

And cleanse our chancel from the rags 
They spoke not on our ancient &ne the 

doom [own, 

To which their bigot zeal gave o'er their 
But spared the raartyr'd saint and storied 

tomb, [stone. 

Though papal miracles had graced the 

Andthough the aisles still loved the organ's 

swelling tone. 

And deem not, though 'tis now my part 

to paint [gold, 

A Prdate sway'd bv love of power and 
That all who wore the mitre of our Saint 
Like to ambitious Aldingar I hold ; 
Since both in modem times and days of 

old [atone 

It sate on those whose virtues might 
Their predecessors' frailties trebly told; 
Matthew and Morton we as such may 

own — 
And such (if fame speak truth) the 

honour'd Barrington. 

II. 

But now to earlier and to ruder times. 
As subject meet, I tune my rugged 

rhymes. 
Telling how fsiirly the chapter was met. 
And rood and books in seemly order set; 
Huge brass-clasp'd volumes, which the 

hand 
Of studious priest but rarely scann'd, 
Now on fair carved desk display'd, 
'Twas theirs the solemn scene to aid. 
O'erhead with many a scutcheon graced, 
And quaint devices interlaced, 
A labyrinth of crossing rows, 
The roof in lessening arches shows ; 
Beneath its shade placed proud and high, 
With footstool and with canopy, 
Sate Aldingar, — and prelate ne'er 
More haughty graced Saint Cuthbert's 

chair ; 
Canons and deacons were placed below, 
In due degree and lengthen'd row. 
Unmoved and silent each sat there, 
Like image in his oaken chair ; 
Nor head, nor hand, nor foot they 

stirr'd. 
Nor lock of hair, nor tress of beard ; 
And of their eyes severe alone 
The twinkle show'd they were not stone. 

III. 
The Prelate was to speech addressed, 
^a.ch head sunk reverent on eac\ibteas.V 



•\' 



But ere his voice was heard — without 
Arose a wild tumultuous shout, 
Ofispring of wonder mix'd with fear. 
Such as in croMrded streets we hear 
Hailing the flames, that, bursting out, 
Attract yet scare the rabble rout. 
Ere it had ceased, a giant hand 
Shook oaken door and iron band, 
Till oak and iron both gave way, 
Clash'd the long bolts, the hinges bray, 
And, ere upon angel or saint they can call, 
Stands Harold the Dauntless in midst of 
the hall. 

IV. 

" Now save ye, my masters, both rodiet 

and rood, [hood! 

From Bishop with mitre to Deacon with 
For here stands Count Harold, old Witi- 

kind's son, [ancestors won." 

Come to sue for the lands which his 
The Prelate look'd round him with sore 

troubled eye, 
Unwilling to grant, yet afraid to deny ; 
While each Canon and Deacon who heard 

the Dane speak, [week i— 

To be safdy at home would have fiEUteda 
Then Aldingar roused him, and answer'd 

again, [not obtain ; 

" Thou suest for a boon which thou canst 
The Church hath no flefs for an unchtisten'd 

Dane. [given, 

Thy father was wise, and his treasure hath 
That the priests of a chantry might hymn 

him to heaven ; [as his due, 

And the fiefs which whilome he posses'd 
Have lapsed to the Church, and been 

granted anew 
To Anthony Conjrers and Alberic Vere, 
For the service Saint Cuthbert's bless'd 

banner to bear, [foray the Wear; 
When the bands of the North come to 
Then disturb not our conclave with wrang- 
ling or blame, [as ye came." 
But in peace and in patience pass hence 

V. 

Loud laugh'd the stem Pagan, — • ' They're 

firee from the care [Verei— 

Of fief and of service, lx)th Conyers and 
Six feet of your chancel is all they will need, 
A buckler of stone and a corslet of lead.— 
Ho, Gunnar ! — ^the tokens ; " — ^and, sevcr'd 

anew, [threw. 

A head and a hand on the altar he 
Then shudder'd with terror both Canoo 

and Monk, [tenance shnmk. 

They knew the glazed eye and the cotm* 
And of Anthony Conyers the half-grizdid 

hair, 
KTv.d\.Vv^^cA.r on the hand of Sir Alberic 
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There was not a churchman or priest that 

was there, [him to prajrer. 

But grew pale at the sight, and betook 

VI. 

Coimt Harold laagh'd at their looks of 

fear: [bear? 

" Was this the hand should your banner 
Was that the head should wear the casque 
In battle at the Church's task ? 
Was it to such you gave the place 
Of Harold with the heavy mace ? 
Find me between the Wear and Tyne 
A knight will wield this club of mine, — 
Give him my fiefs, and I will say 
There's wit beneath the cowl of grey." 
He raised it, rough with many a stain, 
Caught from crusb'd skull and spouting 
He wheel'd it that it shrilly sung, [brain 1 
And the aisles echoed as it swung. 
Then dash'd it down with sheer descent, 
And split King Osric's monument. — 
•* How like ye this music ? Row trow ye 

the hand [of its land ? 

That can wield such a mace may be reft 
No answer? — I spare ye a space to agree, 
And Saint Cuthbert inspire you, a saint if 

he be. [strokes on your bell, 

Ten strides through your chancel, ten 
And again I am with you — ^grave fathers, 

farewell." 

VII. 

He tum'd from their presence, he clash'd 

the oak door, [the floor ; 

And the clang of his stride died away on 
And his head from his bosom the Prelate 

uprears [disappears. 

With a ghost-sfcer's look when the ghost 
"Ye priests of Saint Cuthbert, now give 

me your rede, [need ! 

For never of counsel had Bishop more 
Were the arch-fiend incarnate in flesh and 

in bone, [were his own. 

The lang^uage, the look, and the laugh 
In the bounds of Saint Cuthert there is 

not a knight [in fight ; 

Dare confront in our quarrel yon goblin 
Then rede me aright to his claim to reply, 
Tls unlawful to grant, and 'tis death to 

deny." 

VIII. 

On venison and malmsie that morning 
had fed [said : 

The Cellarer ^^nsauf— 'twas thus that he 
" Delay till to-morrow the Chapter's reply ; 
Let the feast be spread fair, and the wine 
be pour'd high : [is ours — 

If he's mortal he drinks, — if he drinks, he 
His Ixracelets of iron, — his bed in our 
This man had a laughing eye, [towers." 
Trqst not, friends, when such you spy ; 



A beaker's depth he well could drain. 

Revel, sport, and jest amain — 

The haunch of the deer and the grape's 

bright dye 
Never bard loved them better than I ; 
But sooner than Vinsauf fiU'd me my wine, 
Pass'd me his jest, and laugh'd at mine, 
Though the buck were of Bearpark, of 

Bordeaux the vine, 
With the dullest hermit I 'd rather dine 
On an oaken cake and a draught of the 

Tyne. 

IX. 

Walwayn the leech spoke next — ^he knew 
Each plant that loves the sun and dew. 
But special those whose juice can gain 
Dominion o'er the blood and brain ; 
The peasant who saw him by pale moon- 
beam 
Gathering such herbs by bank and stream, 
Deem'd his thin form and soundless tread 
Were those of wanderer from the dead. — 
"Vinsauf, thy wine," he said, "hath 

power, 
Our gyves are heavy, strong our tower ; 
Yet three drops from this flask of mine, 
More strong than dungeons, gyves, or 
Shall give him prison under ground [wine, 
More dark, more narrow, more profound. 
Short rede, good rede, let Harold have — 
A dog's death, and a heathen's grave." 
I have lain on a sick man's bed. 
Watching for hours for the leech's tread. 
As if I deem'd that his presence alone 
Were of power to bid my pain begone ; 
I have listed his words of comfort given, 
As if to oracles from heaven ; [door, 

I have counted his steps from my chamber 
And bless'd them when they were heard 
no more ; — [should nigh. 

But sooner than Walwa3rn my sick couch 
My choice were, by leech-ciait unaided, 
to die. 

X. 

" Such service done in fervent zeal 
The Church may pardon and conceal," 
The doubtful Prelate said, " but ne'er 
The counsel e'er the act should hear. — 
Anselm of Jarrow, advise us now, 
The stamp of wisdom is on thy brow ; 
Thy days, thy nights, in cloister pent, 
Are still to mystic learning lent ; — 
Anselm of Jarrow, in thee is my hope, 
Thou well may'st give counsel to Prelate 
or Pope." 

XI. 

Answer'd the Prior—" 'Tis wisdom's use 
Still to delay what we dare not refvisav 
Ere granting the booTv\\^ eQTcv«&\!vVCaet\.o 
Shape for tbe g|\anl g^gmXvi \aj^\ \?^«.> 
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He may not. he will ddi, impugn our 

That calls but for proof of his chivalry; 
And were Guy to relum, or air Bevia the 

Strong, [them long— 
Our wilds have adventure might cumber 
The Castle of -Seven Shields" " Kind 

Anselm, no more 1 [door." 

The step of the Pagan approaches the 
The churchmen were husb'd. — In his 

mantle of skin. [Harf" 



The Druid Urit 



m his lips, tl; 



Or 1 



i'was fire 
[nigh, 
lauce, ui^ fury was 
d, "dost thou grant 

t by falchion and 



Ballad. 

had [laugh lers seven, 
irsKiuisiuiucallthenioonfrom heaven; 
fair Iheir forms and so high Iheit 

That seven proud kings for their suiiora 
ame from Fowls 
[were their nails; 
Unshorn was their hair, and unpruned 
Sirnlh-Ciwyde waa Ewain, and 
vain was lame, [loway oatne. 

And the red-bearded Donald from Gal- 
Lot. King of Lodon, «aa hiinchback'd 



"On thy suit, gallant Harold," the Bishop 

replied, [decide. 

In accents which trembled, "we may not 

Until proof of your strength and your 

'Tis not that we doubt them, but such is 
' ■ And would you. Sir Prelate, have Harold 

make sport [herd in thy court ? 

For the cowls and the shavelings that 
Say what shall he do? — From the shrini; 
'shall he tear [in ai. 

The lead bier of thy patron, and heave i 
And through the long chancel mak 

Cuihberl lake wing, [the sliog?"- 
With the speed of a bullet dismiss'd froi 
"Nay. spare such probation, " the Cellnre 

said. [task shall be read 

"From the mouth olour minstrels th 
While the wine sparldes high in the goble 

of gold, [told 

And the revel is loudest, thy task shall h 
And thyself, gallant Harold, shall, heai 

ing it, leU [lings, meant well. 

That the Bishop, his cowls, and his shavi 






legue 



s, and the 



Eoblets 



E'en when verging to fury, owo'd music's 
Still bent on the ha ri)erhb broad sable eye. 
And often untnsled the goblet pass'd by; 



The minstrel's high tale of i 
AdA the Bishop that day might of Vmsaaf 
complain \i 



Dunn 



mih; 



lolf of Bambfough, Northurober- 
and's heir. [was fair, 

gay and was gallant, was young aad 

:adi one would have [brave; 

For husband King Adolf, the gallant and 



And envy bi 

lob' 
When tl 



[Arch-fiend oi 
1 was clert. aud 



He swore to the maidens their wish lo 

fulhl— [his will 

They swore to the foe they would work b; 

A spindle and distaff to each haih it 

" Now hearken my spell," said the Oulcasl 
' ' Ve shall ply these spindles at midi 

And for every spindle shall dse a tov . 

Where the right shall be feeble, the wrens 

shall have power, [mouf." 

And there shall ye dwell with your para- 



With blood from iheii 



i like the binh of i 



Within that dread castle seven mooardis 
were wed. [dead ; 

But six of the seren ere the rooming iaj . 
With their eyes all on fire, and teit I 
daggers all red, rbrimsbfflL J 

had'butwasledlus'flWcasVs\?j?i«i ^^ot 
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" Six kingly brid^jooms to death we have 
done, [won, 

Six gallant kingdoms King Adolf hath 
Six lovely brides all his pleasures to do, 
Or the bed of the seventh shall be hus- 
bandless too." 

Well chanced it that Adolf the night when 
he wed, [boune to his bed ; 

Had coi^ess'd and had sain'd him ere 

He sprung from the couch, and his broad- 
sword he drew, 

And there the seven daughters of Urien he 
slew. 

The gate of the castle he bolted and seal'd. 
And hung o'er each arch-stone a crown 
and a shield ; [his way, 

To the cells of Saint Dunstan then wended 
And died in his cloister an anchorite grey. 

Seven monarchs' wealth in that castle lies 
stow'd, [and toad. 

The foul fiends brood o'er them like raven 

Whoever shall guesten these chambers 
within, [shall win. 

From curfew till matins, that treasure 

But manhood grows faint as the world 
waxes old 1 [bold, 

There Uves not in Britain a champion so 

So dauntless of heart, and so prudent of 
brain, [gain. 

As to dare the adventure that treasure to 

The waste ridge of Cheviot shall wave with 
the rye, [land fly, 

Before the rude Scots shall Northumber- 

And the flint cliffs of Bambro' shall melt 
in the sim. 

Before that adventure be perill'd and won. 

XV. 

"And is this my probation ?" wild Harold 
he said. [bed? — 

"Within a lone castle to press a lone 

Good even, my Lord Bishop, — Saint 
Cuthbert to borrow, [to-morrow." 

The Castle of Seven Shields receives me 



CANTO FIFTH. 

I. 
Denmark's sage courtier to her princely 

youth. 
Granting his cloud an ouzel or a whale, 
Spoke, though unwittingly, a partial 

truth; 
For Fantasy embroiders Nature's veil. 
The tints of ruddy eve, or dawning pale, 
Qi the swart thunder-cloud, or silver 

haze. 



Are but the ground-work of t he rich detail 
Which Fantasy with pencil wild por- 
trays, [muser's gaze. 
Blending what seems and is, in the rapt 

Nor are the stubborn forms of earth and 

stone 
I.,ess to the Sorceress's empire given ; 
For not with unsubstantial hues alone, 
Caught from the varying surge, or 

vacant heaven, [ing levin. 

From bursting sunbeam, or from flash- 
She limns her pictures : on the earth, as 

air. 
Arise her castles, and her car is driven ; 
And never gazed the eye on scene so 

fair, [the share. 

But of its boasted charms gave Fancy half 

II. 
Up a wild pass went Harold, bent to 

prove, [lay ; 

Hugh Meneville, the adventure of thy 
Gunnar pursued his steps in faith and 

love. 
Ever companion of his master's way. 
Midward their path, a rock of granite 

grey [scent, — 

From the adjoining cliff had made de- 
A barren mass — ^yet with her drooping 

spray [battlement, 

Had a young birch-tree crown' d its 

Twisting her fibrous roots through cranny, 

flaw, and rent. 

This rock and tree could Gunnar's 

thought engage [eye, 

Till Fancy brought the tear-drop to his 
And at his master ask'd the timid Page, 
• • What is the emblem that a bard should 

spy 
In that rude rock and its green canopy?" 
And Harold said, " Like to the helmet 

brave 
Of warrior slain in fight it seems to he, 
And these same drooping boughs do o'er 

it wave [gave." — 

Not aU unhke the plume his lady's favour 

"Ah, no I " rephed the Page ; "the ill- 
starr'd love [shown. 

Of some poor maid is in the emblem 
Whose fates are with some hero's inter- 
wove. 
And rooted on a heart to love unknown : 
And as the gentle dews of heaven alone 
Noiuish those drooping boughs, and as 
the scathe [stone, 

Of the red lightning rends both tree and 
So fares it with her unrequited faith, — 
Her sole relief is \.^ms— \vftx c>t^^ \«S»j?^^ 
death;'— 



3o6 



Scott's Poetical Works. 



[CANTO 



IIL 
•* Thou art a fond fantastic boy," 
Harold replied, " to females coy, 

Yet prating still of love ; 
Even so amid the clash of war 
I know thou lov'st to keep afar, 
Though destined by thy evil star 

With one like me to rove. 
Whose business and whose joys are found 
Upon the bloody battle-ground. 
Yet, foolish trembler as thou art. 
Thou hast a nook of my rude heart, 
And thou and I will never part ; — 
Harold would wrap the world in flame 
Ere injury on Gimnar came I" 

IV. 

The grateful Page made no reply. 
But turn'd to Heaven his gentle eye, 
And clasp'd his hands, as one who said, 
' ' My toils— my wanderings are o'erpaid !" 
Then in a gayer, lighter strain, 
Compell'd himself to speech again ; 

And, as they flow'd along. 
His words' took cadence soft and slow. 
And liquid, like dissolving snow. 

They melted into song. 

V. 

"What though through fields of carnage 

wide 
I may not follow Harold's stride, 
Yet who with faithful Gunnar's pride 

Lord Harold's feats can see ? 
And dearer than the couch of pride 
He loves the bed of grey wolf s hide. 
When slumbering by Lord Harold's side 

In forest, field, or lea." — 

VI. 

" Break ofif 1" said Harold, in a tone 
Where hurry and surprise were shown. 

With some slight touch of fear, — 
*• Break off 1 we are not here alone ; 
A Palmer form comes slowly on I 
By cowl, and staff, and mantle known. 

My monitor is near. 
Now mark him, Gunnar, heedfully ; 
He pauses by the blighted tree — 
Dost see him, youth ? — Thou couldst not 
When in the vale of Galilee [see 

I first beheld his form, 
Nor when we met that other while 
In Cephalonia's rocky isle. 

Before the fearful storm, — 
Dost see him now?"— The Page, dis- 
traught 
With terror, answer'd, " I see nought. 

And there is nought to see, [down 

Save that the oak's scathed boughs fling 
Upon the path a shadow brown, 
ThsLt, like a pilgrim's dusky gown, 
Waves with the waving tree." 



vn. 
Count Harold gazed upon the oak 
As if his eyestrings would have broke. 

And then resolvedly said, — 
'* Be what it will yon phantom grey— 
Nor heaven nor hell shall ever say 
That for their shadows from his way 

Count Harold turn'd dismay'd: 
I'll speak him, though his accents fill 
My heart with that unwonted thrill 

Which vulgar minds call fear. 
I will subdue it !" — Forth he strode, 
Paused where the blightedoak-tree show'd 
Its sable shadow on the road. 
And, folding on his bosom broad 

His arms, said, "Speak — I hear." 

VIII. 

The Deep Voice said, * * O wild of will, 
Furious thy purpose to fulfil— 
Heart-sear' d and unrepentant still. 
How long, O Harold, shall thy tread 
Distiurb the slumbers of the dead ? 
Each step in thy wild way thou makest. 
The ashes of the dead thou wakest ; 
And shout in triiunph o'er thy path 
The fiends of bloodshed and of wrath. 
In this thine hour, yet turn and hear ! 
For life is brief and judgment near." 

IX. 

Then ceased The Voice, — The Dane re- 
plied 
In tones where awe and inborn pride 
For mastery strove, — " In vain ye chide 
The wolf for ravaging the flock, 
Or with its hardness taunt the rock,— 
I am as they — my Danish strain 
Sends streams of fire through every vdn. 
Amid thy realms of goule and ghost, 
Say, is the fame of Eric lost, 
Or Witikind's the Waster, known 
Where fame or spoil was to be won ; 
Whose galleys ne'er bore off a shore 
They left not black with flame?— 
He was my sire, — and, sprung of him, 
That rover merciless and grim. 
Can I be soft and tame ? 
Part hence, and with my crimes no more 

upbraid me, 
I am that Waster's son, and am but what 
he made me." 

The Phantom groan'd; — the moontam 

shook around. 
The fawn and wild doe started atthesoand. 
The gorse and fern did wildly round tbea 

wave. 
As if some sudden storm the impulse gave. 
"All thou hast said is truth— Yet on the 

\\iea.d 
CM. \)ckau\.>D»A^^\^TkS3»\^<b<^bax^be laid, 
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That he, like thee^ with unrelenting pace, 
From grave to cradle ran the evil race : — 
Relentless in his avarice and ire, [fire ; 
Churches and towns he gave to sword and 
Shed blood hke water, wasted every land. 
Like the destroying angel's burning brand ; 
Fulfill'd whate'er of ill might be invented, 
Yes — all these things he ^d — he did, but 

he REPENTED 1 

Perchance it is part of his punishment still, 
That his offspring pursues his example of 

iU. [next shake thee, 

But thou, when thy tempest of wrath shall 
Gird thy loins for resistance, my son, and 

awake thee ; soever. 

If thou yield'st to thy fury, how tempted 
The gate of repentance shall ope for thee 

NEVER 1" 

XI. 
"He is gone," said Lord Harold, and 

gazed as he spoke ; [of the oak. 

" Thereis nought on the pathbut the shade 
He is gone, whose strange presence my 

feeling oppress'd, berer's breast. 

Like the night-hag that sits on the slum- 
My heart beats as thick as a fugitive's tread, 
And cold dews drop from my brow and 

my head. — 
Hoi Gunnar, the flasket yon almoner gave; 
He said that three drops would recall from 

the grave. [leech-craft has power, 
For the first time Count Harold owns 
Or, his courage to aid, lacks the juice of 
[ a flower 1 * [wayn had fill'd 

The page gave the flasket, which Wal- 
With the juice of wild roots that his art 

had distill'd— [breath. 

So baneful their influence on all that had 
One drop had been frenzy, and two had 

been death. [shrill, 

Harold took it, but drank not ; for jubilee 
And music and clamour vrere beard on the 

Mil, [and o'er stone. 

And down the deep pathway, o'er stock 
The train of a bridal came blithesomely on ; 
There was song, there was pipe, there was 

timbrel, and still 
Theburdenwas, "JoytothefairMetelilll" 

XIL 

Harold might see from his high stance, 
Himself unseen, that train advance 

With mirth and melody ; — 
On horse and foot a mingled throng. 
Measuring their steps to bridal song 

And bridal minstrelsy ; 
And ever when the bhthesome rout 
l^oit to the song their choral shout, 
Redoubling echoes roU'd about, 
While echoing cave and cliff sent out 

The Bnswering symphony 



Of all those mimic notes which dwell 
In hollow rock and sounding delL 

Toy shook his torch above the band, 
By many«a various passion fann'd ; — 
As elemental sparks can feed 
On essence pure and coarsest weed. 
Gentle, or stormy, or refined, 
Joy takes the colours of the mind. 
Lightsome and pure, but unrepress'd. 
He fired the bridegroom's gallant breast ; 
More feebly strove with maiden fear. 
Yet still joy ghmmer'd through the tear 
On the bride's blushing cheek, that shows 
Like dewdrop on the budding rose ; 
While Wulfstane's gloomy smile declared 
The glee that selfish avarice shared. 
And pleased revenge and malice high 
Joy's semblance took in Jutta's eye. 
On dangerous adventure sped, 
The witch deem'd Harold with the dead, 
For thus that mom her Demon said: 
" If, ere the set of sun, be tied 
The knot 'twixt bridegroom and his bride, 
The Dane shall have no power of ill 
O'er William and o'er MeteUlL" 
And the pleased witch made answer, 

" Then 
Must Harold have pass'd from the paths of 

menl 
Evil repose may his spirit have, — 
May hemlock and mandrake find root in 

his grave, — 
May his death-sleep be dogged by dreams 

of dismay. 
And his waking be worse at the answering 

day." 

XIV. 
Such was their various mood of glee 
Blent in one shout of ecstasy. 
But still when Joy is brimming highest, 
Of Sorrow and Misfortune nighest, 
Of Terror with her ague che^. 
And lurking Danger, sages speak : — 
These haunt each path, but chief they lay 
Their snares beside the primrose way. — 
Thus found that bridal band their path 
Beset by Harold in his wrath. 
Trembling beneath his maddening mood. 
High on a rock the giant stood ; 
His shout was like the doom of death 
Spoke o'er their heads that pass'd beneath. 
His destined victims might not spy 
The reddening terrors of his eye, — 
The frown of rage that writhed his face, — 
The lip that foam'd like boar's in chase ; 
But all could see — and, seeing, all 
Bore back to shun the threaten'd €alV — 
The fragment wbicYi \3aeM ^gkasAio^ 
Rent from the c\\S aiiA.\ieiaN«aL \o \Jdkcp« . 
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XV. 

Backward they bore ; — ^yet are there two 

For battle who prepare : 
No pause of dread Lord William knew 

Ere his good blade was bare ; 
And Wulfstane bent his fatal yew, 
But ere the silken cord he drew, 
As hurl'd from Hecla's thunder, flew 

That ruin through the air 1 
Full on the outlaw's front it came, 
And all that late had human name, 
And human face, and human frame, 
That hved, and moved, and had free will 
To choose the path of good or ill, 

Is to its reckoning gone ; 
And nought of Wulfstane rests behind, 

Save that beneath that stone. 
Half-buried in the dinted clay, 
A red and shapeless mass there lay 

Of mingled flesh and bone 1 
XVI. 

As from the bosom of the sky 

The eagle darts amain, 
Three boimds from yonder summit high 

Placed Harold on the plain. 
As the scared wild-fowl scream and fly, 

So fled the bridal train ; 
As 'gainst the eagle's peerless might 
The noble falcon dares the fight, 

But dares the fight in vain. 
So fought the bridegroom ; from his hand 
The Dane's rude mace has struck his brand, 
Its glittering fragments strew the sand. 

Its lord lies on the plain. 
Now, Heaven ! take noble William's part, 
And melt that yet unmelted heart. 
Or, ere his bridal hour depart, 

The hapless bridegroom's slain 1 

XVII. 

Count Harold's frenzied rage is high. 

There is a death-fire in his eye, 

Deep furrows on his brow are trench'd. 

His teeth are set, his hand is clench'd. 

The foam upon his lip is white, 

His deadly arm is up to smite 1 

But as the mace aloft he swung, 

To stop the blow young Gunnar sprung, 

Around his master's knees he clung, . 

And cried, " In mercy spare ! 
O, think upon the words of fear 
Spoke by that visionary Seer, 
The crisis he foretold is here, — 

Grant mercy,— or despair ! " 
This word suspended Harold's mood. 
Yet still with arm upraised he stood, 
And visage like the headsman's rude 

That pauses for the sign. 
"O mark thee with the blessed rood," 
The Pa^e implored ; ' ' speakwordol good, 
Resist the ^end, or be subduct \" 



He sign'd the cross divine — 
Instant his eye hath human light. 
Less red, less keen, less fiercely bright ; 
His brow relax' d the obdurate frown. 
The fatal mace sinks gently down. 

He turns and strides away ; 
Yet oft, hke revellers who leave 
Unfinish'd feast, looks back to grieve, 
As if repenting the reprieve 

He granted to his prey. [given. 

Yet still of forbearance one sign hath he 
And fierce Witikind's son made one step 
towards heaven. 

XVIII. 
But though his dreaded footsteps part. 
Death is behind and shakes his dart ; 
Lord William on the plain is lying, 
Beside him Metelill seems dying I — 
Bring odours — essences in haste — 
And lo 1 a flasket richly chased, — 
But Jutta the eUxir proves 
Ere pouring it for those she loves. — 
Then Walwayn's potion was not wasted. 
For when three'drops the hag had tasted. 

So dismal was her yell. 
Each bird of evil omen woke, 
The raven gave his fatal croak. 
And shriek'd the night-crow from the oak, 
The screech-owl from the thicket broke, 

And flutter'd down the dell 1 
So fearful was the sound and stem. 
The slumbers of the full -gorged erne 
Were startled, and from furze and fern 

Of forest and of fell. 
The fox and famish'd wolf replied 
(For wolves then prowl' d the Cheviot side). 
From mountain head to mountain bead 
The unhallow'd sounds around were sped; 
But when their latest echo fled. 
The sorceress on the ground lay dead. 

XIX. 

Such was the scene of blood and woes, 
With which the bridal mom arose 

Of William and of Metelill ; 
But oft, when dawning 'gins to spread. 
The summer mom peeps dim and red 

Above the eastern hill. 
Ere, bright and fair, upon his road 
The King of Splendour walks abroad; 
So when this cloud had pass'd away. 
Bright was the noontide of their day, 
And all serene its setting ray. 
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CANTO SIXTH. 

Well do I hope that this my minstrel 
tale [fields. 
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Whether in tilbury, barouche, or mail, 
To view the Castle of these Seven Proud 

Shields. 
Small confirmation its condition yields 
To Meneville's high lay, — No towers 

are seen [builds, 

On the wild heath, but those that Fancy 
And, save a fosse that tracks the moor 

with green, [there have been. 

Is nought remains to tell of what may 

And yet grave authors, with the no 
sm^ waste [spot 

Of their grave time, have dignified the 
By theories, to prove the fortress placed 
By Roman bands, to ciurb the invading 
Scot. [quote, 

Hutchinson, Horsley, Camden, I might 
But rather choose the theory less civil 
Of boors, who, origin of things forgot. 
Refer still to the origin of evil. 
And for their master-mason choose that 
master-fiend the Devil. 

II. 

Therefore, I say, it was on fiend-built 

towers [wondering gaze, 

That stout Count Harold bent his 
When evening dew was on the heather 

flowers, [tain blaze. 

And the last sunbeams made the moun- 
And tinged the battlements of other 

days [down.— 

With the bright level light ere sinking 
Illumined thus, the Dauntless Dane 

surveys [portal frown, 

The Seven Proud Shields that o'er the 

And on their blazons traced high marks 

of old renown. 

A wolf North Wales had on his armour- 
coat, [stag; 

And Rhys of Powis-land a couchant 

Strath-Clwyde's strange emblem was a 
stranded boat, 

Donald of Galloway's a trotting nag ; 

A corn-she^ gilt was fertile Lodon's 
brag ; [worn ; 

A dudgeon-dagger was by Dunmail 

Northumbrian Adolf gave a sea-beat 
crag [were borne 

Surmounted by a cross — such signs 
Upon these antique shields, all wasted 
now and worn. 

III. 
These scann'd. Count Harold sought 

the castle-door, [decay ; 

Whose ponderous bolts were rusted to 
Yet till that hour adventurous knight 

forbore 
The xmohstructed passage to essay. 



More strong than arm^d warders in 

array. 
And obstacle more sure than bolt or bar, 
Sate in the portal Terror and Dismay, 
While Superstition, who forbade to war 
With foes of other mould than mortal 

clay. 
Cast spells across the gate, and barr'd the 

onward way. 

Vain now these spells; for soon with 
heavy clank [push'd. 

The feebly-fasten'd gate was inward 
And, as it oped, through that embla- 
zon' d rank [rush'd 
Of antique shields, the wind of evening 
With sound most hke a groan, and then 
was hush'd. [could hear 
Is none who on such spot such sounds 
But to his heart the blood had faster 
rush'd ; [was dear — 
Yet to bold Harold's breast that throb 
It spoke of danger nigh, but had no touch 
of fear. 

IV. 

Yet Harold and his Page no signs have 

traced 
Within the castle, that of danger show'd; 
For still the halls and courts were wild 

and waste, [turers trode. 

As through their precincts the adven- 
The seven huge towers rose stately, tall, 

and broad. 
Each tower presenting to their scrutiny 
A hall in which a king might make 

abode, [and high. 

And fast beside, gamish'd both proud 

Was placed a bower for rest in which a 

king might he. 

As if a bridal there of late had been, 
Deck'd stood the table in each gorgeous 

hall ; [ween, 

And yet it was two hundred years, I 
Since date of that unhallow'd festival. 
Flagons, and ewers, and standing cups, 

were all 
Oftarnishedgold, orsilvernothingclear. 
With throne begilt, and canopy of pall. 
And tapestry clothed the walls with 

fragments sear — 
Frail as the spider's mesh did that rich 

woof appear. 

V. 

In every bower, as round a hearse, was 

hung 
A dusky crimson curtain o'er the bed. 
And on each couch in ghastly wise vf ere. 

fiung 
The wasted le'iics ol a. TaoxLiaxOcL ^^a.^\ 
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Barbaric oraaments around were spread, 
Vests twined with gold, and chains of 

precious stone, [head'; 

And golden circlets, meet for monarch's 
While grinn'd, as if in scorn amongst 

them thrown, [dust bestrown. 

The wearer's fleshless skull, alike with 

For these were they who, drunken with 

delight, 
On pleasure's opiate pillow laid their 
head, [slow and light. 

For whom the bride's shy footsteps. 
Was changed ere morning to the mur- 
derer's tread. [thread 
For human bliss and woe in the frail 
Of human life are all so closely twined, 
That till the shears of Fate the texture 

shred, 
The close succession cannot be disjoin' d, 
Nor dare we, from one hour, judge that 
which comes behind. 

VI. 

But where the work of vengeance had 

been done, [sight ; 

In that seventh chamber, was a sterner 
There of the witch-brides lay each 

skeleton, [dight, 

Still in the posture as to death when 
For this lay prone, by one blow slain 

outright ; [dying ; 

And that, as one who struggled long in 
One bony hand held knife, as if to 

smite ; [crying ; 

One bent on fleshless knees, as mercy 

One lay across the door, as kill'd in act 

of flying. 

The stem Dane smiled this charnel- 
house to see, — [M etelill ; — 
For his chafed thought retum'd to 
And "Well," he said, "hath woman's 

perfidy, 
Empty as air, as water volatile, 
Been here avenged. — The origin of ill 
Through woman rose, the Christian 
doctrine saith : [skill 

Nor deem I, Gunnar, that thy minstrel 
Can show example where a woman's 
breath [kept her faith." 

Hath made a true-love vow, and, tempted, 

vri. 
The minstrel-boy half smiled, half sigh'd. 
And his half-filling eyes he dried. 
And said, "The theme I should but 
Unless it were my dying song [wrong, 
(Our Scalds have said, in dying hour 
The Northern harp has treble power). 
Else could I tell of woman's faith. 
Defying danger, scorn, and deatb. 



Firm was that faith, — as diamond stone 
Pure and unflaw'd, — her love unknown. 
And unrequited ; — firm and pure, 
Her stainless faith could aU endure ; 
From clime to clime, — ^from place to place, 
Through want, and danger, and disgrace, 
A wanderer's wayward steps could trace.— 
All this she did, and guerdon none 
Required, save that her bmial-stone 
Should make at length the secret known, 
'Thus hath a faithful woman done.' — 
Not in each breast such truth is laid. 
But Eivir was a Danish maid." — 

VIII. 

"Thou art a wild enthusiast," said 
Count Harold, "for thy Danish maid; 
And yet, young Gunnar, I will own 
Hers were a faith to rest upon. 
But Eivir sleeps beneath her stone. 
And all resembling her are gone. 
What maid e'er show'd such constancy 
In plighted faith, like thine to me? 
But couch thee, boy ; the darksome shade 
Falls thickly round, nor be dismay'd 

Because the dead are by. 
They were as we ; our little day 
O'erspent, and we shall be as they. 
Yet near me, Gunnar, be thou laid, 
Thy couch upon my mantle made, 
That thou mayst think, should fear invade 

Thy master slumbers nigh." 
Thus couch'd they in that dread abode, 
Until the beams of dawning glow'd. 

IX. 
An alter'd man Lord Harold rose, 
When he beheld that dawn unclose— 

There's trouble in his eyes. 
And traces on his brow and cheek 
Of mingled awe and wonder speak : 

" My page," he said, "arise ;— 
Leave we this place, my page." — No more 
He utter' d till the castle door [said, 
They cross'd — but there he paused and 
" M^ wildness hath awaked the dead— 

Distiirb'd the sacred tomb ! 
Methought this night I stood on high. 
Where Hecla roars in middle sky, 
And in her cavern' d gulfs could spy 

The central place of doom ; 
And there before my mortal eye 
Souls of the dead came flitting by, 
Whom fiends, with many a fiendiish aj, 

Bore to that evil den ! 
My eyes grew dizzy, and my brain 
Was wilder' d, as the elvish train. 
With shriek and how^ diagg'd on amaia 

Those who had late been men. 
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And there pass'd Wulfstane, lately slain, 

All crush'd and foul with bloody stain. — 

More had I seen, but that uprose 

A whirlwind wild, and swept the snows ; 

And with such sound as when at need 

A champion spurs his horse to speed, 

Three arm'd knights rush on, who lead 

Caparison' d a sable steed. 

Sable their harness, and there came 

Through their closed visors sparks of 

flame. 
The first proclaim'd, in sounds of fear, 
' Harold the Dauntless, welcome here 1 ' 
The next cried, 'Jubilee ! we've won 
Count Witikind the Waster's son !' 
And the third rider sternly spoke, 
' Mount, in the name of Zemebock ! — 
From us, O Harold, were thy powers, — 
ITiy strength, thy dauntlessness, are ours ; 

Nor think, a vassal thou of hell, 
With hell can strive.' The fiend spoke 

truel 
My inmost soul the summons knew, 

As captives know the knell 
That says the headsman's sword is bare. 
And, with an accent of despair. 

Commands them quit their cell. 
I felt resistance was in vain. 
My foot had that fell stirrup ta'en. 
My luuid was on the fatal mane, 

When to my rescue sped 
That Palmer's visionary form. 
And — hke the passing of a storm — 

The demons yell'd and fled 1 

XI. 
" His sable cowl, flung back, reveal'd 
The features it before conceal'd ; 

And, Gunnar, I could find 
In him whose counsels strove to stay 
So oft my course on wilful way, 

My father Witikind ! 
Doom'd for his sins, and doom'd for 

mine, 
A wanderer upon earth to pine 
Until his son shall turn to grace, 
And smooth for him a resting-place. — 
Gtmnar, he must not haunt in vain 
This world of wretchedness and pain : 
I 'U tame my wilful heart to live 
In peace — to pity and forgive — 
And thou, for so the Vision said. 
Must in thy Lord's repentance aid. 
Thy mother was a prophetess, 
He said, who by her skill could guess 
How dose the fatal textures join 
Which knit thy thread of life with mine ; 
Then, dark, he hinted of disguise 
She framed to cheat too curious eyes. 
That not a moment might divide 
Thy fated footsteps from my side. 



Methought while thus my sire did teach, • 
I caught the meaning of his speech, 
Yet seems its purport doubtful now." . 
His hand then sought his thoughtful 

brow. 
Then first he mark'd, that in the tower 
His glove was left at waking hour. 

XII. 

Trembling at first, and deadly pale. 
Had Gunnar heard the vision' d tale ; 
But when he leam'd the dubious close. 
He blush'd like any opening rose, 
And, glad to hide his tell-tsde cheek. 
Hied back that glove of mail to seek ; 
When soon a shriek of deadly dread 
Summon'd his master to his aid. 

XIII. 

What sees Count Harold in that bower. 

So late his resting-place ? — 
The semblance of the Evil Power, 

Adored by all his race 1 
Odin in hving form stood there. 
His cloak the spoils of Polar bear ; 
For plumy crest a meteor shed 
Its gloomy radiance o'er his head. 
Yet veil'd its haggard majesty 
To the wild lightnings of his eye. 
Such height was his, as when in stone 
O'er Upsal's giant aitar shown : 

So flow'd his hoary beard ; 
Such was his lance of mountain-pine. 
So did his sevenfold buckler shine ;— 

But when his voice he rear'd. 
Deep, without harshness, slow and strong, 
The powerful accents roll'd along, 
And, while he spoke, his hand was laid 
On Captive Gunnar's shrinking head. 

XIV. 

"Harold," he said, •' what rage is thine, 
To quit the worship of thy line. 

To leave thy Warrior-God ? — 
With me is glory or disgrace, 
Mine is the onset and the chase, 
Embattled hosts before my face 

Are wither'd by a nod. 
Wilt thou then forfeit that high seat 
Deserved by many a dauntless feat. 
Among the heroes of thy line, 
Eric and fiery Thorarine ? — 
Thou wilt not. Only I can give 
The joys for which the valiant live. 
Victory and vengeance— only I 
Can give the joys for which they die, 
The immortal tilt — the banquet full, [skull. 
The brimming draught from foeman's 
Mine art thou, witness this thy glove. 
The faithful pledge of vassal's love."— 

XV. 

" Tempter," said Y\.axo\^» ^xtsv Qfl\\s:a.^> 
• • I charge thee, Imhc^ \ vi>aa\^ « ^o.x^.^sx^ 
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I do defy thee — and resist 
The kindling frenzy of my breast. 
Waked by thy words ; and of my mail, 
Nor glove, nor buckler, splent, nor nail, 
Shall rest with thee — that youth release, 
And God, or Demon, part in peace." — 
" Eivir," the Shape replied, '* is mine, 
Mark'd in the birth-hour with my sign. 
Think'st thou that priest with drops of 

spray 
Could wash that blood-red mark away? 
Or that a borrow'd sex and name 
Can abrogate a Godhead's claim?" 
Thrill' d this strange speech through 

Harold's brain, 
He clench'd his teeth in high disdain, 
For not his new-bom faith subdued 
Some tokens of his ancient mood. — 
" Now, by the hope so lately given 
Of better trust and purer heaven, 
I will assail thee, fiend 1"— Then rose 
His mace, and with a storm of blows 
The mortal and the Demon close. 

XVI. 
Smoke roU'd above, fire flash'd around, 
Darken'd the sky and shook the ground ; 

But not the artillery of hell, 
The bickering hghtning, nor the rock 
Of turrets to the earthquake's shock, 

Could Harold's courage quell. 
Sternly the Dane his purpose kept. 
And blows on blows resistless heap'd. 

Till quail' d that Demon Form, 
And — for his power to hurt or kill 
Was bounded by a higher will — 

Evanish' d in the storm. 
Nor paused the Champion of the North, 
But raised, and bore his Eivir forth, 
From that wild scene of fiendish strife. 
To light, to hberty, and life ! 

xvir. 
He placed her on a bank of moss, 

A silver runnel bubbled by, 
And.new-bom thoughts his soul engross, 
And tremors yet unknown across 

His stubborn sinews fly. 
The while with timid hand the dew 
Upon her brow and neck he threw, 
And mark'd how life with rosy hue 
On her pale cheek revived anew. 

And ghmmer'd in her eye. 
Inly he said, "That silken tress, — 
What bUndness mine that could not guess ! 
Or how could page's rugged dress 

That bosom's pride beUe ? 



O, dull of heart, through wild and wave 
In search of blood and death to rave. 
With such a partner nigh 1' 
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XVIII. 
Then in a mirror'd pool he peer'd, 
Blamed his rough locks and shaggy beard. 
The stains of recent conflict clear' d, — 

And thus the Champion proved. 
That he fears now who never fear'd. 

And loves who never loved. 
And Eivir — life is on her cheek. 
And yet she will not move or speak. 

Nor will her eyelid fully ope ; 
Perchance it loves, that half-shut eye. 
Through its long fringe, reserved and shy, 
Aflection's opening (^wn to spy ; 
And the deep blush, which bids its dye 
O'er cheek, and brow, and bosom fly. 

Speaks shame-facedness and hope. 

XIX. 

But vainly seems the Dane to seek 
For terms his new-bom love to speak, — 
For words, save those of wrath and wrong, 
Till now were strangers to his tongue ; 
So, when he raised the blushing maid. 
In blunt and honest terms he said 
(Twere well that maids, when lovers woo, 
Heard none more soft, were all as true), 
' • Eivir 1 since thou for many a day 
Hast follow'd Harold's wa3rward way. 
It is but meet that in the hne 
Of after-hfe I follow thine. 
To-morrow is Saint Cuthbert's tide. 
And we will grace his altar's side, 
A Christian knight and Christian bride; 
And of Witikind's son shall the marvel be 

said, 
That on the same mom he was christen'd 

and wed." 

CONCLUSION. 

And now. Ennui, what ails thee, weary 

maid? [sorrow? 

And why these listless looks of yawniDg 
No need to turn the page, as if 'twere 

lead, [row.- 

Or fling aside the volume till to-mor- 
Be cheer'd — 'tis ended— and I will not 

borrow. 
To try thy patience more, one anecdote 
From Bartholine, or Perinskiold.orSnorro. 
Then pardon thou thy minstrel, who hath 

wrote [a note. 

A Tale six cantos long, yet scom'd to add 
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THOMAS THE RHYMER. 

IN THREE PARTS. 

PART FIRST.— ANCIENT. 

w personages are so renowned in tradition as Thomas of Ercildoune, known by the appel- 
on of The Rhymer, Uniting, or supposing to unite, in his person the powers of poetical 
iposition and of vaticination, his memory, even after die lapse of five nundred years, is 
arded with veneration by his countrymen. To give anything like a certain history of wis 
tarkable man would be mdeed difficult; but the curious may derive some satisfaction firom 
Pjardculars here brought together. 

it is agreed on all h^ds that the residence, and probably the birthplace, of this ancient bard 
t Ercildoune, a village situated upon the Leader, two miles above its junction with the Tweed. 
B ruins of an ancient tower are still pointed out as the Rhymer's castle. The uniform tradition 
rs that his surname was Lermont, or Learmont ; and tnat the appellation of The Rhymer 
\ conferred on him in consequence of his poetical compositions. There remains, nevertheless, 
le doubt upon the subject. 

We are better able to ascertain the period at which Thomas of Ercildoune lived, being the 
er end of the thirteenth century. I am inclined to place his death a little farther back than 
. Pinkerton, who supposes that he was alive in iy)o.—{List of Scottish Poets,) 

It cannot be doubted that Thomas of Ercildoune was a remarkable and important person in 
own time, since, very shortly after his death, we find him celebrated as a prophet and as a 
t. Whether he himself made any pretensions to the first of these characters, or whether it 
\ gratuitously conferred upon him by the credulity of posterity, it seems difficult to decide. 
ive may believe Mackenzie, Learmont only versified the prophecies delivered by Eliza, an 
>ired nun of a convent at Haddington. But of this there seems not to be the most distant 
jL On the contrary, all ancient authors, who quote the Rhymer's prophecies, uniformly 
pose them to have been emitted by himself. 

The popular tale bears that- Thomas was carried off, at an early age, to the Fairy Land, 
sre he acquired all the knowledge which made him afterwards so famous. After seven years' 
denee, he was permitted to return to the earth, to enlighten and astonish his countrymen by 
proj^hetic powers ; still, however, remaining bound to return to his royal mistress, when she 
aid intimate her pleasure. Accordingly, while Thomas was making merry with his firiends 
he Tower of Ercildoune, a person came running in, aad told, with marks of fear and astonish- 
It, that a hart and hind had left the neighbouring forest, and were composedly and slowly 
uling the street of the village. The prophet instantly arose, left his habitation, and followed 

wonderfiil animals to the forest^ whence he was never seen to return. According to the 
alar belief, he still " drees his weird'] in Fairy Land, and is one day expected to revisit earth. 
the meanwhile, his memory is held in the most profound respect. The Eildon Tree, from 
eath the shade of which he delivered his prophecies, now no longer exists; but the ^)ot is 
ked by a laige stone, called Eildon Tree Stone. A neighbouring rivulet takes the name ot 
Bogle Bum (Goblin Brook), firom the Rhymer's supernatural visitants. 

It seemed to the Editor tmpardonable to dismiss a person so important in Border traditions 
ha Rhymer, without some further notice than a simple commentary ui>on the following 
ad. It is eiven from a copy, obtained from a lady residmg not far from Ercildoune, corrected 

enlarged by one in Mrs. Browne's MSS. The former copy, however, as tn.v£V»X.\«. «K^«i«A-k 
ar from minute as to local description. To this old tale the "E-ditot Vvas "y«vt«a:^ xo ^^^ ^ 
ond Parl^ coasistingofa kind of cento, from the printed prophedea v>3\^aiV3 «scrCQe^ \» ^icva. 
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Rhymer; and a Third Part, entirely modem, founded upon the tradition of his having returned 
with the hart and hind to tne Lana of Faery. To make his peace with the more severe anti- 
quaries, the Editor has prefixed to the Second Part some remarks on Learmont's prophecies. 



True Thomas lay on Huntlie bank ; 

A ferlie he spied wi' his ee ; 
And there he saw a ladye bright, 

Come riding down by the Eildon Tree. 

Her shirt was o' the grass-green silk, 
Her mantle o' the velvet fyne ; 

At ilka tett of her horse's mane, 
Hung fifty siller bells and nine. 

True Thomas, he puU'd aflF his cap. 
And louted low down to his knee, 

"All hail, thou mighty Queen of Heaven ! 
For thy peer on earth I never did see." — 

"O no, O no, Thomas," she said, 
"That name does not belang to me ; 

I am but the Queen of fair Elfland, 
That am hither come to visit thee. 

" Harp and carp, Thomas," she said; 

" Harp and carp along wi' me ; 
And if ye dare to kiss my lips, 

Sure of your bodie I will be." — 

"Betide me weal, betide me woe, 
That weird \ shall never daimton me." — 

Syne he has kiss'd her rosy lips. 
All underneath the Eildon Tree. 

" Now, ye maun go wi' me," she said ; 

"True Thomas, ye maun go wi* me ; 
And ye maun serve me seven years, 

Thro' weal or woe as may chance to be." 

She mounted on her milk-white steed ! 

She's ta'en true Thomas up behind : 
And aye, whene'er her bndle rung. 

The steed flew swifter than the wind. 

O they rade on, and farther on ; 

The steed gaed swifter than the wind ; 
Until they reach'd a desert wide, 

And living land was left behind. 

"Light down, light down, now, true 
Thomas, 

And lean yoiu- head upon my knee ; 
Abide and rest a little space. 

And I will show you ferlies three. 

" O see ye not yon narrow road, 
So thick beset with thorns and briers ? 



That is the path of righteousness. 
Though after it but few enquires. 

" And see ye not that braid braid road, 
That lies across that lily leven ? 

That is the path of wickedness. 
Though some call it the road to heaven. 

' ' And see not ye that bonny road/ 
That winds about the femie brae ? 

That is the road to fair Elfland, 
Where thou and I this night maun gae. 

' ' But, Thomas, ye maun hold your tongue, 
Whatever ye may hear or see ; 

For, if ye speak word in Elflyn land, 
Ye'Une'erget back to your ain countrie." 

they rade on, and farther on. 

And they waded through rivers aboon 
the knee, 
And they saw neither sun nor moon. 
But they heard the roaring of the sea. 

It was mirk, mirk night, and there was 
nae stem light. 
And they waded through red blude to 
the knee. 
For a' the blude that's shed on earth 
Rins through the springs o' that countrie. 

Syne they came on to a garden green, 
And she pu'd an apple fraeta tree J— 

"Take this for thy wages, true Thomas; 
It will give thee the tongue that can 
never Ue." — 

" My tongue is mine ain," true 'Thomas 
said ; 
" A gudely gift ye wad gie to me I 

1 neither dought to buy nor sell, 
At fair or tryst where I may be. 

' • I dought neither speak to prince or peer, 
Nor ask of grace from fair ladye,"— 

" Now hold thy jjeace I" the lady said, 
" For as -I say, so must it be."— 

He has gotten a coat of the even cloth. 
And a pair of shoes of velvet green ; 

And till seven years were gane and past, 
True Thomas on earth was never seen. 



PART SECOND.— ALTERED FROM ANCIENT PROPHECIES. 

The prophecies ascribed to Thomas of Ercildoune have been the principal means of 
securing to him remembrance *' amongst the sons of his people." The author of Sir TrUtrtm 
would long ago have joined, in the vafe of oblivion, " Clerk of Tranent, who wr ote the adventure 

t That destiny shall never frighten me. 

/ The traditional commentary upon this ballad informs us that the apple was the produce of 
the fatal Tre^ of Knowledge, and that t\ie gaxd«n\(9&th&t.«icestrial paradise. The repugnance of 
Thomas to be debarred the use oC Ca\se^o^,'w\ietk\ieiD&iigc)X.tsi^\xcAT)L>t«a^^^ tBxsi- 
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oiSckir GamatHy' if, by good hap^ the same current of ideas respecting antiquity, which causes 
Vix^ to be r^suided as a magician by the Lazaroni of Naples, had not exalted the bard of 
Ercildoune to me prophetic character. Perhaps, indeed, he himself affected it during his life. 
We know, at least, for certain, that a belief m his supernatural knowledge was current soon 
afto* his death. His prophecies are alluded to by Barbour, by Winton, and by Henry the 
Minstrel, or Blind Harry ^ as he is usually termed. None of these authors, however, give the 
words of any of the Rhymer's vaticinations, but merely narrate, historically, his having predicted 
the events of which they speak. The earliest of the prophecies ascribed to him, which is now 
extant, b quoted by Mr. Finkerton from a MS. It is supposed to be a response from Thomas 
of Ercildoune to a question from the heroic Countess of March, renowned for the defence of the 
Castle of Dunbar against the English, and termed, in the familiar dialect of her time. Black 
Agnes of Dunbar. This prophecy is remarkable, in so far as it bears very little resemblance to 
any verses published in the printed copy of the Rhymer's supposed prophecies. 

C(»spatrick (Comes Patrick), Earl of March, but more commonly taking his title from his 
castle of Dunbar, acted a noted part during the wars of Edward I. in Scotland. As Thomas of 
Ercildoune is said to have delivered to him his famous prophecy of King Alexander's death, the 
Editor has chosen to introduce him into the following ballad. All the prophetic verses are 
selected from Hart's publication. 



When seven years were come and gane, 
Thesiin blink'd fair on pool and stream ; 

And Thomas lay on Huntlie Bank, 
Ldke one awaken'd from a dream. 

He heard the trampling of a steed, 
He saw the flash of armour flee, 

And he beheld a gallant knight 
Come riding down by the Eildon Tree. 

He was a stalwart knight, and strong ; 

Of giant make he 'pear'd to be : 
He stirr'd his horse, as he were wode," 

Wi' gilded spurs, of fia.ushion free. 

Says— ' • Well met, well met, true Thomas ! 

Some imcouth ferlies show to me." — 
Says — "Christ thee save, Corspatrick 
brave! 

Thrice welcome, good Dunbar, to me ! 

"Light down, light down, Corspatrick 
brave. 

And I will show thee curses three, 
Shall gar fair Scotland greet and grane, 

And change the green to the black livery. 

"A storm shall roar this very hour, 
From Ross's hills to Solway sea." — 

*' Ye lied, ye lied, ye warlock hoar, 
For the sun shines sweet on fauld and 
lee."— 

He put his hand on the Earlie's head ; 

He show'd him a rock beside the sea, 
Where a king lay stiff beneath his steed, f 

And steel-dight nobles wiped their ee. 

" The neist curse lights on Branxton hills : 
By Flodden's high and heathezy side, 

Shall wave a banner red as blude, 
And chieftains throng wi' meikle pride. 

t King Alexander III., killed by a fall from 
his hoBne, near Kingbom, 



" A Scottish King shall come full keen. 

The ruddy lion beareth he ; 
A feather' d arrow sharp, I ween. 

Shall make him wink and warre to see. 

•' When he is bloody, and all to bledde, 
Thus to his men ne still shall say — 

' For God's sake, turn ye back again, 
And give yon southern folk a fray ! 

Why should I lose, the right is mine? 
My doom is not to die this day.' f 

' ' Yet turn ye to the eastern hand, 
And woe and wonder ye sail see ; 

How forty thousand spearmen stand. 
Where yon rank river meets the sea. 

' • There shall the lion lose the gylte, 
And the libbards bear it clean away ; 

At Pink)m Cleuch there shall be spilt 
Much gentil bluid that day." — 

•' Enough, enough of curse and ban ; 

Some blessings show thou now to me, 
Or, by the faith o' my bodie," Corspatrick 
said, 

' ' Yeshallrue the dayye e'er sawme ! " — 

'• The first of blessings I shall thee show, 
Is by a bum, that 's call'd of bread ; J 

Where Saxon men shall tine the bow, 
And find their arrows lack the head. 

" Beside that brigg, out ower that bum. 
Where the water bickereth bright and 

Shall man^ a fallen courser spurn, [sheen. 
And kmghts shall die in battle keen, 

" Beside a headless cross of stone, 
The libbards there shall lose the gree : 

The raven shall come, the erne shaU go. 
And drink the Saxon bluid sae free. 

t The uncertainty which long prevailed in 
Scotland concerning the fate oC Y^sa^A V^ . \& 
well known. 

X Bannock\>vtru\si!ba\«ooV\«a»TO»a!oS- 
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The cross of stone they shall not 
know, 
So thick the corses there shall be." — 

•• But tell me now," said brave Dunbar, 
"True Thomas, tell now unto me. 

What man shall rule the isle Britain, 
Even from the north to the southern 



sea?"— 



* ' A French Queen shall bear the son. 
Shall rule all Britain to the sea ; 

He of the Bruce's blood shall come. 
As near as in the ninth degree. 

*' The waters worship shall his race ; 

Likewise the waves of the fiauthest sea ; 
For they shall ride over ocean wide. 

With hempen bridles, and horseof tree." 



PART THIRD.— MODERN. 



Thomas the Rhymer was renowned amon^; his contemporaries as the author of the celebrated 
romance of Sir Tristrem. Of this once-admired poem only one copy is now known to exist, 
which is in the Advocates' Library. The Editor, in 1804, published a small edition of thk 
curious work, which, if it does not revive the reputation of the bard of Ercildoune, is at least 
the earliest specimen of Scottish poetry hitherto published. Some account of this romance has 
already been given to the world in Mr. Ellis's Specimens of Ancient Poetry^ voL L p. 165; 
iiL p. 410 ; a work to which our predecessors and our posterity are alike obIig»l — ^the former, 
for the preservadon of the best-selected examples of their poedcal taste; and the latter, for a 
history of the English language, which will only cease to be interesting with the existoioe of oar 
mother-tongue, and all that genius and learning have recorded in it. It is sufficient here to 
mention, that so great was the reputadon of the romance of Sir Tristrem, that few were thmi^t 
capable of reciting it after the manner of the author. 

The following attempt to conunemorate the Rhymer's poetical &me, and the traditioiial 
account of his marvellous return to Fairy Land, being entirely modem, would have been placed 
with greater |>ropriety among the class of Modem Ballads, had it not been for its xmrn^Ua* 
connection with the first and second parts of the same story. 



When seven years more were come and 
gone. 

Was war through Scotland spread, 
And Ruberslaw show'd high Dunyonf 

His beacon blazing red. 

Then all by bonny Coldingknow % 
Pitch'd palliouns took their room. 

And crested helms, and spears a-rowe. 
Glanced gaily through the broom. 

The Leader, rolling to the Tweed, 

Resounds the ensenzie ;§ 
They roused the deer from Caddenhead, 

To distant Torwoodlee. 

The feast was spread in Ercildoune, 
In Learmont's high and ancient hall : 

And there were knights of great renown. 
And ladies, laced in palL 

Nor lack'd they, while they sat at dine. 

The music nor the tale, 
Nor goblets of the blood-red wine. 

Nor mantling quaighs i| of ale. 

True Thomas rose, with harp in hand. 
When as the feast was done : 

(In minstrel strife, in Fairy Land, 
The elfin harp he won.) 

Hush'd were the throng, both limb and 
And harpers for envy pale ; [tongue, 

f Two hills above Jedburgh, 
t An ancient tower near Ercildoune. 
§ EnsfHxit-^ War-cry, or gathering word. 
/ Qna/ghs— Wooden cups, conKpoBedoCttamft 
hooped together. 



\ 



And armed lords lean'd on their swords^ 
And hearken'd to the tale. 

In numbers high, the witching tale 
The prophet pour'd along ; 

No after bard might ere avail 
Those numbers to prolong. 

Yet fragments of the lofty strain 
Float down the tide of years. 

As, buoyant on the stormy main, 
A parted wreck appears. 

He sung King Arthur's Table Round: 

The Warrior of the Lake ; 
How courteous Gawaine met the wound, 

And bled for ladies' sake. 

But chief, in gentle Tristrem's praise, 

The notes melodious swell ; 
Was none excell'd in Arthur's days. 

The knight of Lionelle. 

For Marke, his cowardly uncle's right, 

A venom'd woimd he bore ; 
When fierce Morholde he slew in fight. 

Upon the Irish shore. 

No art the poison might withstand ; 

No medicine could be found. 
Till lovely Isolde's lily hand 

Had probed the rankling wound. 

With gentle hand and soothing tongue 

She bore the leech's part ; 
And while she o'er his sick-bed hung, 

1^« '^9A!^\i<a ^^\a& \uaBzt. 
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the gift, I ween ! 

I'd in evil tide, 

ust be rude Cornwall's queen, 

dly uncle's bride. 

their woes, the gifted bard, 

isue wove ; 

s, and knights, and ladies 

ifusion strove. 

oyeuse, amid the tale, 
d its glittering bead ; 
's enchanted vale ^ 

ironders spread. 

V2ls there, and Segramore, 
•bom Merlin's gramarye ; 
xl wizard's mighty lore, 
lid sing but he? 

iny a maze the winning song 
ful passion led, 
length the listening throng 
rem's dying bed. 

wounds their scars expand, 
ly his heart is wrung : 
solde's hlye hand, 
e her soothing tongue ? 

ihe comes! — like flash of flame 
5' footsteps fly : 
she comes ! — she only came 
r Tristrem die. 

\ die ; her latest sigh 
I kiss his parting breath, 
: pair that Britain bare, 
e in death. 

d the harp : its lingering sound 
ly on the ear ; 
uests still bent around, 
ley seem'd to hear. 

roke forth in murmurs weak : 
s heaved alone the sigh ; 
amed, the rugged cheek 
a gauntlet dry. 

stream and Learmont's tower, 
of evening close ; 
castle, or in bower, 
rior sought repose. 

as, in his lofty tent, 
j'er the woeful tale ; 
eps light, across the bent, 
or's ears assail. 

e wakes; — "What, Richard, 

page, arise ! 

rous wight, at dead of night, 

where Douglas h'es ? ' '^- 



Then forth they rush'd : by Leader's tide, 

A selcouth+ sight they see — 
A hart and hind pace side by side, 

As white as snow on Faimalie. 

Beneath the moon, with gesture proud, 

They stately move and slow ; 
Nor scare they at the gathering crowd, 

Who marvel as th^ go. 

To Learmont's tower a message sped. 

As fast as page might run ; 
And Thomas started from his bed, 

And soon his clothes did on. 

First he woxe pale, and then woxe red ; 

Never a word he spake but three ; — 
" My sand is run ; my thread is spun ; 

This sign regardeth me." 

The elfin harp his neck around. 

In minstrel guise, he hung ; 
And on the wind, in dolefiil sound. 

Its dying accents rung. 

Then forth he went ; yet tum'd him oft 

To view his ancient hall : 
On the g^ey tower, in lustre soft. 

The autumn moonbeams fall ; 

And Leader's waves, like silver sheen. 
Danced shimmering in the ray ; 

In deepening mass, at distance seen. 
Broad Soltra's moimtains lay. 

" Farewell, my fathers' ancient tower ! 

A long farewell," said he: 
••The scene of pleasure, pomp, or power. 

Thou never more shalt be." 

'• To Learmont's name no foot of earth 

Shall here again belong, 
And, on thy hospitable hearth. 

The hare shall leave her yotmg. 

"Adieu i adieu 1 " again he cried. 

All as he tum'd him roun' — 
"Farewell to Leader's silver tide ! 

Farewell to Ercildoune ! " 

The hart and hind approached the place, 

As hngering yet he stood ; 
And there, before Lord Douglas' face, 

With them he cross'd the flood. 

Lord Douglas leap'd on his berry-brown 
steed, 

And spurr'd him the Leader o'er; 
But, though he rode with lightning speed, 

He never saw them more. 

Some said to hill, and some to glen, 
Their wondrous course had been ; 

But ne'er in haunts of living men 
Again was Thomas seen. 

■ ■■ ■ »— ^1, , I !■ .1—1- .. - ™ '9% 
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GLENFINLAS; OR, LORD RONALD'S CORONACH.f 

Thb simple tradition, upon which the following stanzas are founded, runs thus : — ^While two 
Highland hunters were passing the night in a solitary bothy (a hut, built for the purpose of 
hunting), and making merry over their venison and whisky, one of them expressed a wish that 
they had pretty lasses to complete their party. The wotos were scarcely uttered, when two 
beautiful young women, habited in green, entered the hut, dancing and singing. One of the 
hunters was seduced, by the siren who attached herself particularly to him, to leave Uie hut : the 
other remained, and, suspicious of the fair seducers, continued to play upon a trump, or Jew's 
harp, some strain, consecrated to the Virgin Mary. Day at length came, and the temptress 
vanished. Searching in the forest, he found the bones of his unfortunate friend, who had htea. 
torn to pieces and devoured by the fiend into whose toils he had fallen. The place was firom 
thence called the Glen of the Green Women. 

Glenfinlas is a tract of forest-ground, lying in the Highlands of Perthshire, not far from 
Callander in Menteith. It was formerly a royal forest, and now belongs to the Earl of Moray. 
I'his country, as well as the adjacent district of Balquidder, was, in^ times of 7ore^ chiefly in- 
habited^ by the Maceregors. To the west of the forest of Glenfinlas lies Loch Katrme, and its 
romantic avenue, called the Trosachs. Benledi, Benmore, and Benvoirlich are mountains in 
the same district, and at no great distance from Glenfinlas. The river Teith passes Callander 
and the Castle of Doune, and joins the Forth near Stirling. The pass of Leny is immediately 
above Callander, and is the principal access to the Highlands from that town. Glenartney isa 
forest near Benvoirlich. The whole forms a sublime tract of Alpine scenery. 

This ballad first appeared in the Tales of Wonder^ by Lewis. 

For them the ^ewless forms of air obey, 
Their bidding heed^ and at their beck repair ; 

They know what spirit brews the stormful day, 
And heartless oft, like moody madness, stare. 

To see the phantom-train their secret work prepare. — Collins. 



" O HONE a rie* ! O hone a rie' I J 
The pride of Albin's line is o'er. 

And fall'n Glenartney's stateliest tree : 
Wene'ershallseeLord Ronald morel " — 

O, sprung from great Macgillianore, 
The chief that never fear'd a foe, 

How matchless was thy broad claymore, 
How deadly thine unerring bow ! 

Well can the Saxon widows tell, § 

How, on the Teith's resounding shore, 

The boldest Lowland warriors fell, 
As down from Lenny's pass you bore. * 

But o'er his hills, in festal day, 
HowblazedLord Ronald's beltane-tree, * 

While youths and maids the light strath- 
spey 
So nimbly danced with Highland glee I 

Cheer'd by the strength of Ronald's shell. 
E'en age forgot his tresses hoar ; 

But now the loud lament we swell, 
O ne'er to see Lord Ronald more ! 

t Coronach is the lamentation for a deceased 
warrior, sung by the aged of the clan. 

X O hone^ a rie* signifies — " Alas for the 
prince or chief I " 

§ The term Sassenach, or Saxon, is applied 
by the Highlanders to their Low-Country 
neighbours. ^ 

* An asterisk in these pages signifies that a 
note upon the passage is to be found at the end 
of the volume. 



From distant isles a chieftain came, 
The joys of Ronald's halls to find. 

And chase with him the dark-brown gam^ 
That boimds o'er Albin's hills of wind 

'Twas Moy ; whom in Columba's isle 
The Seer's prophetic spirit found,* 

As, with a minstrel's fire the while. 
He waked his harp's harmonious souod. 

Full many a spell to him was known, 
Which wandering spirits shrink to hear; 

And many a lay of potent tone, 
Was never meant for mortal ear. 

For there, 'tis said, in mystic mood. 
High converse with the dead thej 
hold. 

And oft espy the fated shroud, 
That shall the future corpse enfold. 

O so it fell, that on a day. 

To rouse the red deer from their den, 
The Chiefs have ta'en their distant way, 

And scour'd the deep Glenfinlas glen. 

No vassals vrait their sports to aid, 
To watch their safety, deck their board ; 

Their simple dress the Highland plaid, 
Their trusty guard the Highland sword. 

Three summer days, thro' brake and dell, 
Their whistling shafts successful flew; 
\ And still, when dewy evening fell, 
\ TYift ^^asBTj \«a >^'?&t Vtfit they drew. 
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In grey Glenfinlas' deepest nook 

"Hie solitaiy cabin stood, 
Fast by Moneira's sullen brook, 

Which murmurs through that lonely 
vrood. 

Soft fell the night, the sky was calm, 
When three successive days had flown ; 

And summer mist in dewy balm 
Steep'd heathy bank and mossy stone. 

The moon, half-hid in silvezy flakes, 
ASaix her dubious radiance shed. 

Quivering on Katrine's distant lakes. 
And resting on Benledi's head. 

Now in their hut, in social guise. 
Their sylvan fare the Chiefs enjoy ; 

And pleasure laughs in Ronald's eyes. 
As many a pledge he quafis to Moy. 

•• What lack we here to crown our bliss, 
While thus the pulse of joy beats high ? 

What, but fair woman's yielding kiss, 
Her panting breath and melting eye? 

•' To chase the deer of yonder shades. 
This morning left their father's pile 

The fairest of our mountain maids. 
The daughters of the proud Glengyle. 

" Long have I sought sweet Mary's heart, 
And dropp'd the tear, and heaved the 
sigh: 

But vain the lover's wily art, 
fieneath a sister's watchful eye. 

" But thou mayst teach that guardian fair, 
While far with Mary I am flown, 

Of other hearts to cease her care, 
And find it hard to guard her own. 

••Touch but thy harp, thou soon shalt 
see 

The lovely Flora of Glengyle, 
Unmindful of her charge and me. 

Hang on thy notes, 'twixt tear and smile. 

•• Or, if she choose a melting tale, 
All underneath the greenwood bough, 

"Will good Saint Oran's rule prevail,* 
Stem huntsman of the rigid brow?" — 

•' Since Enrick's fight, since Moma's death, 
No more on me shall rapture rise, 

Responsive to the panting breath, 
Or yielding kiss, or melting eyes. 

"E'en then, when o'er the heath of woe, 
Where sunk my hopes of love and fame, 

I bade my harp's wild wailings flow, 
On me the Seer's sad spirit came. 

" The last dread curse of angry heaven. 
With ghastly sights and sounds of woe, 

To dash each glimpse of joy was given— 
The fpSt» the future ill to know. 



* ' The bark thou saw'st, yon summer mom. 
So gaily part firom Oban's bay. 

My eye biehdd her dash'd and torn. 
Far on the rocky Colonsay. 

'• Thy Fergus too — thy sister's son. 
Thou saw'st, with pride, the gallant's 
power, 

As, marching 'gainst the Lord of Downe, 
He left the skirts of huge Benmore. 

*' Thou only saw'st their tartansf wave, 
As down Benvoirlich's side they wound, 

H eard'st but the pibroch, ijlanswering brave 
To many a target clanking round. 

" I heard the groans, I mark'd the tears, 
I saw the wound his bosom bore. 

When on the serried Saxon spears 
He pour'dhis clan's resistless roar. 

" And thou, who bidst me think of bliss. 

And bidst my heart awake to glee, 
And court, like thee, the wanton kiss — 

That heart, O Ronald, bleeds for thee ! 

*' I see the death-damps chill thy brow ; 

I hear thy Warning Spirit cry ; 
The corpse-lights dance — ^they're gone, 
and now. . . . 

No more is given to gifted eye 1" 

" Alone enjoy thy dreary dreams. 
Sad prophet of the evil hour ! 

Say, should we scorn joy's transient beams, 
^cause to-morrow's storm may loiu: ? 

'• Or false, or sooth, thy words of woe, 
Clangillian's Chieftain ne'er shall fear; 

His blood shall bound at rapture's glow. 
Though doom'd to stain the Saxon 
spear. 

** E'en now, to meet me in yon dell. 
My Mary's buskins brush the dew." 

He spoke, nor bade the Chief farewell. 
But call'dhis dogs, and gay withdrew. 

Within an hour retum'd each hound ; 

In rush'd the rousers of the deer ; 
They howl'd in melancholy sound, 

Then closely couch'd beside the Seer. 

No Ronald yet ; though midnight came, 
And sad were Moy's prophetic dreams. 

As, bending o'er the dying flame. 
He fed the watch-fire's quiveringgleams. 

Sudden the hounds erect their ears. 
And sudden cease their moaning howl ; 

Close press' d to Moy, theymark their fears 
By shivering limbs and stifled growl. 

t Tartans— The full Highland dress, made 
of the chequered stuff so termed. 

X Pibrock^ii.yi\txx,<A\D3KtC^aik.yx^ 
to the Highland tASp>\v^. 
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Untouch'd, the harp beg^n to ring, 
As softly, slowly, oped the door ; 

And shook responsive every string, 
As light a footstep press'd the floor. 

And by the watch-fire's glimmeringlight, 
Close by the minstrel's side was seen 

A huntress maid, in beauty bright, 
All dropping wet her robes of green. 

All dropping wet her garments seem ; 

ChiU'd was her cheek, her bosom bare. 
As, bending o'er the dying gleam. 

She wrung the moisture from her hair. 

With maiden blush, she softly said, 
"O gentle huntsman, hast thou seen, 

In deep Glenfinlas' moonlight glade, 
A lovely maid in vest of g^een : 

••With her a Chief in Highland pride; 

His shoulders bear the hunter's bow, 
The mountain dirk adorns his side, 

Far on the wind his tartans flow ?" — 

•'And who art thou? and who are they?" 
All ghastly gazing, Moy replied : 

••And why, beneath the moon's pale ray, 
Dare ye thus roam Glenfinlas' side?" — 

•'Where wild Loch Katrine pours her tide, 
Blue, dark, and deep, round many an 

Om: father's towers o'erhang her side, [isle, 
The castle of the bold Glengyle. 

"To chase the dun Glenfinlas deer, 
Our woodland course this morn we bore, 

And haply met, while wandering here. 
The son of great Macgillianore. 

"O aid me, then, to seek the pair, 
Whom, loitering in the woods, I lost ; 

Alone, I dare not venture there. 
Where walks, they say, the shrieking 
ghost." — 

• • Yes, many a shrieking ghost walks there ; 

Then, first, my own sad vow to keep. 
Here will I pour my midnight prayer. 

Which still must rise when mortals 
sleep." — 

•• O first, for pity's gentle sake. 
Guide a lone wanderer on her way I 

For I must cross the haunted brake, 
And reach my father's towers ere day. " — 

•• First, three times tell each Ave-bead, 
And thrice a Pater-noster say ; 

Then kiss with me the holy rede ; 
So shall we»safely wend our way." — 

"O shame to knighthood, strange and 
foul! 
Go, doff the bonnet from thy brow. 
And shroud thee in the monkish oovrl, 
Which best befits thy suUen voy/. 



" Not so, by high Dunlathmon's fire, 
Thy heart was froze to love and joy. 

When gaily rung thy raptured lyre 
To wanton Moma's melting eye." 

Wild stared the minstrel's eyes of flame, 
And high his sable locks arose. 

And quidk his colour went and came, 
As fear and rage alternate rose. 

•• And thou I when by the blazing oak 
I lay, to her and love resign'd, 

Say, rode ye on the eddying smoke. 
Or sail'd ye on the midnight wind ? 

"Not thine a race of mortal blood, 
Nor old Glengyle's pretended hne ; 

Thy dame, the Lady of the Flood — 
Thy sire, the Monarch of the Mine." 

He mutter'd thrice Saint Oran's rhyrae, 
And thrice Saint Fillan's powerful 
prayer ; 

Then tum'd him to the eastern clime, 
And sternly shook his coal-black bair. 

And, bending o'er his harp, he flung 
His wildest witch-notes on the wind; 

And loud, and high, and strange, they rung, 
As many a magic change they find. 

Tall wax'd the Spirit's altering form, 
Till to the roof her stature grew ; 

Then, mingling with the rising storm, 
With one wild yell away she flew. 

Rain beats, hail rattles, whirlwinds tear: 
The slender hut in fragments flew ; 

But not a lock of Moy's loose hair 
Was waved by wind, or wet by dew. 

Wild mingling with the howling gale, 
Loud bursts of ghastly laughter nse; 

High o'er the minstrel's head they sail, 
And die amid the northern skies. 

The voice of thunder shook the wood, 
As ceased the more than mortal yell; 

And, spattering foul, a shower of blood 
Upon the hissing firebrands fell. 

Next dropp'd from high a mangled arm ; 

The fingers strain'd a half-drawn blade: 
And last, the life-blqpd streaming warm, 

Tom from the trunk, a gasping head. 

Oft o'er that head, in battling field, 
Stream'd the proud crest of high Ben- 
more; 

That arm the broad claymore could wieiQ. 
Which dyed the Teith with Saxon gore. 

Woe to Moneira's sullen rills ! 

Woe to Glenfinlas' dreary glen 1 
.There never son of Albin's hiUs 
\ §>\mvX\ ^x«« vVvr. VvMsiter's shaft agen. 
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3 tired pilgrim's burning feet 
on shall shun that sheltering den, 
umeying in their rage, he meet 
irayward Ladies of the Glen. 

—behind the Chieftain's shield, 
ore shall we in safety dwell ; 



None leads the people to the field — - 
And we the loud lament must swell. 

O hone a rie' ! O hone a rie' I 
The pride of Albin's line is o'er ! 

And fall'n Glenartney's stateliest tree ; 
We ne'er shall see Lord Ronald moire I 



THE EVE OF ST. JOHN. 

}'mb or Smallholm Tower, the scene of the following ballad, is situated on the 
boundary of Roxburghshire, among a cluster of wild rocks, called Sandiknow-Crags, 
erty of Hugh Scott, Esq., of Harden [Lord Polwarth]. The tower is a high square 
surrotmded by an outer wall, now ruinous.^ The circuit of the outer court, being 
on three sides by a precipice and morass, is accessible only from the west by a 
I rocky path. The apartments, as is usual in a Border keep, or fortress, are placed one 
other, and communicate by a narrow stair ; on the roof are two bartizans, or platforms, 
ce or pleasure. The inner door of the tower is wood, the outer an iron gate; the 
between them being nine feet, the thickness, namely, of the wall From the elevated 
of Smaylho'me Tower, it is seen inany miles in every direction. Among the crags by 
Is surrounded, one, more eminent, is called the Watch/old^ and is said to have been the 
f a beacon, in the times of war with England. Without the tower-court is a ruined 
Brotherstone is a heath in the neighbourhood of Smaylho'me Tower, 
ballad was first printed in Mr. Lewis's Tales of Wotider, It is here published, with 
Itional illustrations, particularly an account of the battle of Ancram Moor, which seemed 
a work upon Border antiquities.* The catastrophe of the tale is founded upon a well- 
•ish tradition. This ancient fortress and its vicmity formed the scene of the Editor's 
Euid seemed to claim firom him this attempt to celebrate them in a Border tale. 



xon of Smaylho'me rose with day, 
mrr'd his courser on, 
t stop or stay, down the rocky way, 
leads to Brotherstone. 

t not with the bold Buccleuch, 
anner broad to rear ; 
t hot 'gainst the English yew, 
\ the Scottish spear. 

plate-jack t was braced, and his 

net was laced, 

lis vaunt-brace of proof he wore ; 

saddle-gerthe was a good steel 

rthe, 

en poimd weight and more. 

ron return' d. in three days' space, 
lis looks were sad and sour ; 
aiy was his courser's pace, 
: reach'd his rocky tower. 

le not from where Ancram Moor 

«d with English blood ; 

the Douglas true, and the bold 

xleuch, 

st keen Lord Evers stood. 

; his helmet hack'd and hew'd, 
cton pierced and tore, [brued, — 
J and his dagger with blood im- 
t was not English gore. 

plate-iack is coat-armour ; the vaunt- 
• wam-brace, armour for the body ; the 
a battle-axe. 



He lighted at the Chapellage, 

He held him close and still ; [page, 
And he whistled thrice for his little foot- 

His name was English Will. 

'• Come thou hither, my little foot-page, 

Come hither to my knee ; 
Though thou art young, and tenderof age, 

I think thou art true to me. 

" Come, tell me all that thou hast seen, 

And look thou tell me true 1 
Since I from Smaylho'me tower have been, 

What did thy lady do?"— 

" My lady, each night, sought the lonely 
light. 
That bums on the wild Watchfold ; 
For, firom height to height, the beacons 
bright 
Of the English foemen told. 

•' The bittern clamour'd from the moss, 
The wind blew loud and shrill ; 

Yet the craggy pathway she did cross 
To the eiry Beacon Hill. 

" I watched her steps, and silent came 
Where she sat her on a stone ; — 

No watchman stood by the dreary flame, 
Tt burned all alone. 

*' The second night I kept her in sight. 

Till to the fire she came. 
And, by Mary's might I ^.Tv ^wxtsAi'ftL^^TJvs^N. 

Stood by the\oii!^'| ?kassi^. 
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"And many a word that warlike lord 

Did speak to my lady there ; 
But the rain fell fast, and loud blew the 
blast, 

And I heard not what they were. 

" The third night there the sky was fair, 
And the moimtain-blast was still. 

As again I watched the secret pair, 
On the lonesome Beacon HiU. 

' 'And I heard her name the midnight hour, 

And name this holy eve ; 
And say, ' Come this night to thy l^y's 

Ask no bold Baron's leave. [bower ; 

" ' He lifts his spear with the bold Buc- 
His lady is all alone ; [cleuch ; 

The door she'll undo, to her knight so 
On the eve of good St. John,' — [true, 

" ' I cannot come ; I must not come; 

I dare not come to thee ; [alone : 

On the eve of St. John I must wander 

In thy bower I may not be.' — 

' ' ' Now, out on thee, fainthearted knight i 
Thou shouldst not say me nay; 

For the eve is sweet, and when lovers meet, 
\s worth the whole summer's day. 

"'And I'll chain the blood-hound, and 

the warder shall not sound, 

And rushes shall be strewed on the stair; 

So, by the black-rood stone, f and by holy 

St. John, 

I conjure thee, my love, to be there!' — 

' * • Though the blood-hound be mute, and 

the rush beneath my foot. 

And the warder his bugle should not 

blow, [the east. 

Yet there sleepeth a priest in a chamber to 

And my footstep he would know.' — 

" 'O fear not the priest, who sleepeth to 

the east, [ta'en ; 

For to DryburghJ the way he has 

And there to say mass, till three days do 

pass, 

For the soul of aknight that is s1a3me.' — 

" He tum'd him around, and grimly he 
frown'd ; 
Then he laugh'd right scornfully — 
' He who says the mass-rite for the soul of 
that knight. 
May as well say mass for me : 

t The black-rood of Melrose was a crucifix 
of black marble, and of peculiar sancti^. 

X Drybui^h Abbey is situated on the banks of 

the Tweed. After ite dissolution, it became the 

property of the Halliburtons of Newmains, and 

IS now the seat of the Bight Hon. theEaxlof 

Puchan, 



II I 



At the lone midnight hour, when bad 

spirits have power. 
In thy chamber will I be.' 
With that he was gone, and my lady left 
And no more did I see." [alone. 

Then changed, I trow, was that bold 
Baron's brow. 
From the dark to the blood-red high; 
"Now, tell me the mien of the knigfat 
thou hast seen, 
For, by Mary, he shall die I"— 

"His arms shone ftill bright, la the 

beacon's red Ught ; 

His plume it was scarlet and blue ; 

On his shield was a hound, in a silver kub 

bound, \jem"— 

And his crest was a bnmch of the 

"Thou liest, thou liest, thou little Mb- 
Loud dost thou lie to me t [P'S^ 

For that knight is cold, and laid low m ue 
mould. 
All under the Eildon Tree."i^ 

" Yet hear but my word, my noble k»d 1 
For I heard her name bis name ; 

And that lady bright, she caJkd the kajght 
Sir Richanl of Coldinghame."— 

The bold Baron's brow then cbangeiil I 
From high Uood-red to pale— [troWi 

"The grave is deep and dark— and the 
corpse is stiff and stark~ 
So I may not trust thy tale. 

"Where fiEur Tweed flows lomid Mjr 
And Eildon slopes to theplain, [Mdroie^ 

Full three nights ago, by some secret foe, 
That gay gallant was slain. 

"The varying light deceived thy sfe^ 
And the wild winds drown'd the osine; 

For the Dryburgh bells ring; and the 
white monks do sing. 
For Sir Richard of Coklingfaame !" 

He pass'd the court-gate, and he qiedthe 
tower-gate. 
And he mounted the narrow stair, 
To the bartizan-seat, where, with maids 
that on her wait. 
He found his lady fair. 

That lady sat in mournful mood ; 

Look'd over hill and vale ; 
Over Tweed's fair flood, and Mertoun's 

And all down Teviotdale. [wood, 

t £ild(m is a Ugh hiU, termhiatfng in three 
conical summits, immediately above the town 
of Melrose, whore are the admired ruins of a 
magnificent monastery. Eildon Tree is said to 
be the spot where Thomas the Rhymer ottered 
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now hail, thou lady bright I " — 
lil, thou Baron true 1 [fight ? 
i, what news, from Ancram 
ts from the bold Buccleuch?" — 

am moor is red with gore, 
r a Southron fell ; 
uch has charged us, evermore, 
I our beacons well." — 

ish'd red, but nothing she said: 

d the Baron a word : 

tepp'd down the stair to her 

;r fair, 

id her moody lord. 

: lady moum'd, and the Baron 
ind tum'd, 

himself he said, — 

IS around him creep, and his 

grave is deep 

give up the dead 1" — 

the ringing of matin-bell, 
t was well-nigh done, 
ivy sleep on that Baron fell, 
'e of good St. John. 

ook'd through the chamber 
jht of a djring flame ; [fair, 
aware of aknight stood there — 
rd of Coldinghame ! 

ly, away ! " she cried, 
holy Virgin's sake I " — 
now who sleeps by thy side ; 
, he will not awake. 

1 Tree, for long nights three, 
f grave have I lain ; 

ind the death-prayer are said 
they are said in vain, [for me, 



' ' By the Baron'^ brand, near Tweed's fair 
strand, 
Most foiilly slain, I fell ; 
And my restless sprite on the beacon's 
height. 
For a space is doom'd to dwell. 

"At our trysting-place,+ for a certain 
space, 

I must wander to and fro ; [bower 

But I had not had power to come to thy 

Hadst thou not conjured me so." — 

Love masler'd fear — ^her brow she cross'd ; 

"How, Richard, hast thou sped? 
And art thou saved, or art thou lost ? " — 

The vision shook his head 1 

• • Who spiUeth life, shall forfeit life ; 

So bid thy lord believe : 
That lawless love is guilt above, 

This awful sign receive." 

He laid his left palm on an oaken beam ; 

His right upon her hand ; 
The lady shrunk, and fainting sunk. 

For it scorch'd Uke a fiery brand. 

The sable score, of fingers four, 
Remains on that board impress'd ; 

And for evermore that lady wore 
A covering on her wrist. 

There is a nun in Dryburgh bower,* 

Ne'er looks upon the sun ; 
There is a monk in Melrose tower, 

He speaketh word to none. 

That nun, who ne'er beholds the day, 
That monk, who speaks to none — 

That nun was Smaylho'me's Lady gay, 
That monk the bold Baron. 



CADYOW CASTLE. 

* Cadyow, or Cadzow Castle, the ancient baronial residence of the family of 
1: situated upon the precipitous banks of the river Evan, about two miles above its 
the Clyde. It was dismantled, in the conclusion of the Civil Wars, during the reign 
unate Mary, to whose cause the house of Hamilton devoted themselves with a 
, which occasioned their temporary obscurity, and very nearljr their total ruin. The 
he ruins, embosomed in wood, darkened by ivy and creeping shrubs, and over- 
>rawling torrent, is romantic in the highest degree. In the immediate vicinity of 
grove of immense oaks, the remains of the Caledonian Forest, which anciently 
mgh the South of Scotland, from the eastern to the Atlantic Ocean. Some of these 
! twenty-five feet, and upwards, in circumference ; and the state of decay in which 
ear shows that they have witnessed the rites of the Druids. The whole scenery is 
:he magnificent and extensive park of the Duke of Hamilton. There was long 
his forest the breed of the Scottish wild cattle, until their ferocity occasioned their 
.ted, about forty years ago. Their appearance was beautiful, being milk-white, 
luzzles, horns, and hoofs. The bulls are described by ancient authors as having 
but those of latter days had lost that peculiarity, perhaps by intermixture with the 



tg-place — ^Place of rendezvous. 

^ere formerly kept in the parkof Druxnlanrig, aad«xtst\\VU>\^e«eeOk'8XOcS^^^ 

NortbumtkrlsmcL 
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In detailing the death of the Regent Mtirray, which is made the subject of the following 
ballad, it would be injustice to my reader to use other words than those of Dr. Rob^itson, whose 
account of that memorable event forms a beautiful piece of historical painting : — 

' ' Hamilton of Bothwellhaugh was the person who committed this barbarous action. He had 
been condemned to death soon after the battle of Langside, as we have already related, and 
owed his life to the Regent's clemencv. But part of his estate had been bestowed upon one of 
the Regent's favourites,! who seized his house, and turned out his wife, naked, in a cold night, 
into the open fields, where, before next morning, she became furiously mad. This injury nmde 
a deeper impression on him than the benefit he had received, and from that moment he vowed to 
be revenged of the Regent. Party rage strengthened and inflamed his private resentment. His 
kinsmen, the Hamiltons, applauded the enterprise. The maxims of that age justified the most 
desperate coiu-se he could take to obtain vengeance. He followed the Recent for some time, and 
watched for an opportunity to strike the blow. He resolved at last to wait till his enemy should 
arrive at Linlithgow, through which he was to pass in his way from Stirling to Edinburgh. He 
took his stand in a wooden gallery, t which had a window towards the street ; spread a feather-bed 
on the floor, to hinder the noise of his feet from being heard ; hung up a black cloth behind him, 
that his shadow might not be observed from without ; and, after all this preparation, calmly 
expected the Regent's approach, who had lodged during the night in a house not fkr distant 
Some indistinct mformation of the danger which threatened him had been conveyed to the 
Recent, and he paid so much regard to it, that he resolved to return by the same eate through 
which he had entered, and to fetch a compass roimd the town. But, as the crowd ^out the gate 
was ereat, and he himself unacc^uainted with fear, he proceeded directly along the street ; and 
the throng of people obliging him to move very slowly, gave the assassin time to take so true an 
aim, that lie shot him, with a single bullet, through the lower part of his belly, and killed the 
horse of a gentleman who rode on his other side. His followers instantly endeavoured to break 
into the house whence the blow had come ; but they found the door strongly barricadoed, and 
before it could be forced open, Hamilton had mounted a fleet horse,S which stood ready for him 
at a back passage, and was got far beyond their reach. The Regent died the same night of his 
wound." — History of Scotland, book v. 

Bothwellhaugh rode straight to Hamilton, where he was received in triumph ; for the ashes 
of the houses in Clydesdale, which had been burned by Murray's army, were yet Poking ; and 
party prejudice, the habits of the age, and the enormity of the provocation, seemed to his kins- 
men to justify the deed. After a short abode at Hamilton, this fierce and determined man left 
Scotland ana served in France, under the patronage of the family of Guise, to whom he was 
doubtless recommended by having avenged the cause of their niece, Queen Mary, upon her 
ungrateful brother. De Thou has recorded that an attempt was made to engage him to assas- 
sinate Caspar de Coligni, the famous Admiral of France, and the buckler of the Huguenot cause. 
But the character of Bothwellhaugh was mistaken. He was no mercenary trader m blood, and 
rejected the o£fer with contempt and indignation. He had no authority, he said, from Scotland 
to commit murders in France ; he had avenged his own just quarrel, but he would neither for 
price nor prayer avenge that of another man. — Thuantts^ cap. 46. 

The Regent's death happened 23rd January, 1569. It is applauded or stigmatised, by coo* 
temporary historians, according to their religious or party prejudices. The triumph of filack- 
wood is unbounded. He not only extols the pious feat of Bothwellhaugh, ** who," he observes, 
" satisfied, with a single ounce of lead, him whose sacrilegious avarice had stripped the metro- 
politan church of St Andrews of its covering;" but he ascribes it to immediate divine 
inspiration, and the escape of Hamilton to little less than the miraculous interference of the 
Deity. — JEBB, vol. ii. p. 263. With equal injustice, it was, by others, made the ground of a 
general national reflection ; for, when Mather urged Bemey to assassinate Burleigh, and quoted 
the examples of Poltrot and Bothwellhaugh, the other conspirator answered, "that neytber 
Poltrot nor Hambleton did attempt their en terpryse without some reason or consideration to lead 
them to it ; as the one, by hyre, and promise of preferment or rewarde ; the other, ypon desperate 
mind of revenge, for a lyttle wrong done unto him, as the report goethe, acconiing to the vyle 
trayterous dysposysyon of the hooie natyon of the Scottes." — Murdim's State Faptrt^ 
vol. L p. 197. 

Addrissed to the Right Honourable Lady Anne Hamilton, 



When princely Hamilton's abode 
Ennobled Cadyow's Gothic towers. 

The song went round, the goblet flow'd, 
And revel sped the laughing hours. 



Then, thrilling to the harp's gay sound, 
So sweetly rung each vaulted wall, 

And echoed light the dancer's bound, 
As mirth and music cheer'd the ball. 



t This was Sir James Bellenden, Lord Justice-Clerk, whose shameful and inhuman 
rapacity occasioned the catastrophe in the text. — Spottiswoode. 

X The house to which this projecting gallery was attached was the property of the Ardi- 
bisbop of St. Andrews, a natursd brother of the Duke of Chatelherault, and uncle to BothweU* 
hau^h. This, among many other c\xaxmstaxice.s, ^c:t&& to evince the aid which Bothwellhau^o 
received from his clan in enecling YAs putposft, 

i Tfic gift of Lord John IJanuUoTv, CotanveaAaXot <A Kx\«^^jeR„ 
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But Cadyow's towers, in ruins laid, 
And vaults, by ivy mantled o'er. 

Thrill to the music of the shade. 
Or echo Evan's hoarser roar. 

Yet still, of Cadyow's faded fame, 
You bid me tell a minstrel tale, 

And tune my harp, of Border frame. 
On the wUd banks of Evandale. 

For thou, from scenes of courtly pride, 
From pleasure's lighter scenes, canst 

To draw oblivion's p^l aside, [turn, 

And mark the long-forgotten urn. 

Then, noble maid I at thy command, 
Again the crumbled hails shall rise ; 

Lo 1 as on Evan's banks we stand, 
The past returns — the present flies. 

Where, with the rock's wood-cover'd side, 
Were blended late the ruins green, 

Rise turrets in fantastic pride, 
And feudal banners flaunt between : 

Where the rude torrent's brawling course 
Was shagg'd with thorn and tangling 

The ashlar buttress braves its force, ^loe. 
And ramparts frown in battled row. 

"Hs night — ^the shade of keep and spire 
Obscurely dance on Evan's stream ; 

And on the wave the warder's fire 
Is chequering the moonlight beam. 

Fades slow their light ; the east is grey ; 

The weary warder leaves his tower ; 
Steeds snort, uncoupled stag-hounds bay, 

And merry hunters quit the bower. 

The drawbridge falls — they hurry out — 
Clatters each plank and swinging chain, 

As, dashing o'er, the jovial rout 
Urge the shy steed, and slack the rein. 

Rrst of his troop, the Chief rode on ;t 
His shouting merry-men throng behind ; 

The steed of princely Hamilton 
Was fleeter than the mountain wind. 

From the thick copse the roebucks bound. 
The startled red-deer scuds the plain, 

For the hoarse bugle's warrior-soimd 
Has roused their mountain haunts again. 

Through the huge oaks of Evandale, [worn. 
Whose limbs a thousand years have 

What sullen roar comes down the gale, 
And drowns the hunter's pealing horn? 

t The head of the family of Hamilton, at this 
period, was James, Eari of Arran, Duke of 
Chatelherault, in France, and first peer of the 
Scottish realm. In 1569 he was appointed by 
Queen Mary her lieutenant-general in Scotland, 
under the singular title of her adopted father. 



Mightiest of all the beasts of chase. 
That roam in woody Caledon, 

Crashing the forest in his race, [on.* 

The Moimtain Bull comes thundering 

Fierce, on the hunter's quiver'd band. 
He rolls his eyes of swarthy glow, 

Spurns, with black hoof and horn, the 
sand. 
And tosses high his mane of snow. 

Aim'd well, the Chieftain's lance has flown; 

Struggling in blood the savage Ues; 
His roar is sunk in hollow groan — 

Sound, merry huntsmen 1 sound the 
pryse/\ 

'Tis noon — against the knotted oak 
The hunters rest the idle spear ; 

Curls through the trees the slender smoke, 
Where yeomen dight the woodland 
cheer. 

Proudly the Chieftain mark'd his clan, 
On greenwood lap all careless thrown, 

Yet miss'd his eye the boldest man 
That bore the name of Hamilton. 

"Why fills not Bothwellhaugh his place. 
Still wont our weal and woe to share? 

Why comes he not our sport to g^ace? 
Why shares he not our hunter's fare? " — 

Stern Claud replied,* with darkening face 
(Grey Paisley's haughty lord was he), 

"At merry feast, or buxom chase. 
No more the warrior wilt thou see. 

"Few suns have set since Woodhouselee* 
Saw Bothwellhaugh's bright goblets 

When to his hearths, in social glee, [foam, 
The warworn soldier tum'd him home. 

"There, wan from her maternal throes, 
His Margaret, beautiful and mild. 

Sate in her bower, a pallid rose. 
And peaceful nursed her new-bom child. 

" O change accursed I past are those days ; 

False Miuray's ruthless spoilers came, 
And, for the hearth's domestic blaze. 

Ascends destruction's volumed flame. 

"What sheeted phantom wanders wild. 
Where mountain Eske through wood- 
land flows. 

Her arms enfold a shadowy child — 
Oh 1 is it she, the pallid rose? 

"The wilder'd traveller sees her glide. 
And hears her feeble voice with awe — 

•Revenge,' she cries, 'on Murray's pride! 
And woe for injured Bothwellhaugh 1 ' " 

t Pryse— tke note \Aiawtt. «X ^<fe ^«a.^ '^R. '^^ 
game. 
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He ceased— and cries of rage and grief 
Burst mingling from the kindred band, 

And half arose the kindling Chief, 
And half unsheathed his Arran brand. 

But who, o'er bush, o'er stream and rock, 
Rides headlong, with resistless speed. 

Whose bloody poniard's frantic stroke 
Drives to the leap his jaded steed ;* 

Whose cheek is pale, whose eyeballs glare, 
As one some vision 'd sight that saw. 

Whose hands are bloody, loose his hair? — 
'Tis he! 'tis he I 'tis Bothwellhaugh. 

From gory selle,t and reeling steed, 
Sprung the fierce horseman with a 
bound, 

And, reeking from the recent deed. 
He dash'd his carbine on the ground. 

Sternly he spoke — "'Tis sweet to hear 
In good greenwood the bugle blown, 

But sweeter to Revenge's ear. 
To drink a tyrant's dying groan. 

"Your slaughter' d quarry proudly trode. 
At dawning mom, o'er dale and down, 

But prouder base-born Murray rode 
Through old Linlithgow's crowded 
town. 

" From the wild Border's humbled side,* 
In haughty triumph marched he. 

While Knox relax'd his bigot pride. 
And smiled, the traitorous pomp to see. 

" But can stem Power, with all his vaunt, 
Or Pomp, with all her courtly glare. 

The settled heart of Vengeance daunt, 
Or change the purpose of despair? 

"With hackbut bent,* my secret stand. 
Dark as the purposed deed, I chose. 

And mark'd, where, mingling in his band, 
Troop'cl Scottish pikes and English 
bows. 

"Dark Morton,:}: girt with many a spear. 
Murder's foul minion, led the van ; 

And clash'd their broadswords in the rear 
The wild Macfarlane's plaided clan.* 

"Glencaim and stout Parkhead* were 
Obsequious at their Regent's rein, [nigh, 

And haggard Lindesay's iron eye. 
That saw fair Mary weep in vain.* 

•**Mid pennon'd spears, a steely grove. 
Proud Murray's plumage floated high ; 

t Selle — saddle. A word used by Spenser, 
and other ancient authors. 
/ Of this noted person, it is enough lo s&'if i\ 
that be was active in ue muxder of Dvna 
MkdOf and at least privy to that of Daxclvy. 



Scarce could his trampling charger move. 
So close the minions crowded nigh.* 

"From the raised vizor's shade, his eye, 
Dark-rolling, glanced the ranks along. 

And his steel truncheon, waved on high, 
Seem'd marshalling the iron throng. 

"But yet his saddened brow confess'd 
A passing shade of doubt and awe ; 

Some fiend was whispering in his breast, 
' Beware of injured Bothwellhaugh 1 ' 

"The death -'Aot parts — the chaiger 
springs — 

Wild rises tumult's startling roar I 
And Murray's plumy helmet rings — 

— Rings on the ground, to rise no more. 

" What joy the raptured youth can feel. 
To hear her love the loved one tell — 

Or he, who broaches on his steel 
The wolf, by whom his infant fell I 

" But dearer to my injured eye 
To see in dust proud Murray roU ; 

And mine was ten times trebled joy. 
To hear him groan his felon souL 

" My Margaret's spectre glided near ; 

With pride her bleeding victim saw ; 
And shriek'd in his death-deafen'd ear. 

'Remember injured Bothwellhaugh!' 

"Then speed thee, noble Chatl^rault! 
Spread to the wind thy banner'd treelf 

Each warrior bend his Clydesdale bowl- 
Murray is fall'n, and Scotland firee I " 

Vaults every warrior to his steed ; 

Loud bugles join their wild acclaim— 
"Murray is fall'n, and Scotland freed ! 

Couch, Arran 1 couch thy spear of 
flame 1 " 

But, see! the minstrel vision fails— 
The glimmering spears are seen no 

The shouts of war die on the gales, [more ; 
Or sink in Evan's lonely roar. 

For the loud bugle, pealing high. 
The blackbird whistles down the vale, 

And sunk in ivied ruins lie 
The banner'd towers of Evandale. 

For Chiefs, intent on bloody deed. 
And Vengeance shouting o'er the slain, 

Lo 1 high-bora Beauty rules the steed, 
Or graceful guides the silken rein. 

And long may Peace and Pleasure own 
The maids who list the minstrel's tale; 

Nor e'er a mder guest be known 
On the fair banks of Evandale I 

^ ^Oi oak^lialf-sawn, with the motto iArffUf^ 
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THE GRAY BROTHER. 

A FRAGMENT. 

The imperfect state of this ballad, which was written several years ago, is not a circumstance 
affected for the purpose of giving it that peculiar interest which is often found to arise from 
nngratified curiosity. ^ On the contrary, it was the Editor's intention to have completed the 
tale, if he had found himself able to succeed to his own satisfaction. Yielding to the opinion of 
persons whose judgment, if not biassed by the partiality of friendship, is entitled to deference, 
he has prefetred inserting these verses as a firs^ment, to his intenti<Mi of entirely suppressing 
them. 

The tradition upon which the tale is founded, regards a house upon the barony of Gilmerton, 
near Lasswad& in Mid-Lothian. This building, now called Gilmerton Grange, was originally 
named Bumdale, from the following tragic adventure. The barony of Gilmerton belonged of 
yore to a gentleman named Heron, who had one beautiful daughter. This young lady was 
seduced fay the Abbot of Newbattle, a richly endowed abbey upon the banks of the South Esk, 
now a seat of the Marqtiis of Lothian. Heron came to the knowledge of this cu-cumstance, and 
learned also that the lovers carried on their guilty intercourse by the connivance of the lady's 
nurse, who lived at this house of Gilmerton Giange, or Bumdale. He formed a resolution of 
bloody vengeance, undeterred by the supposed sanctity of the clerical character, or by the 
stronger daims of natural affection. Choosing, therefore, a dark and windy night, when the 
objects of his vengeance were engaged in a stolen interview, he set fire to a stack of dried thorns, 
and other combustibles, which he ^ad caused to be piled against the house, and reduced to a 
pile of glowing ashes the dwelling, with all its inmates. 

The scene with which the ballad opens was suggested by the following ctuious passage, 
extracted iraai the Life of Alexander Peden, one of the wandering and persecuted teachers of the 
sect of Cameronians, during the reign of Charles II. and his successor, James. This person was 
smppoaed by his followers, and perluips really believed himself, to be possessed of supernatural 
gifts ; for the wild scenes which they frequented, and the constant dangers which were incurred 
through their proscription, deepened upon their minds the gloom of superstition, so general in 
that age. 

'* About the same time he [Peden] came to Andrew Normand's house, in the parish of Allo- 
way, in the shire of Ayr, being to preach at night in his bam. After he came in, he halted a 
little, leaning upon a oiair-back, with his face covered ; when he lifted up his head, he said, 
' They are in this house that I have not one word of salvation unto ; ' he halted a little again, 
laying, 'This is strange, that the devil will not go out, that we may begin our work I' Then 
there was a woman went out, ill-looked upon almost all her life, and to her dying hour, for a 
witch, with many presimiptions of the same. It escaped me, in the former passages, what John 
M uizli^ui (whom I have often mentioned) told me, that when he came from Ireland to Gal- 
loway, he was at family worship, and |:iving some notes upon the Scripture read, when a very 
ill-looking man came, and sat down within the door, at the back of the kalian [partition of the 
cottage] : immediately he halted and said, ' There is some unhappy body just now come into 
this house. I charge him to go out, and not stop my mouth 1' This person went out, and he 
intUUd^mtsaX. on], yet he saw him neither come in nor go out." — The Lift and Prophecies of 
Mr, Alexander Peden, late Minister of the Gospel at New Glenluce, in Galloway, part 
iLfa6. 



Th£ Pope he was saying the high, high 
All on Saint Peter's day, [mass, 

With the power to him given, by the saints 
To wash men's sins away, [in heaven, 

The Pope he was saying the blessed mass, 
And the people luieei'd around, [pass, 

And from each man's soul his sins did 
As he Idss'd the holy ground. 

And all, among the crowded throne. 
Was still both limb and tongue, [aloof. 

While, through vaulted roof and aisles 
The holy accents rung. 

•At the holiest word he quiver'd for fear, 

And falter'd in the sound — 
<^iid, when he would the chaiice rear, 

Me dropp'd it to the ground. 



*' The breath of one of evil deed 

Pollutes our sacred day ; 
He has no portion in our creed, 

No part in what I say. 

" A being, whom no blessed word 
To ghostly peace can bring ; 

A wretch, at whose approach abhorr'd, 
Recoils each holy thing. 

' ' Up, up, unhappy I haste, arise 1 

My adjuration fear ! 
I charge thee not to stop my voice, 

Nor longer tarry here !" 

Amid them all a pilgrim kneel'd, 
In gown of S2Lc\!Lc\o\.Yi ^ki:^ \ 

Far joumeymg iiam\i\& "tkaXJw^ ^€1.^^ 
He first saw Romft ^^x. ^«J » 
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For forty days and nights so drear, 

I ween he had not spoke, 
And, save with bread and water clear, 

His fast he ne'er had broke. 

Amid the penitential flock, 
Seem'd none more bent to pray ; 

But, when the Holy Father spoke, 
He rose and went his way. 

Again unto his native land 

His weary course he drew, 
To Lothian's fair and fertile strand. 

And Pentland's mountains blue. 

His unblest feet his native seat, 
'Mid Eske's fair woods, regain ; [sweet 

Through woods more fair no stream more 
Rolls to the eastern main. 

And lords to meet the pilgrim came. 

And vassals bent the knee ; 
For all 'mid Scotland's chiefs of fame. 

Was none more famed than he. 

And boldly for his country, still. 

In battle he had stood, 
Ay, even when on the banks of Till 

Her noblest pour'd their blood. 

Sweet are the paths, O passing sweet 1 
By Eske's fair streams that run, 

O'er airy steep, through copsewood deep, 
Impervious to the sun. 

There the rapt poet's step may rove. 
And yield the muse the day ; 

There Beauty, led by timid Love, 
May shun the tell-tale ray ; 

From that fair dome, where suit is paid. 

By blast of bugle free,* 
To Auchendinny's hazel glade,* 

And haunted Woodhouselee. 

Who knows not Melville's beechy grove,* 

And Roslin's rocky glen,* 
Dalkeith, which all the virtues love,* 

And classic Hawthomden ?* 

Yet never a path, from day to day. 
The pilgrim's footsteps range. 

Save but the solitary way 
To Bumdale's ruin'd grange. 

A woeful place was that, I ween, 
As sorrow could desire ; [wall, 

For nodding to the fall was each crumbling 
And the roof was scathed with fire. 

It fell upon a summer's eve, 

WhilCt on Camethy's head, [beams 
The last faint gleams of the SMas low 
Had streak'd the grey vritii red; 



And the convent bell did vespers tell, 

Newbattle's oaks among. 
And mingled with the solemn knell 

Our Ladye's evening song : 

The heavy Jmell, the choir's faint swell. 
Came slowly down the wind. 

And on the pilgrim's ear they fell, 
As his wonted path he did find. 

Deep sunk in thought, I ween, he was. 

Nor ever raised his eye. 
Until he came to that dreary place, 

Which did all in ruins lie. 

Hegazed on the walls, so scathed withfiie^ 
With many a bitter groan — 

And there was aware of a Gray Friar, 
Resting him on a stone. 

" Now, Christ save thee I " said the Gray 
Brother ; 

" Some pilgrim thou seemest to be." 
But in sore amaze did Lord Albert gaze, 

Nor answer again made he. 

'* O come ye from east, or come ye fh)m 
west, 
Or bring reliques from over the sea ; 
Or come ye from the shrine of St.Jamesthe 
divine. 
Or St. John of Beverley ? "— • 

' ' I come not from the shrine of St. Janei 
the divine, 
Nor bring reliques from over the sea ; 
I bring but a curse from our &tber, the 
Pope, 
Which for ever will cling to me."— 

"Now, woeful pilgrim, say not sol 

But kneel thee down to me. 
And shrive thee so clean of thy deacDf 
sin. 

That absolved thou mayest be."— 

*' And who art thou, thou Gray Brother, 
That I should shrive to thee,* 

When He, to whom are given the keys ol 
earth and heaven. 
Has no power to pardon me?" — 

" O I am sent from a distant clime, 

Five thousand miles away. 
And all to absolve a foul, foul crim^ 

Done here 'twixt night and day." 

The pilgrim kneel'd him on the sand, 

And thus began his saye — 
When on his neck an ice-cold hand 

Did that Gray Brother laye. 
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WILLIAM AND HELEN. 

[1796.] 

IMITATED FROM THE "LENORlS" OF BUKGEK. 



I. 



vy dreams fair Helen rose, 
id the dawning red : 
Y love, thou tarriest long 1 
lou false or dead?" — 

II. 
int Fred' rick's princely power 
jht the bold Crusade ; 
word from Judah's wars 
elen how he sped. 

III. 
nim and with Saracen 
h a truce was made, 
knight retum'd to dry 
rs his love had shed. 

IV. 

It host was homeward bound 
any a song of joy; 
red the laurel in each plume, 
ige of victory. 

V. 

nd young, and sire and son, 
t them crowd the way, 
its, and mirth, and melody, 
)t of love to pay. 

VI. 
a maid her true-love met, 
)b'd in his embrace, 
ing jby in tears and smiles 
full many a fsice. 

VII. 
3r smile for Helen sad ; 
E^ht the host in vain ; 
:ould tell her WiJJiam's fate, 
iss, or if slain. 



VIII. 

The martial band is past and gone ; 

She rends her raven hair, 
And in distraction's bitter mood 

She weeps with wild despair. 

IX. 

*' O rise, my child," her mother said, 

• * Nor sorrow thus in vain ; 
A perjured lover's fleeting heart 

No tears recall again." — 

X. 

** O mother, what is gone, is gon6, 

What 's lost for ever lorn : 
Death, death alone can comfort me ; 

O had I ne'er been bom I 

XI. 
*• O break, my heart, O break at once t 

Drink my hfe-blood, Despair ! 
No joy remains on earth for me, 

For me in heaven no share." — 

XII. 

" O enter not in judgment. Lord 1 " 

The pious mother prays ; 
•' Impute not guilt to thy frail child 1 

She knows not what she says. 

XIII. 
" O say thy Pater-noster, child I 

O turn to God and grace ! 
His will, that tum'd thy bliss to bale, 

Can change thy bale to bliss." — 

XIV. 
•• O mother, mother, what is bliss? 

O mother, what is bal<&? 
My WiWiam' s \ove vjas'VveaNea. oxw ^aslCck.^ 

Wiihioiil It eaTl\i\s\i.€^. 
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XV. 

•• Why should I pray to ruthless Heaven, 

Since my loved William's slain? 
I only pray'd for William's sake, 

And all my prayers were vain." — 
XVI. 
' ' O take the sacrament, my child, 

And check these tears that flow ; 
By resignation's humble prayer, 

O hallow'd be thy woe I" — 

XVII. 

*' No sacrament can quench this fire, 

Or slake this scorching pain ; 
No sacrament can bid the dead 

Arise and Uve again. 
XVIII. 

•• O break, my heart, O break at once ! 

Be thou my god. Despair I 
Heaven's heaviest blow has fallen on me, 

And vain each fruitless prayer." — 

XIX. 

•' O enter not in judgment, Lord, 

With thy frail child of clay 1 
She knows not what her tongue has spoke ; 

Impute it not, I pray I 

XX. 

•• Forbear, my child, this desperate woe, 

And turn to God and grace ; 
Well can devotion's heavenlv glow 

Convert thy bale to bhss.' — 
XXI. 
"O mother, mother, what is bliss? 

O mother, what is bale? 
Without my William what were heaven, 

Or with him what were hell?"— 
XXII. 
Wild she arraigns the eternal doom, 

Upbraids each sacred power, 
Till, spent, she sought her silent room, 

All in the lonely tower. 
XXIII. 
She beat her breast, she wrung her hands, 

Till sun and day were o'er. 
And through the glimmering lattice shone 

The twinkling of the star. 
XXIV. 
Then, crash I the heavy drawbridge fell 

That o'er the moat was hung ; 
And, clatter 1 clatter 1 on its boards 

The hoof of corner rung. 

XXV. 

The clank of echoing steel was heard, 

As off the rider bounded ; 
And slowly on the winding stah: 
A heavy footstep sounded. 
XXVI. 
And hark 1 andhark! a knock—Tap t tap ! 
A rustling stifled noise ; — 
Door-latcb and tinkling staples i\ng i-^ 
At length a whispering voice. 



XXVII. 

" Awake, awake, arise, my love 1 
How, Helen, dost thou fare? 

Wak'st thou, or sleep'st? laugh'st thou, 
orweep'st? 
Hast thought on me, my fair?" — 

XXVIII. 

•' My love I my love !— so late by n^t !— 

I waked, I wept for thee : 
Much have I borne since dawn of mom ; 

Where, William, couldst thou be?"— 

XXIX. 

"We saddle late — from Hungary 

I rode since darkness fell ; 
And to its bourne we both return 

Before the matin-belL" — 

XXX. 

" O rest this night within my arms. 

And warm thee in their fold 1 
Chill howls through hawthorn busb the 

My love is deadly cold." [wind:— 
XXXI. 
** Let the wind howl through hawthorn 

This night we must away ; [bush 1 

The steed is wight, the spur is bright; 

I cannot stay till day. 

XXXIL 

' ' Busk, busk, andboune If Thoumount'st 
behind 

Upon my black barb steed: 
O'er stock and stile, a hundred miles, 

We haste to bridal bed."— 
XXXIII. 
•* To-night— to-night a hundred miles !- 

O dearest William, stay 1 
The bell strikes twelve— dark, dismal 

O wait, my love, till day 1 "— [hour 1 
xxxrv. 
•' Look here, look here — ^the moon shines 

Full fast, I ween, we ride ; [clear— 
Moimt and away, for ere the day 

We reach our bridal bed. 
xxxv. 
" The black barb snorts, the bridle rings ; 

Haste, busk, and boune, and seat thee! 
The feast is made, the chamber spread, 

The bridal guests await thee."— 

XXXVI. 

Strong love prevail'd: she bosks, she 

She mounts the baib behind, [bounes. 
And round her darling William's waist 

Her lily arms she twined. 
XXXVIL 
And, hurry I hurry 1 off they rode, 

As fast as fast might be ; 
Spum'd from the courser's thundering 

The flashing pebbles flee. [heeb 

vSll lot «^\crarB«<3. 
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XXXVIII. 

the right, and on the left, 
ley could snatch a view, 
t each mountain, mead, and plain, 
ot, and castle, flew. 

XXXIX. 

t — dost fear? — The moon shines 
r — 

goes my barb — ^keep hold I 
hou?"—"0 no I" she faintly said; 
why so stem and cold ? 

XL. 

yonder rings? what yonder sings? 
shrieks the owlet grey?" 
!ath-bells' clang, 'tis funeral song, 
ody to the clay. 

XLI. 

song and clang, at morrow's 

n. 

ly inter the dead : 

1 1 ride, with my young bride, 

ck our bridal bed. 

XLII. 

with thy choir, thou coffin'd 
5t. 

ell our nuptial song ! 
riest, to bless our marriage feast 1 
all, come all along 1 " — 

XLIII. •■ 

clang and song ; down stmk the 

irouded corpse arose : 
rry I hurry 1 all the train 
lundering steed pursues. 

XLIV. 

ward ! forward I on they go ; 
snorts the straining steed 1 
mts the rider's labouring breath, 
adlong on they speed. 

XLV. 

liam, why this savage haste? 
here thy bridal bed?" — 
stant far, low, damp, and chill, 
arrow, trustless maid." — 

XLVI. 

cm for me?" — "Enough for 

, speed, my barb, thy course I " 
udering bridge, through boiUng 
ove the furious horse. [surge, 

XLVII. 

tramp I along the land they rode, 
1 1 splash 1 along the sea ; 
irge is wight, the spur is bright, 
ashing pebbles flee. 

XLVin. 
t on right and left how fast 
brest, grove, and bower I 
and left fled past hoyr fast 
uty, town, and tower I 



XLIX. 
" Dost fear? dost fear? The moon shines 

Dost fear to ride with me? — [clear, 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! the dead can ride 1 " — 

*• O William, let them be !— 
L. 
"See there, see there ! What yonderswings 

And creaks 'mid whistling rain? " — 
"Gibbet and steel, th' accursed wheel ; 

A murderer in his chain. — 

LI. 

" Hollo ! thou felon, follow here : 

To bridal bed we ride ; 
And thou shalt prance a fetter-dance 

Before me and my bride. "-=— 

LII. 

And, hurry 1 hurry I clash, clash, clash 1 

The wasted form descends ; 
And fleet as wind through hazel bush 

The wild career attends. 
Lin. 
Tramp I tramp ! along the land they rode. 

Splash 1 splash ! along the sea ; 
The scourge is red, the spur drops blood, 

The flashing pebbles flee. 

LIV. 

How fled what moonshine faintly show'd i 
How fled what darkness hid 1 

How fled the earth beneath their feet. 
The heaven above their head ! 

LV. 

"Dost fear? dost fear? The moon shines 
And well the dead can ride ; [clear. 

Does faithful Helen fear for them ? ' — 
" O leave in peace the dead I" — 

LVI. 

" Barb I Barb 1 methinks I hear the cock ; 

The sand will soon be run : 
Barb I Barb I I smell the morning air ; 

The race is well-nigh done." — 

LVII. 
Tramp ! tramp ! along the land they rode, 

Splash 1 splash 1 along the sea ; 
The scourge is red, the spur drops blood. 

The flashing pebbles flee. 

LVIIL 

" Hurrah ! hurrah ! well ride the dead ; 

The bride, the bride is come ; 
And soon we reach the bridal bed, 

For, Helen, here's my home." — 

LIX. 

Reluctant on its rusty hinge 

Revolved an iron door. 
And by the pale moon's setting beam 

Were seen a church and tower. 

LX. 

With many a shriek and cry whiz round 
The birds of midnighl» ?>caxeA\ 

And rustling like a\v\.\invii«l\eaN«s» 
UnhalloVd g\:ioa\.avi«^\«ax^. 
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LXI. 

O'er many a tomb and tombstone pale 

He spurr'd the fiery horse, 
Till sudden at an open grave 

He check'd the wondrous course. 

LXII. 

The falling gauntlet quits the rein, 
Down drops the casque of steel, 

The cuirass leaves his shrinking side, 
The spur his gory heeL 

LXIIl. 

The eyes desert the naked skull. 
The mould'ring flesh the bone, 

Till Helen's lily arms entwine 
A ghastly skeleton. 



Lxnr. 
The furious barb snorts fire and foam. 

And, with a fearful bound, 
Dissolves at once in empty air. 

And leaves her on the ground. 

LXV. 

Half seen by fits, by fits half heard, 

Pale spectres flit along, 
Wheel round the maid in dismal dance, 

And howl the funeral song ; 

LXVI. 

' * E'en when the heart's with anguish deft, 
Revere the doom of Heaven, 

Her soul is from her body reft ; 
Her spirit be forgiven 1 " 



THE WILD HUNTSMAN. 

[1796.] 

AN IMITATION OF THE "WILD JAGER " OP THE POET BURGER. 



The Wildgrave winds his bugle horn, 
To horse, to horse I halloo, halloo 1 

His fiery courser snuff's the mom, 
And thronging serfs their lord pursue. 

The eager pack, from couples freed. 
Dash through the bush, the brier, the 
brake ; [steed, 

While answering hound, and horn, and 
The mountain echoes startling waice. 

The beams of God's own hallow'd day 
Had painted yonder spire with gold. 

And, cadling sinful man to pray, 

Loud, long, and deep the bell hadtoll'd: 

But still the Wildgrave onward rides ; 

Halloo, halloo ! and, hark again ! 
When, spurring from opposing sides. 

Two Stranger Horsemen join the train. 

Who was each Stranger, left and right. 
Well may I guess, but dare not tell ; 

The right-hand steed was silver white. 
The left, the swarthy hue of hell. 

The right-hand Horseman, young and fair, 
His smile was like the mom of May ; 

The left, from eye of tawny glare. 
Shot midnight lightning's lurid ray. 

He waved his huntsman's cap on high, 
Cried, " Welcome, welcome, noble lord ! 

What sport can earth, or sea, or sky. 
To match the princely chase, afford ?" 

•' Cease thy loud bugle's changing knell," 
Cried the fair youth, with silver voice ; 
"And for devotion's choral sweU, 
Exchange the rude uxihaMoVdiioSs^ 



"To-day the ill-omen'd chase forbear. 
Yon bell yet summons to the fane; 

To-day the Waming Spirit hear. 
To-morrow thou mayst moum in vain." 

" Away, and sweep the glades along 1" 
The Sable Hunter hoarse replies ; 

"To muttering monks leave matin-song. 
And bells, and books, and mysteries." 

The Wildgrave spurr'd his ardent steed. 
And, launching forward with a bound, 

"Who, for thy drowsy priestlike rede, 
Would leave the jovial horn and hoimd? 

" Hence, if our manly sport ofifend I 
With pious fools go chant and pray:— 

Well hast thou spoke, my daik-biow'd 
friend ; 
Halloo, halloo ! and, hark away 1" 

The Wildgrave spurr'd his courser light, 
O'er moss and moor, o'er holt and hill; 

And on the left, and on the right. 
Each stranger Horseman follow'd stiH 

Up springs, from yonder tangled thorn, 
A stag more white than mountain snow; 

And louder rung the Wildgrave's horn, ^ 
" Hark forward, forward ! holla, hot" 

A heedless wretch has cross'd the way; 

He gasps the thundering hoofs belowj^ 
But, hve who can, or die who may. 

Still, • • Forward, forward ! " on they go. 

See, where yon simple fences meet, 

A field with Autumn's blessingscrown'd: 
.See, prostrate at the Wildgrave's feet, 
\ K xsoi^oua&GCASL with toil embrown'd: 
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cy, mercy, noble lord I 

the poor's pittance," was his cry, 

I by the sweat these brows have 

r'd. 

rching hour of fierce July." — 

the right-hand Stranger pleads, 
sft still cheering to the prey ; 
letuous Earl no warning heeds, 
irious holds the onward way. 

thou hound I so basely bom, 
ad the scourge's echoing blow I " — 
idly rung his bugle-horn, 
k forward, forward, holla, ho 1 " 

so done : — A single bound 
the poor labourer's humble pale : 
lows man, and horse, and hound, 
lark December's stormy gale. 

1 and horse, and hound and horn, 
ictive sweep the field along ; 
ojring o'er the wasted com. 
Famine marks the maddening 
»ng. 

proused, the timorous pr^ [hill ; 
5 moss and moor, and holt and 
n, he feels his strength decay, 
rasts for hfe his simple skill. 

igerous solitude appear' d ; 
eks the shelter of the crowd ; 
,e flock's domestic herd 
armless head he hopes to shroud. 

ss and moor, and holt and hill, 
ack the steady blood-hounds trace; 
ss and moor, unwearied still, 
irious Earl pursues the chase. 

ly did the herdsman fall ; — 
)are, thou noble Baron, spare 
erds, a widow's little all ; 
iflocks, anorphan'sfleecycare !" — 

the right-hand Stranger pleads, 
ift still cheering to the prey ; 
:1 nor prayer nor pity heeds, 
irious keeps the onward way. 

jmer'd dog I To stop my sport, 
were thy cant and beggar whine, 
human spirits, of thy sort, 
tenants of these carrion kine I" — 

e winds his bugle hom, 
k forward, forward, holla, ho I " 
ough the herd, in ruthless scorn, 
teers his furious hounds to go. 

s the throttled victims fall ; 
sinks their mangled herdsman 

r; 

rderous cries the stag appal, — * 
, be s\3xts, netK-flcrved by fear. 



With blood besmear'd, and white with 
foam, 

While big the tears of anguish pour. 
He seeks, amid the forest's gloom. 

The humble hermit's hallow'd bower. 

But man and horse, and hom and hound. 
Fast rattling on his traces go ; 

The sacred chapel rung around 
With •• Hark away i and, holla, ho !" 

All mild, amid the rout profane. 
The holy hermit pour'd his prayer ; 

"Forbear with blood God's house to 
stain; 
Revere his altar, and forbear 1 

"The meanest bmte has rights to plead. 
Which, wrong'd by cmelty or pride. 

Draw vengeance on the mthless head : — 
Be wam'd at length, and turn aside." 

Still the Fair Horseman anxious pleads ; 

The Black, wild whooping, points the 
prey: — 
Alas 1 the Earl no warning heeds, 

But frantic keeps the forward way. 

"Holy or not, or right or wrong. 
Thy altar, and its rites, I spurn ; 

Not sainted martyrs' sacred song. 
Not God himseU', shall make me turn ! " 

He spurs his horse, he winds his hom, 
" Hark forward, forward, holla, ho ! "-— 

But off, on whirlwind's pinions borne, 
The stag, the hut, the hermit, go. 

And horse and man, and hom and hound. 
And clamour of the chase, was gone ; 

For hoofs, and howls, and bugle-sound, 
A deadly silence reign'd alone. 

Wild gazed the affrighted Earl aroimd ; 

He strove in vain to wake his horn. 
In vain to call : for not a sound 

Could from his anxious lips be borne. 

He listens for his tmsty hounds ; 

No distant baying reach'd his ears : 
His courser, rooted to the ground. 

The quickening spur unmindful bears. 

Still dark and darker frown the shades. 
Dark as the darkness of the grave ; 

And not a sound the still invades. 
Save what a distant torrent gave. 

High o'er the sinner's humbled head 
At length the solemn silence broke ; 

And, from a cloud of swarthy red, 
The awfiil voice of thunder spoke. 

"Oppressor of creation fair I 
Apostate Spirits' harden'd tool ! 

Scoraer of God \ Sco\3ix^<& «A >iJafe '^^^jovX 
The measuTC o^ HJo^ q»iv "^ ^^'^ 
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* * Be chased for ever through the wood ; 

For ever roam the affrighted wild ; 
And let thy fate instruct the proud, 

God's meanest creature is His child." 

'Twas hushed:— One flash, of sombre 
glare, 

With yellow tinged the forests brown ; 
Uprose the Wildgrave's bristhng hair, 

And horror chiU'd each nerve and bone. 

Cold pour'd the sweat in freezing rill ; 

A rising wind began to sing ; 
And, louder, louder, louder still, ^ 

Brought storm and tempest on its wing. 

Earth heard the call ; — her entrails rend ; 

From yawning rifts, with many a yelT, 
Mix'd with sulphureous flames, ascend 

The misbegotten dogs of hell. 

What ghastly huntsman next arose. 
Well may I guess, but dare not tell ; 

His eye like midnight hghtning glows, 
His steed the swarthy hue of bell. 



The Wildgrave flies o'er bush and thon, 
With many a shriek of helpless woe; 

Behind him hound, and horse, and horn, 
And, "Hark away, and holla, hoi" 

With wild despair's reverted eye, 
Close, close behind he marks the throng, 

With bloody fangs and eager cry ; 
In frantic fear he scours along. — 

Still, still shall last the dreadful chase. 
Till time itself shall have an end : 

By day, they scour earth's cavem'd 
space. 
At midnight's witching hour, ascend. 

This is the horn, and hound, and horse, 
That oft the lated peasant hears ; 

Appall'd, he signs the frequent cross. 
When the wild din invades his ears. 

The wakeful priest oft drops a tear 
For human pride, for human woe, 

When, at his midnight mass, he hears 
The infernal cry of, •' Holla, hoi" 



THE FIRE-KING. 

•* The blessings of the evil Genii, which are curses, were upon Mm." — Eastern Tali. 

[1801.] 

This ballad was written at the request of Mr. Lewis, to be inserted in his Taits of Wonder, 
It is the third in a series of four ballads, on the subject of Elementary Spirits. The story is, 
however, partlv historical ; for it is recorded, that, during the struggles of me Latin kUigdom of 
Jerusalem, a Knight Templar, called Saint Alban, deserted to the Saracens, and defeated the 
Christians in many combats, till he was finally routed and slain, in a conflict with King 
Baldwin, under the walls of Jerusalem. 



Bold knights and fair dames, to my harp 
give an ear, [hear. 

Of love, and of war, and of wonder to 

And you haply may sigh, in the midst of 
your glee, [Rosalie. 

At the tale of Count Albert, and fair 

O see you that castle, so strong and so 

high? 
And see you that lady, the tear in her eye? 
And see you that palmer, from Palestine's 

land, [hand ? — 

The shell on his hat, and the stafif in his 

" Now palmer, g^ey palmer, O tell imto 
me, [Countrie? 

What news bring you home from the Holy 

And how goes the warfare by Galilee's 
strand? [land?"— 

And how fare our nobles, the flower of the 

•• O well goes the warfare by Galilee's 
wave, ([have; 

For Gilead, and Nablous, and KaEEia2[iyi& 



And well fare our nobles by Mount Leba- 
non, [tians have won." 
For the Heathen have lost, and the Chris- 

A fair chain of gold 'mid her ringlets 
there hung ; [she has flung: 

O'er the palmer's grey locks the fair chm 

"O palmer, grey palmer, this chain be 
thy fee, [Holy Countrie. 

For the news thou hast brought from the 

"And, palmer, good palmer, by Galilee's 
wave, [brave? 

O saw ye Count Albert, the gentle and 

When the Crescent went back, and the 
Red-cross rush'd on, [non?"— 

O saw ye him foremost on Mount Leba- 

"O lady, fair lady, the green tree it 
grows; 

O lady, fair lady, the stream pure it flows ; 

Your castle stands strong, and your hopes 
. soar on high ; 
\ ^^x^■«^aAl « l^\:&&:| ^ ^ blossoms to die. 
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"The green boughs they wither, the 
thunderbolt f^, [walls ; 

It leaves of your castle but levin-scorch'd 

The pure stream runs muddy ; the ga^ 
hope is gone ; [non. ' 

Count Albert is prisoner on Mount Leba- 

O she's ta'en a horse, should be fleet at 
her speed ; [at her need ; 

And she's ta'en a sword, should be sharp 

And she has ta'en shipping for Palestine's 
land, [hand. 

To ransom Count Albert from Soldanrie's 

Small thought had Count Albert on fair 
Rosalie, [hood, had he ; 

Small thought on his faith, or his knight- 

A heathenish damsel his light heart had 
won, ^ [Lebanon. 

The Soldan's fair daughter of Mount 

"O Christian, brave Christian, my love 
wouldst thou be, [to thee : 

Three things must thou do ere I hearken 

Our laws and our worship on thee shalt 
thou take ; [sake. 

And this thou shalt first do for Zulema's 

'*And, next, in the cavern, where bums 
evermore, [adore, 

The mystical flame which the Curdmans 

Alone, and in silence, three nights shalt 
thou wake ; 

And this thou shalt next do for Zulema's 
sake. 

'•And, last, thou shalt aid us with coun- 
sel and hand, [tine's land ; 

And drive the Frank robber from Pales- 

For my lord and my love then Count 
Albert I'U take, [sake." 

When all this is accomplish'd for Ziilema's 

He has thrown by his helmet, and cross- 
handled sword, [Lord ; 

Renouncing his knighthood, denying his 

He has ta'en the green caftan, and turban 
put on, 

For the love of the Maiden of fair Lebanon. 

And in the dread cavern, deep deep under 

ground. 
Which fifty steel gates and steel portals 

surround. 
He has watch'd imtil daybreak, but sight 

saw he none, [of stone. 

Save the flame burning bright on its altar 

Amazed was the Princess, the Soldan 
amazed, [they gazed ; 

Sore murmur'd the priests as on Albert 

they search'd aU his garments, and, imder 
his weeds, [beads. 

They found, and took from him, his rosary 



Again in the cavern, deep deep under 
ground, [whistled round ; 

He watch'd the lone night, while the winds 

Far off was their miumur, it came not more 
nigh, [else did he spy. 

The flame biuu'd unmoved, and nought 

Loud murmiu''d the priests, and amazed 
was the King, [they sing ; 

While many dark spells of their witchcraft 

They search'd Albert's body, and, lo I on 
his breast [impress'd. 

Was the sign of the Cross, by his father 

The piiests they erase it with care and 
with pain, [again ; 

And the recreant retum'd to the cavern 

But, as he descended, a whisper there fell; 

It was his good angel, who bade him fare- 
well 1 

High bristled his hair, his heart flutter'd 
and beat, [to retreat ; 

And he tum'd him five steps, half-resolved 

But his heart it was harden'd, his purpose 
was gone, [Lebanon. 

When he thought of the Maiden of fair 

Scarce pass'd he the archway, the thresh- 
old scarce trod. 

When the winds from the four points of 
heaven were abroad, [ring, 

They made each steel portal to rattle and 

And, borne on th6 blast, came the dread 
Fire-King. 

Full sore rock'd the cavern whene'er he 
drew nigh, [high ; 

The fire on the altar blazed bickering and 

In volcanic explosions the mountains pro- 
claim [Flame. 

The dreadful approach of the Monarch of 

Unmeasured in height, undistinguish'd in 
form, [ was storm ; 

His breath it was lightning, his voice it 

I ween the stout heart of Count Albert 
was tame, [of Flame. 

When he saw in his terrors the Monarch 

In his hand a broad falchion blue-glim- 
mer'd through smoke. 

And Mount Lebanon shook as the mon- 
arch he spoke : 

"With this brand shalt thou conquer, 
thus long, and no more, [adore." 

Till thou bend to the Cross, and the Virgin 

The cloud-shrouded Arm gi ves the weapon ; 

and see I [his knee : 

The recreant receives the charm'd gift on 
The thunders growl distant, and faint 

gleam the fires» ^<i*\\«&. 

As, borne on. \Y\e '^\i\iV«\TA> >^\^ ^«DX<3a\ 
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CouDt Albert has arm'd him the Pajmim 
among, [it was strong ; 

Though his heart it was fal^e, yet his arm 

And the Red-cross wax'd faint, and the 
Crescent came on, [Lebanon. 

From the day he commanded on Moimt 

From Lebanon's forests to Galilee's wave, 
The sands of Samaar drank the blood of 

the brave ; 
Till the Knights of the Temple, and 

Knights of Saint John, [came on. 
With Salem's King Baldwin, against him 

The war-cymbals clatter'd, the trumpets 
repUed, [on each side ; 

The lances were couch'd, and they closed 

And horsemen and horses Count Albert 
o'erthrew, [Baldwin imto. 

Till he pierced the thick tumult King 

Against the charm' d blade which Count 
Albert did wield, [Red-cross shield ; 

The fence had been vain of the King's 

But a Page thrust him forward the mon- 
arch before, [wore. 

And cleft the proud turban the renegade 

So fell was the dint, that Count Albert 
stoop'd low [saddlebow j 

Before the cross'd shield, to his steel 

And scarce had he bent to the Red-cross 
his head, — [wittingly said. 

** Bonne Grace, Notre Darnel" he un- 

Sore sigh'd the charm'd sword, for its 
virtue was o'er, [seen more ; 

It sprung from his grasp, and was never 

But true men havesaid, that the lightning's 
red wing [Fire-King. 

Did waft back the brand to the dread 



He dench'd his set teeth, and his gannt- 
eted hand ; [on the strand ; 

He stretch'd. with one buffet, that Page 
As back from the stripling the broken 
casque roU'd, [lets of gold. 

You might see the blue eyes, and the ring- 

Short time had Count Albert in horror to 
stare [blood-clotted hair; 

On those death-swimming eyeballs, and 

For down came the Templars, hke Cedron 
in flood, [blood. 

And dyed their long lances in Saracen 

The Saracens, Curdmans, and Ishmaelites 
jrield [shield; 

To the scallop, the saltier, and crossleted 

And the eagles were gorged with the 
infidel dead, [head. 

From Bethsaida's fountains to Naphthali's 

The battle is over on Bethsaida's plain.— 
Oh, who is yon Paynim hes stretch'd 'mid 

the slain? [knee? 

And who is yon Page lying cold at his 
Oh, who but Count Albert and fair 

Rosalie 1 

The Lady was buried in Salem's bless'd 
bound, [hound: 

The Count he was left to the vulture and 
Her soul to high mercy Our Lady did 
bring ; [King. 

His went on the blast to the dread Fire- 
Yet many a minstrel, in harping, can tell, 
How the Red-cross it conquer'd, the Cres- 
cent it fell : [their glee, 
And lords and gay ladies have sigh'd, 'mid 
At the tale of Count Albert and fiair 
Rosalie. 



FREDERICK AND ALICE. 

[i8oi.] 

This tale is imitated, rather than translated, from a fragment introduced in Goethe's '* Qaadiitt 
von Villa Bella^" where it is sung by a member of a gang of banditti, to engage^ the attention ot 
the family, while his companions break into the castle. It owes any little merit it may possess 
to my friend Mr. Lewis, to whom it was sent in an extremely rude state ; and who, after some 
matexial improvements, published it in his Tales of Wonder, 



Frederick leaves the land of France, 
Homeward hastes his steps to measure. 

Careless casts the parting glance 
On the scene of former pleasiure. 

Joying in his prancing steed, 
Keen to prove his untried blade, 

Hope's gay dreams the soldier lead 
Over mouDtmn, moor, and glade. 



Helpless, ruin'd, left forlorn, 

Lovely Alice wept alone ; 
Mourn'd o'er love's fond contract torn, 

Hope, and peace, and honour flown. 

Mark her'breast's convulsive throbs! 

See, the tear of anguish flows ! — 
Mingling soon with bursting sobs, 
^ \-om<3l \.\\a \a.\ig]h of frenzy rose 
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Wild she cursed, and wild she pray'd ; 

Seven long days and nights are o'er ; 
D&ith in pity brought his aid, 

As the village bell struck four. 

Far from her, and far from France, 
Faithless Frederick onward rides ; 

Marking, blithe, the morning's glance 
Mantling o'er the mountain's sides. 

Heard ye not the boding sound. 
As the tongue of yonder tower, 

Slowly, to the hills around, 
Told the fourth, the fated hour? 

Starts the steed, and snufifs the air. 
Yet no cause of dread appears ; 

Bristles high the rider's hair. 
Struck with strange mysterious fears. 

Desperate, as his terrors rise. 
In the steed the spur he hides ; 

From himself in vain he flies ; 
Anxious, restless, on he rides. 

Seven long days, and seven long nights. 
Wild he wander' d, woe the while I 

Ceaseless care, and causeless fright, 
Urge his footsteps many a mile. 

Dark the seventh sad night descends ; 

Rivers swell, and rain-streams poiu: ; 
While the deafening thunder lends 

All the terrors of its roar. 

Weary, wet, and spent with toil. 
Where his head shall Frederick hide ? 

Where, but in yon ruin'd aisle. 
By the lightning's flash descried. 

To the portal, dank and low. 
Fast his steed the wanderer bound : 

Down a ruin'd staircase slow, 
Next his darkling way he wound. 



Long drear vaults before him lie ! 

Glimmering lights are seen to glide 1— 
" Blessed Mary, hear my cry ! 

Deign a sinner's steps to guide I " 

Often lost their quivering beam. 
Still the lights move slow before, 

Till they rest their ghastly gleam 
Right against an iron door. 

Thundering voices from within, 
Mix'd with peals of laughter, rose ; 

As they fell, a solemn strain 
Lent its wild and wondrous close ! 

'Midst the din, he seem'd to hear 
Voice of friends, by death removed ; — 

Well he knew that solemn air, 
'Twas the lay that Ahce loved. — 

Hark ! for now a solemn knell 
Four times on the still night broke ; 

Four times, at its deaden'd swell, 
Echoes from the ruins spoke. 

As the lengthen'd clangours die, 

Slowly opes the iron door ! 
Straight a banquet met his eye. 

But a funeral's form it wore 1 

Coffins for the seats extend ; 

All with black the board was spread ; 
Girt by parent, brother, friend. 

Long since number' d with the dead 1 

Alice, in her grave-clothes bound. 
Ghastly smiling, points a seat ; 

All arose, with thundering sound ; 
All the expected stranger greet. 

High their meagre arms they wave, 
Wild their notes of welcome swell ; — 

** Welcome, traitor, to the grave ! 
Perjiured, bid the light farewell 1 " 



THE BATTLE OF SEMPACH. 

[i8i8.] 

Thbsb verses are a literal translation of an ancient Swiss ballad upon the battle of Sempach, 
fong^t 9th July, 1386, being the victory by which the Swiss cantons established their indepen- 
doice; the author, Albert Tchudi, denommated the Souter, from his profession of a shoemaker. 
He was a citizen of Lucerne, esteemed highly among his countrymen, both for his powers as a 
Meister-^ingeTy or minstrel, and his courage as a soldier. 

'TwAS when among our linden-trees 

The bees had housed in swarms 
(And grey-hair'd peasants say that these 

Betoken foreign arms). 



Then look'd we down to Willisow, 
The land was all in flame ; 

We knew the Archduke Leopold 
With all his axmy came. 



The Austrian nobles made their vow. 
So hot their heart and bold, 

*' On Switzer carles we'll trample now, 
And slay both young and old." 

With clarion loud, and banner proud, 

From Zurich on the lake» 
In martial porap and laix erra?) ^ 
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" Now list, ye lowland nobles sXir^ 
Ye seek the mountain strand. 

Nor wot ye what shall be your lot 
In such a dangerous land, 

*' I rede ye, shrive ye of your sin^i 

Before ye farther go ; 
A skirmish in Helvetian hills 

May send your souls to woe." — 

" But where now shall we find a priest 
Our shrift that he may hear?" — 

" The Switzer priest f has ta'en the fieldi 
He deals a penance drear. 

*• Right heavily upon your head 

He'll lay his hand of steel ; 
And with his trusty partisan 

Your absolution deal." — 

*Twas on a Monday morning then, 
The com was steep' d in dew, 

And meny maids had sickles ta'en, 
When the host to Sempach drew. 

The stalwart men of fair Lucerne 

Together have they join'd j 
The pith and core of manhood stem, 

Was none cast looks behind. 

It was the Lord of Hare^astle, 

And to the Duke he said, 
*• Yon little band of brethren true 

Will meet us undismay'd." — 

" O Hare-castle, thou heart of hare 1 *' 

Fierce Oxenstem replied.-- 
"Shalt see then how the game will fare,'' 

The taunted knight replied. 

There was lacing then of helmets bright, 

And closing ranks amain ; 
The peaks they hew'd from their boot- 
points 

Might well-nigh load a wain.:|: 

And thus they to each other said, 

" Yon handful down to hew 
WiU be no boastful tale to tell, 

The peasants are so few." — 

The gallant Swiss Confederates there 

They pray'd to God aloud, 
And he display'd his rainbow fair 

Against a swarthy cloudy 

Then heart and pulse throbb'd mora and 



With courage firm and high, [more But he came against the Switzer cburi% 



And down the good Confederates pbrQ 
On the Austrian chivaliy. 



t All th« Swiss clergy able to bear arms 
fought in this patriotic war, 

X Probably referring to t?j§ IcmgrrKMqted 
hoots then in fashion, tEe peaks of wWh-wooid 
require to be cut off when the vreaxec s^AfghXedX \ 1\a CaxvXjqki c]»^\ItI was so named ftpm ^ 
to tigh t Qu foot. X^VStvas ox NT^^KiSiL 



The Austrian Uon 'gan to growlt 
And toss bis mane and tail ; 

And ball, and shaft, and crossbow bolt. 
Went whistling forth like h£ul. 

Lance, pike, and halbert mingled there. 
The game was nothing sweet ; 

The boughs of many a stately tree 
Lay shiver'd at their feet. 

The Austrian men-at-arms stood fast. 
So close their spears they laid ; 

It chafed the gallant Winkelreid, 
Who to his comrades said — 

" I have a virtuous wife at home, 

A wife and infant son ; 
I leave them to my country's care,— 

This field shall soon be won. 

* * These nobles lay their spears right thick, 

And keep full firm array. 
Yet shall my charge their order break, 

And make my brethren way." 

He rush'd against the Austrian band 

In desperate career, 
And with his body, breast, and hand, 

Bore down each hostile spear. 

Four lances splinter'd on his crest, 

Six shiver'd in his side ; 
Still on the serried files he press'd— 

He broke their ranks, and died. 

This patriot's self-devoted deed 
First tamed the Lion's mood, 

And the four forest cantons freed 
From thraldom by his blood. 

Right where his charge had made a lane 

His valiant comrades burst. 
With sword, and axe, and partisan. 

And hack, and stab, and thrust. 

The daunted Lion 'gan to whine. 
And granted ground amain. 

The Mountain BuUf he bent his brows, 
And gored his sides again. 

Then lost was banner, spear, and shiddi 

At Sempach in the flight. 
The cloister vaults at Konig's-field 

Hold many an Austrian knight. 

It was the Archduke Leopold, 
So lordly would he ride. 



And they slew him in his pride. 

The heifer said unto the bull, 
*' And shall I not complain? 

There came a foreign nobleman 
To milk me on the plain. 
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** One thrust of thine outrageous horn 
Has gall'd the knight so sore, 

That to the churchyard he is borne, 
To range our glens no more." 

An Austrian noble left the stour, 
And fast the flight 'gan take; 

And he arrived in luckless hour 
At Sempach on the lake. 

He and his squire a fisher call'd 
(His name was Hans Von Rot), 

** For love, or meed, or charity. 
Receive us in thy boat I " 

Their anxious call the fisher heard, 
And, glad the meed to win, 

His shallop to the shore he steer' d, 
And took the fiiyers in. 

And ^hile against the tide and wind 
Hans stoutly row'd his way. 

The noble to his follower sign'd 
He should the boatman slay. 

The fisher's back was to them tum'd. 
The squire his dagger drew, 

Hans saw his shadow in the lake, 
The boat he overthrew. 



He 'whelra'd the boat, and as they strove. 
He stunn'd them with his oar, 

" Now, drink ye deep, my gentle sirs, 
You '11 ne'er stab boatman more. 

"Two gilded fishes in the lake 
This morning have I caught, 

Their silver scales may much avail. 
Their carrion flesh is naught." 

It was a messenger of woe 
Has sought the Austrian land: 

" Ah I gracious lady, evil news I 
My lord lies on the strand. 

'* At Sempach, on the battle-field, 
His bloody corpse lies there." — 

" Ah, gracious God !" the lady cried, 
** What tidings of despair I " 

Now would you know the minstrel wight 

Who sings of strife so stem, 
Albert the Souter is he hight, 

A burgher of Lucerne. 

A merry man was he, I wot, 

The night he made the lay. 
Returning from the bloody spot, 

Where Grod had judged the day. 



THE NOBLE MORINGER. 



AN ANCIENT BALLAD. 



[1819.] 



I. 



0, WILL you hear a knightly tale of old 
Bohemian day, [he lay ; 

It was the noble Moringer in wedlock bed 

Hehalsedand kiss'dhis dearest dame, that 
was as sweet as May, 

And said, •' Now, lady of my heart, attend 
the words I say. 

XL 

**'Tis I have vow'd a pilgrimage unto a 

distant shrine, 
And I must seek Saint Thomas-land, and 

leave the land that 's mine ; 
Here shalt thou dwell the while in state, 

so thou wilt pledge thy fay, 
That thou for my retium wilt wait seven 

twelvemonths and a day." 
in. 
Then out and spoke that Lady bright, sore 

troubled in her cheer, 
"Now tell me true, thou noble knight, 

what order tak'st thou here ; 
And who shall lead thy vassal band, and 

hold thy lordly sway. 
And be thy lady's guardian true when thou 

art faraway?" 



IV. 



Out spoke the noble Moringer, "Of that 

have thou no care. 
There 's many a valiant gentleman of me 

holds living fair ; [and my state. 

The trustiest shall rule my land, my vassals 
And be a guardian tried and true to Uiee, 

my lovely mate. 
V. 
*'As Christian-man, I needs must keep 

the vow which I have plight. 
When I am far in foreign land, remember 

thy true knight ; 
And cease, my dearest dame, to grieve, 

for vain were sorrow now. 
But grant thy Moringer his leave, since 

God hath heard his vow." 

VI. 

It was the noble Moringer from bed he 

made him boune. 
And met him there his Chamberlain, with 

ewer and with gown : 
He flung the mantle on his back, 'twas 

furr'd with miniver. 
He dipp'd his ha.ii<i m v«^.\fix: ^'c^^^ ^s^.^ 

bathed bis ioi^<eaidL laja . 
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VII. 

" Now hear/' he said, " Sir Chamberlain, 

true vassal art thou mine, 
And such the trust that I repose in that 

proved worth of thine, 
For seven years shalt thou rule my towers, 

and Ic^ my vassal train, 
And pledge thee for my Lady's faith till I 

return again." 

VIII. 

The Chamberlain was blunt and true, and 

sturdily said he, 
•• Abide, my lord, and rule your own, and 

take this rede from me ; 
That woman's faith 's a brittle trust — Seven 

twelvemonths didst thou say? 
I '11 pledge me for no lady's truth beyond 

the seventh fair day." 

IX. 

The noble Baron turn'd him round, his 

heart was full of care, 
His gallant Esquire stood him nigh, he 

was Marstetten's heir, 
To whom he spoke right anxiously, "Thou 

trusty squire to ihe. 
Wilt thou receive this weighty trust when 

I am o'er the sea? 

X. 

*'To watch and ward my castle strong, 

and to protect my land, 
And to the hunting or the host to lead my 

vassal band ; 
And pledge thee for my Lady's faith till 

seven long years are gone. 
And guard her as Our Lady dear was 

guarded by Saint John." 

XI. 
Marstetten's heir was kind and true, but 

fiery, hot, and young. 
And readily he answer made with too 

presumptuous tongue : 
•• My noble lord, cast care away, and on 

your journey wend. 
And trust this charge to me until your 
pilgrimage have end. 
XII. 
" Relv upon my plighted faith, which 

snail be truly tri^, 
To guard your lands, andward your towers, 

and with your vassals ride ; 
And for your lovely Lady's faith, so vir- 
tuous and so dear, 
I '11 gage my head it knows no change, 
be absent thirty year." 
xni. 
The noble Moringer took cheer when thus 

he heard him spesdc, 
And doubt forsool^his troubledbiovf » audi 
sorrow left his cheek *, 



A long adieu he bids to all — hoists top- 
sails, and away. 

And wanders in Saint Thoina&4and seven 
twelvemonths and a day. 

XIV. 

It was the noble Moringer within an 
orchard slept, Hboding vision crept ; 

When on the Baron s slumbering sense a 

And whisper'd in his ear a voice, "'Tis 
time. Sir Knight, to wake. [take. 

Thy lady and thy heritage another master 

XV. 

•'Thy tower another banner knows, thy 

steeds another rein. 
And stoop them to another's will thy 

gallant vassal train ; [once and fair, 
And she, the Lady of thy love, so faithful 
This night within thy father's hall she 

weds Marstetten's heir." 
XVI. 
It is the noble Moringer starts up and 

tears his beard, 
"O would that I had ne'er been bom! 

what tidings have I heard 1 
To lose my lordship and my lands the less 

would be my care. 
But, God ! that e'er a squire untrue should 

wed my Lady fair. 

XVII. 

" O good Saint Thomas, hear," hepray'd, 
"my patron saint art thou, 

A traitor robs me of my land even while I 
pay my vow ! [pure of name, 

My wife he brings to infamy that was so 

And I am far in foreign land, and must 
endure the shame." 
XVIII. 

It was the good Saint Thomas, then, who 
heard his pilgrim's prayer. 

And sent a sleep so deep and dead that it 
o'erpower'd his care ; 

He waked in fair Bohemian land out- 
stretch' d beside a rill, [the left a mill 

High on the right a castle stood, low on 

XIX. 

The Moringer he started up as one from 
spell imboimd, [wildly all around ; 

And dizzy with surprise and joy gazed 

'* I know my father's ancient towers, the 
mill, the stream I know. 

Now blessed be my patron Saint who 
cheer'd his pilgrim's woe 1" 

XX. 

He leant upon his pilgrim stafi^ and to the 
mill he drew, [their master Imew ; 

So alter'd was his goodly form that none 

The Baron to the miller said, "Good 
friend, for charity, 

T^W. ^ y:kQr palmer in your land what 
\A.^%^x&a:s ^«&\jsh" 
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XXI. 

The miller answer'd him again, "He 

knew of little news, 
Save that the Lady of the land did a new 

bridegroom choose ; 
Her husband died in distant land, such 

is the constant word, [a worthy Lord. 
Hid death sits heavy on our souls, he was 

XXII. 

"Of him I held the Uttle mill which wins 
me living free, [was kind to me ! 

God rest the Baron in his grave, he still 

And when Saint Martin's tide comes 
round, and millers take their toll, 

The priest that prays for Moringer shall 
have both cope and stole." 

XXIII. 

It was the noble Moringer to climb the 
hill began, [and weary man ; 

And stood before the bolted gate a woe 

"Now help me, every saint in heaven 
that can compassion take. 

To gain the entrance ^of my hall this 
woeful match to break." 

XXIV. 

His very knock it sounded sad, his call 

was sad and slow, 
For heart and head, and voice and hand, 

were heavy all with woe ; 
And to the warder thus he spoke : 

"Friend, to thy Lady say, 
A pilgrim from Saint Thomas-land craves 

harbour for a day. 

XXV. 

" I 've wander'd many a weary step, my 
strength is well-nigh done, 

And if she turn me from her gate I '11 see 
no morrow's sun ; 

I pray, for sweet Saint Thomas' sake, a 
pilgrim's bed and dole, 

And for the sake of Moringer's, her once- 
loved husband's soul.' 

XXVI. 

It was the stalwart warder then he came 

his dame before, — 
"A pilgrim, worn and travel-toil' d, stands 

at the castle-door ; 
And prays, for sweet Saint Thomas' sake, 

for harbour and for dole. 
And for the sake of Moringer, thy noble 

husband's soul." 

XXVII. 

The Lady's gentle heart was moved, 

" Do up the gate," she said, 
"And bid the wanderer welcome be to 

banquet and to bed ; 
And since he names my husband's name, 

so that he hsts to stay. 
These towers shall be his harbourage a 

twdvemontb and a da/." 



XXVIII. 

It was the stalwart warder then undid the 
portal broad, [threshold strode ; 

It was the noble Moringer that o'er the 

"And have thou thanks, kind Heaven," 
he said, ' ' though from a man of sin. 

That the true lord stands here once more 
his castle-gate within." 

XXIX. 

Then up the halls paced Moringer, his 

step was sad and slow ; 
It sat full heavy on his heart, none seem'd 

their Lord to know ; 
He sat him on a lowly bench, oppress'd 

with woe and wrong. 
Short space he sat, but ne'er to him 

seem'd little space so long. 

XXX. 

Now spent was day, and feasting o'er, 

and come was evening hour, 
The time was nigh when new-made brides 

retire to nuptial bower ; 
"Our castle's wont," a bridesman said, 

" hath been both firm and long. 
No guest to harbour in our halls till he 

shall chant a song. " 

XXXI. 

Then spoke the vouthful bridegroom 

there as he sat by the bride, 
" My merry minstrel folk," quoth he, 

' ' lay shalm and harp aside ; 
Our pilgrim guest must sing a lay, the 

castle's rule to hold. 
And well his guerdon will I pay with 

garment and with gold," — 

XXXII. 

" Chill flows the lay of frozen age," 'twas 

thus the pilgrim sung, 
"Nor golden meed, nor garment gay, 

unlocks his heavy tongue ; 
Once did I sit, thou bridegroom gay, at 

board as rich as thine. 
And by my side as fair a bride with all 

her charms was mine. 

XXXIII. 

" But time traced furrows on my face, 

and I grew silver-hair'd. 
For locks of brown, and cheeks of youth, 

she left this brow and beard ; 
Once rich, but now a" palmer poor, I tread 

life's latest stage, [of frozen age." 
And mingle with your bridal mirth the lay 
XXXIV. 

It was the noble Lady there this woeful 

lay that hears, 
And for the agM pilgrim's grief her eye 

was dimmed with tears ; 
She bade her gallant cupbearer a goldexv 

beaker take, \^at\\"et ^aiRfc. 

And bear it to lYift paXinet vs^'t ^^ ojsaSS. W 
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XXXV. 

It was the noble Moringer that dropp'd 
amid the wine [and so fine : 

A bridal ring of burning gold so costly 

Now listen, gentles, to my song, it tells 
you but the sooth, 

'Twas with that very ring of gold he 
pledged his bridal truth. 

XXXVI. 

Then to the cupbearer he said, " Do me 

one kindly deed. 
And should my better days return, full rich 

shall be thy meed ; [bride so gay. 
Bear back the golden cup again to yonder 
And crave her of her courtesy to pledge 

the palmer grey." 
xxxvn. 
The cupbearer was courtly bred, nor was 

the boon denied, [it to the bride ; 
The golden cup he took again, and bore 
"Lady," he said, "your reverend guest 

sends this, and bids me pray. 
That, in thy noble courtesy, thou pledge 

the palmer grey." 

xxxviir. 
The ring hath caught the Lady's eye, she 

views it close and near. 
Then might you hear her shriek aloud, 

"The Monnger is here !" 
Then might you see her start from seat, 

while tears in torrents fell. 
But whether 'twas for joy or woe, the ladies 

best can tell. 

XXXIX. 
But loud she utter'd thanks to Heaven, 

and every saintly power. 
That had retum'd the Monnger before 

the midnight hour ; 



And loud she utter'd vow on vow, that 

never was there bride. 
That had like her preserved her troth, or 

been so sorely tried« 

XL. 

'* Yes, here I claim the praise," she said, 

" to constant matrons due. 
Who keep the troth that they have plight, 

so steadfastly and true; 
For count the term howe'er you will, so 

that you count aright. 
Seven twelvemonths and a day are out 

when bells toll twelve to-night" 

XLI. 

It was Marstetten then rose up, his falchion 

there he drew, [his weapon threw; 
He kneel'd before the Moringer, and down 
'* My oath and knightly faith are broke, " 

these were the words he said, 
*' Then take, my liege, thy vassal's sword, 

and take thy vassal's head." 

XLIL 

The noble Moringer he smiled, and then 

aloud did say, 
"He gathers wisdom that hath roam'd 

seven twelvemonths and a day; 
My daughter now hath fifteen years, £une 

sp^ks her sweet and fair, 
I give her for the bride you lose, and name 

her for my heir. 

XLIII. 

"The young bridegroom hath youthful 
bride, the old bridegroom the old, 

Whose faith was kept till term and tide so 
ptmctually were told ; 

But blessings on the warder kind that 
oped my castle gate, [day too late." 

For had I come at morrow tide, I came a 



THE ERL-KING. 

FROM THE GERlifAN OF GOETHE. 
(Thb Erl-King is a goblm that haunts the Black Forest in ThnringJa. 

O, WHO rides by night thro* the woodland 

so wild? 
It is the fond father embracing his child ; 
And close the boy nestles within his loved 

arm, [warm. 

To hold himself fast, and to keep himself 



" O father, see yonder ! see yonder ! " he 

says ; [gaze ! " — 

" My boy, upon what dost thou fearfully 

" O, 'tis the Erl-King with his crown and 

his shroud." 



(the ERL-KING SPEAKS.) 

ic 



" O come and go with me, thou loveliest 
child; [guiled; 

By many a gay sport shall thy time be be- 

My mother keeps for thee full many a fair 
toy, [mvboy." 

And many a fine flower shall she pluck for 

" O father, my father, and did you not 

hear [ear?"— 

The Erl-King whisper so low in my 

"Be still, my heart's darling — ^my chili 



" No, my son, it is but a dark Nreeaiih ol\ >t» ^x «8fift\ [the trees. 

the cJoud." \ Wvi^s \sviV ^'^^w^'^.XJva^^&^^jiag thro 
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ERL-KING. 

'* O wilt thoti go with tne, thou loveliest 

boy? 
My daughter shall tend thee With carei dud 

wiS joy ; 
She shall bear thee so lightly thro' Wet and 

thro* wild, 
And press thee, and kisS thee, and Sing to 

my child." 

'*0 £Either, my iathen and saw yt^ not 

plain, 
The Erl-King's pale daughter glide past 

thro* the rain?"— 
'* O yes, my loved treasure, I knew it full 

soon; 
It was the grey willow that danced to the 

moon. 



fiRL-KINd. 

"O come and go With xAt, U6 IbU^ 

delay, 
Or else, silly child, I will drag thee 

away." — 
"O father! O father I hoW, UoW keep 

your hold. 
The £rl-King has seized me — his grasp is 

so cold r— 

Sore trembled the father ; he spurr'd thro* 

the wild, 
Clasping close to his boSom his shuddering 

child ; 
He reaches his dwelling in doubt and in 

dread. 
But, clasp'd to his bosom, the infant was 

dead/" 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE VIOLET. 

These lines wore written in 1797, on oCcasiOli 
of the poet's disappNointment in love. They 
were first publisbeid in the Kngliah Minstr^yi 
z8xo. 

The violet in her green-wood bower, 
Where birchen boughs with haaels 
mingle. 
May boast itself the fairest flower 
' In glen, or copse, or forest dingle^ 

Though fair her gems of azure hue. 
Beneath the dew-drop's weight reclining ; 

I 've seen an eye of lovelier blue, 
More sweet through wat'iy lustre shining* 

The summer sun that dew shall dry, 
Ere yet the day be past its morroW ; 

Nor longer in my false love's eye 
Remain'd the tear of parting sorrow. 



TO A LADY. 

WITH FLOWERS FROM A ROMAN WALL. 

Written in 1797, on an excursion from Gills- 
land, in Cumberland.— See Li/e^ vol. i. p. 365. 

Take these flowers which, purple waving, 

On the ruin'd rampart grew. 
Where, the sons of freedom braving, 

Rome's imperial standards flew. 

Warriors from the breach of danger 
Pluck no longer laurels there ; 

They but yield the passing stranger 
Wild-floirer wreaths for BeaXity's hair. 



WAR-SOl^G 

OF TBB aOTAL &DtNBimatI LIGHT 
DRAGOONS. 

Written in X797f during the apprehension of 
a French invasion. 

To horse I to horse t the standard flies. 

The bugles sound the call ; 
The Gallic navy stems the seas. 
The voice of battle 'S on the breeze. 

Arouse ye, one and all I 

From high iDunedin's towers we come, 

A band of brothers true ; 
Our casques the leopard's spoils surround; 
With Scotland's hardy thistle crown'd ; 

We boast the red and blus«t 

Though tamely couch'd to Gallia's frown 

Dull Holland's tardy train ; 
Their ravish'd toys tho' Romans mourn : 
Though gallant Switzers vainly spurn, 

And, foaming, gnaw the chain ; 

Oh ! had they mark'd the avenging call j: 

Their brethren's murder gave, 
Disunion ne'er their ranks had mown, 
Nor patriot valour, desperate grown. 

Sought freedom in the grave ! 

Shall we, too, bend the stubborn head, 
In Freedom's temple bom, 

t The roval colours. 

t The allusion is to \h« xckasEaaKxc^ ^'l "^cia^ 
Swiss Guaxds on tVi^ iaXaX id^ qK. KA%a^-\ 
179a. 
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Dress our pale cheek in timid smile, 
To hail a master in our isle, 
Or brook a victor's scorn ? 

No ! though destruction o'er the land 

Come pouring as a flood, 
The sun, that sees our falling day, 
Shall mark our sabres' deadly sway, 

And set that night in blood. 

^ For gold let Gallia's legions fight. 

Or plunder's bloody gain ; 
Unbribed, unbought, our swords we draw. 
To guard our king, to fence our law. 

Nor shall their edge be vain. 

If ever breath of British gale 

Shall fan the tri-colour, 
Or footstep of invader rude. 
With rapine foul, and red with blood. 

Pollute our happy shore, — 

Then farewell home ! and farewell friends ! 

Adieu, each tender tie ! 
Resolved, we mingle in the tide. 
Where charging squadrons furious ride. 

To conquer or to die. 

To horse ! to horse ! the sabres gleam ; 

High sounds our bugle-call ; 
Combined by honour's sacred tie, 
Our word is Laws and Liberty / 

March forward, one and all 1 



THE BARD'S INCANTATION. 

WRITTEN UNDER THE THREAT OP IN- 
VASION IN THE AUTUMN OF 1804. 

The forest of Glen more is drear. 
It is all of black pine and the dark oak- 
tree; 
And the midnight wind, to the mountain 
deer. 
Is whistling the forest lullaby : 
The moon looks through the drifting 

storm, 
But the troubled lake reflects not her 

form. 
For the waves roll whitening to the land, 
And dash against the shelvy strand. 
There is a voice among the trees, 

That mingles with the groaning oak — 
That mingles with the stormy breeze. 
And the lake-waves dashing against the 
rock; — 
There is a voice within the wood. 
The voice of the bard in fitful mood ; 
His song was louder than the blast, 
As the bard of Glenmore thioxigVi \Xve 
forest past. 



'* Wake ye from your sleep of death. 
Minstrels and bards of other da3rs ! 
For the midnight wind is on the heath. 

And the midnight meteors dimly blaze: 
The Spectre with his Bloody Hand,t 
Is wandering through the wild woodland ; 
The owl and the raven are mute for dread, 
And the time is meet to awake the dead ! 

" Souls of the mighty, wake and say, 
To what high strain your harps were 
strung, 
When Lochlin plow'd her billowy way, 

And on your shores her Norsemen flung? 
Her Norsemen train'd to spoil and blood, 
Skill'd to prepare the raven's food. 
All, by your harpings, doom'd to die 
On bloody Largs and Loncaity.X 

" Mute are ye all? No murmurs strange 

Upon the midnight breeze sail by ; 
Nor through the pines, with whistling 
change 
Mimic the harp's wild harmony ! 
Mute are ye now? — Ye ne'er were mute, 
When Murder with his bloody foot, . 
And Rapine with his iron hand. 
Were hovering near yon mountain strand. 

*• O yet awake the strain to tell. 
By every deed in song enroll'd. 
By every chief who fought or fell. 

For Albion's weal in battle bold :— 
From Coilgach,§ first who roU'd his car 
Through the deep ranks of Roman war. 
To him, of veteran memory dear. 
Who victor died on Aboukir. 

" By all their swords, by all their scars, 

By all their names, a mighty spell ! 
By all their wounds, by all their wars. 

Arise, the mighty strain to tell ! 
For fiercer than fierce Hengist's strain, 
More impious than the heathen Dane, 
More grasping than all-grasping Rome, 
Gaul's ravening legions hither come!"— 
The wind is hush'd, and still the lake- 
Strange murmurs fill my tingling ears, 
Bristles my hair, my sinews quake. 

At the dread voice of other years— 
*• When targets clash' d, and bugles rung, 
And blades round warriors' heads were 

flung. 
The foremost of the band were we, 
And hymn'd the joys of Liberty !" 

t The forest of Glenmore is haunted by a 
spirit called Lhamdearg, or Red-hand. 

X Where the Norwegian invader of Scotland 
\T«.c.wN«ivwo bloody defeats. 
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HELVELLYN. 

[1805.] 

In the spring of 1805, a y;oung gentlernan 
of talents, and of a most amiable disposition, 
perished by losing his way on the mountain 
Helvellyn. His remains were not discovered 
till three months afterwards, when they were 
found guarded by a faithful terrier-bitchy his 
constant attendant during frequent solitary 
rambles through the wilds of Cumberland and 
Westmoreland. 

1 CLIMB' D the dark brow of the mighty 
Helvellyn, 
Lakes and mountains beneath me 
gleam' d misty and wide ; 
All was still, save by fits, when the eagle 
was yelling, [plied. 

And starting around me the echoes re- 
On the right, Striden-edge round the Red- 
tam was bending, [fending. 

And Catchedicam its left verge was de- 
One huge nameless rock in the front was 
ascending, 
When I marked the sad spot where the 
wanderer had died. 

Dark green was that spot 'mid the brown 
mountain-heather, 
Where the Pilgrim of Nature lay 
stretch'd in decay, 
Like the corpse of an outcast abandon' d 
to weather, [tenantless clay. 

Till the mountain-winds wasted the 
Nor yet quite deserted, though lonely ex- 
tended, [attended, 
For, faithful in death, his mute favourite 
The much-loved remains of her master de- 
fended, [away. 
And chased the hill-fox and the raven 

How long didst thou think that his silence 
was slumber ? 
When the wind waved his garment, how 
oft didst thou start? 
How many long days and long weeks didst 
thou number, [thy heart? 

Ere he faded before thee, the friend of 
And, oh ! was it meet, that — no requiem 
read o'er him — [plore him, 

Mo mother to weep, and no fnend to de- 
And thou, little guardian, alone stretch'd 
before him — 
Unhonour'd the Pilgrim from life 
should depart? 

When a Prince to the fate of the Peasant 

has yielded, [lighted hall ; 

The tapestry waves dark round the dim- 

AVith scutcheons of silver the coffin is 

shielded, [pall : 

And pages stand mute by the canopied 



Through the courts, at deep midnight, the 

torches are gleaming ; fare homing; 

In the proudly-arch' d chapel the banners 

Far adown the long aisle sacred music is 

streaming, [fall. 

Lamenting a Chief of the people should 

But meeter for thee, gentle lover of 

nature, [mountain lamb, 

To lay down thy head hke the meek 

When, wilder' d, he drops from some cliff 

huge in stature, [dam. 

And draws his last sob by the side of his 

And more stately thy couch by this desert 

lake lying, [flying. 

Thy obsequies sung by the grey plover 

With one faithful friend but to witness 

thy dying, [dicam. 

In the arms of Helvellyn and Catche- 



THE DYING BARD. 

[1806.] 

Air — Dajjydz Gangwen. 

The Welsh tradition bears, that a Bard, on 
his death>bed^ demanded his harp, and played 
the air to which these verses are adapted ; re- 
questing that it might be performed at his 
funeral. 

I. 
DiNAS Emlinn, lament ; for the moment 

is nigh, [shall die : 

When mute in the woodlands thine echoes 
No more by sweet Teivi Cadwallon shall 

rave, [dashing wave. 

And mix his wild notes with the wild 

II. 
In spring and in autumn thy glories of 

shade [shall fade ; 

Unhonour'd shall flourish, unhonour'd 
For soon shall be lifeless the eye and the 

tongiie, [rapture. that sung. 

That view'd them with rapture, with 

III. 
Thy sons, Dinas Emlinn, may march in 

their pride, [tatyn's side ; 

And chase the proud Saxon from Pres- 
But where is the harp shall give life to 

their name ? their fame ? 

And where is the bard shall give heroes 

IV. 

And oh, Dinas Emlinn ! thy daughters so 
fair, [dark hair ; 

Who heave thewhite bosom, and wave the 

What tuneful enthusiast shall worship 
their eye, shall die ? 

When half of their charms with Cadwallon 

V. 

Then adieu, silver Teivi ! I quit thy loved 
scene, <^\i»N^\«ea.\ 

To jow IbQ d\nx c\vw ol VJcv^ \»xe^ ^^^sx 
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With Lewarch, and Mdlor, and Merlin 

.the Old, 
And sage Tadiessin, high hatping to hold. 

VI. 

And adieu, Dinas Emlinn 1 still green be 
thy shades. [thy maids ! 

Unconquer'd thy warriors, and matchless 

And thou, whose faint warblings my weak- 
ness can tell, [farewell ! 

Farewell, mylov«l Harp I my last treasure, 



THE NORMAN HORSE-SHOE. 

[1806.] 

Air— r.^^ War-Song 0/ the Men of 

Glamorgan. 

TheWelsh, inhabitinga mountainous country, 
and possessing only an inferior breed of horses, 
were usually unable to encounter the shock of 
the Anglo-Norman cavalry. Occasionally, 
however, they were successful in repelling the 
invaders; and the following verses are sup- 

Sased to celebrate a defeat of Clarb, Earl of 
triguil and Pembroke, and of N svillb, Baron 
of Ohiepstow, Lords-Marchers of Monmouth- 
shire.^ Rymny is a stream wliich divides the 
coundes of Monmouth and Glamorgan : Caer- 
phili, the scene of the supposed battle, is a vale 
upon its banks, dignified by the ruins of a very 
ancient casde. 

I. 
Red glows the forge in Striguil's bounds, 
And hammers din, and anvil sounds. 
And armourers, with iron toil. 
Barb many a steed for battle's broiL 
Foul fall the hand which bends the steel 
Around the courser's thundering heel. 
That e'er shall dint a sable wound 
On fair Glamorgan's velvet ground I 

II. 
From Chepstow's towers, ere dawn of mom. 
Was heard afar the bugle horn j 
And forth, in banded pomp and pride. 
Stout Clare and fiery Neville ride, [gleam, 
They swore their banners broad should 
In crimson light, on Rymn/s stream ; 
They vow'd, Caerphili's sod should feel 
The Norman charger's spuming heel. 

III. 
And sooth they swore — the sun arose. 
And Rymny's wave with crimson glows ; 
For Clare's red banner, floating wide, 
RoU'd down the stream to Sevem's tide! 
And sooth they vow'd— the trampled green 
Show'd where hot Neville's charge had 
In every sable hoof-tramp stood [been : 
A Norman horseman's curdling blood ! 

IV. 

Old Chepstow's brides may curse the toil, 
That arm'd stout Clare for Cambrian broil ; 
Their orphans long the art may tmc. 
For Neville's war-horse forged tY\e sVvoe. 



No more the stamp of armM steed 
Shall dint Glamorgan's velvet mead; 
Nor trace be there, in early spring. 
Save of the Fairies' emerald ring. 



THE MAID OF TORO. 

[1806.] 

O, LOW shone the sun on the fair lake of 

Toro, [the dark wood, 

And weak were the whispers that waved 

All as a fair maiden, bewilder'd in sorrow, 

Sorely sigh'd to the breezes, and wept to 

the flood. [lowly bending; 

"O saints! from the mansions of bliss 

Sweet Virgin 1 who hearest the sup* 

pliant's cry, [ing, 

Now grant my petition, in anguish ascend- 

My Henry restore, or let Eleanor die !" 

All distant and faint were the sounds of the 
battle, [breezes they fail. 

With the breezes they rise, with the 
Till the shout, and the groan, and the con- 
flict's dread rattle, 
And the chase's wild clamour, came 
loading the gale. [dreary; 

Breathless she gazed on the woodlands so 
Slowly approaching a warrior was seen ; 
Life's ebbing tide mark'd his footsteps so 
weary, [mien. 

Cleft was his helmet, and woe was his 

' ' O, save thee, fair maid, for our annies are 

flying! [is low I 

O, save thee, fair maid, for thy guardian 

Deadly cold on yon heath thy brave Henry 

is lying, [proaches the foe. ' 

And fast through the woodland ap- 

Scarce could he falter the tidings of sorrow, 

And scarce could she hear ^em, be* 

numb'd with despair : [of "roro, 

And when the sun sunk on the sweet laice 

For ever he set to the Brave and the Fair. 



THE PALMER* 
[1806.] 

" O, OPEN the door, some pity to show, 
Keen blows the northern wind 1 

The glen is white with the drifted snow, 
And the path is hard to find. 

" No outlaw seeks your castle gate, 
From chasing the King's deer, 

Though even an outlaw's wretched state 
Might claim compassion here. 

"A weary Palmer, worn and weak, 

I wander for my sin ; 
O, open, for Our Lady's sake ! 
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•' m give you pardons from the Pope. 

And reliques from o'er the sea ; — 
Or if for these you will not ope, 

Yet open for charity. 

"The hare is crouching in her form. 

The hart beside the hind ; 
An ag6d man, amid the storm, 

No shelter can I find. 

"You hear the Ettrick's sullen roar, 
Dark, deep, and strong is he. 

And I must ford the Ettrick o'er, 
Unless you pity me. 

"The iron gate is bolted hard. 

At which I knock in vain ; 
The owner's heart is closer barr'd. 

Who hears me thus complain. 

"Farewell, farewell 1 and Mary grant. 

When old and frail you be. 
You never may the shelter want. 

That's now denied to me." 

The Ranger on his couch lay warm, 
And heard him plead in vain ; 

But oft amid December's storm, 
He'll hear that voice again : 

For lo, when through the vapours dank, 
Mom shone on Ettrick fair, 

A corpse amid the alders rank, 
Hie Palmer weltered there« 



THE MAID OF NEIDPATH. 

[1806.] 

; Is a tradition in Tweeddale, that, when 

Neidpath Castle, near Peebles, was inhabited 
by the Earis of March, a mutual passion sub- 
sisted between a daughter of that noble family 
and a son of the Laird of Tushielaw, m Ettrick 
Forest. As the alliance was thought unsuit- 
able by her parents, the youne man went 
abroad. Dunng his absence, the lady fell into 
a consumption ; and at length, as the only 
means of saving her life, her father consented 
that her lover should be recalled. On the day 
when he was expected to pass through Peebles, 
on the road to Ttishielaw, the young lady, 
though much exhausted, caused herself to be 
carried to the balcony of a house in Peebles, 
belonging to the fanuly, that she might see 
l|lm as he rode past. Her anxiety and eager- 
ness gave such force^ to her organs, that she is 
said to have distingiiished his horse's footsteps 
at an incredible distance. But Tushielaw, un- 
prepared for the change ii^ her appearance, and 
not expecting to see her m that place, rode on 
without recognising her, or even slackening his 
pace. The lady was unable to support the 
shock ; and, after a short struggle, died in the 
arms of her attendants. There is an incident 
Rifwilar to this traditional tale in Count Hamil- 
ton's " Fleur d'Epine." 

O, lovers' eyes are sharp to see. 
And lovers' ears in heariDgj 



And love, in life's extremity, 

Can lend an hour of cheering. 
Disease had been in Mary's bower. 

And slow decay from mburning. 
Though now she sits on Neidpath s tower, 

To watch her love's returning. 

All sunk and dim her eyes so bright. 

Her form decay'd by pining. 
Till through her wasted hand, at night. 

You saw the taper shining ; 
By fits, a sultry hectic hue 

Across her cheek was flying ; 
By fits, so ashy pale she grew. 

Her maidens thought her dying. 

Yet keenest i>owers to see and hear, 

Seem'd in her frame residing; 
Before the watch-dog prick' d his ear, 

She heard her lover's riding ; 
Ere scarce a distant form was kenn'd, 

She knew, and waved to greet him ; 
And o'er the battlement did bend, 

As on the wing to meet him. 

He came — ^he pass'd — a heedless gaze, 

As o'er some stranger glancing ; 
Her welcome, spoke in faltering phrase, 

Lost in his courser's prancing — 
The castle arch, whose hollow tone 

Returns each whisper spoken. 
Could scarcely catch the feeble moan. 

Which told her heart was broken. 

WANDERING WILLIE. 

[1806.] 

All joy was bereft me the day that you 

left me, [wide sea ; 

And climb'd the tall vessel to sail yon 

O weary betide it I I wander'd beside it. 

And bann'd it for parting my Willie and 

me. 

Far o'er the wave hast thou foUow'd thy 

fortune, [of Spain ; 

Oft fought the squadrons of France and 

Ae kiss of welcome's worth twenty at 

parting. 

Now I hae gotten my Willie again^ 

When the sky it was mirk, and the winds 

they were wailing, 

I sat on the beach wi' the tear in my ee. 

And thought o' the bark where my Willie 

was sailing, [blaw on me. 

And wish'd that the tempest could a' 

Now that thy gallant ship rides at her 

mooring, [hame, 

Now that my wanderer's in safety at 

Music to me were the wildest wlwcia' 

roaring, \d«ct\L o^^easv 1^««n. . 

That e'er o*« li^eYi-Y^AVCcL ^vs<^ Sio& 
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When the hghts they did blaze, and the 

guns they did rattle, Tvictory, 

And blithe was each heart for the great 

In secret I wept for the dangers of battle, 

And the glory itself was scarce comfort 

to me. 

But now shalt thou tell, while I eagerly 

listen, [scar; 

Of each bold adventure, and every brave 

And trust me, I'll smile, though my een 

they may glisten ; [war. 

For sweet after danger's the tale of the 

And oh, how we doubt when there's dis- 
tance 'tween lovers. 
When there's naething to speak to the 
heart thro' the ee ; [rovers. 

How often the kindest and warmest prove 
And the love of the faithfullest ebbs like 
the sea. 

Till, at times — could I help it? — I pined 
and I ponder'd [on the tree — 

If love could change notes like the bird 
Now I'll ne'er ask if thine eyes may hae 
wander' d, [stant to me. 

Enough, thy leal heart has been con- 
Welcome from sweeping o'er sea and 
through channel, [fame. 

Hardships and danger despising for 
Furnishing story for glory's bright annal, 
Welcome, my wanderer, to Jeanie and 
hame! 

Enough, now thy story in annals of glory 

Has humbled the pride of France, 

Holland, and Spain ; 

No more shalt thou grieve me, no more 

shalt thou leave me, 

I never will part with my Willie again. 



HUNTING SONG. 

[1808.] 

Waken, lords and ladies gay. 

On the mountain dawns the day. 

All the joUy chase is here. 

With hawk, and horse, and himting-spear 1 

Hounds are in their couples yelling. 

Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling. 

Merrily, merrily, mingle they, 

*' Waken, lords and ladies gay." 

Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

The mist has left the mountain grey, 

Springlets in the dawn are steaming, 

Diamonds on the brake are gleaming: 

And foresters have busy been, 

To track the buck in thicket green ; 

Now we come to chant our lay, 

" WaJceo, lords and ladies gay " 



Waken, lords and ladies gay. 
To the greenwood haste away; 
We can show you where he lies. 
Fleet of foot, and tall of size ; 
We can show the marks he made, 
When 'gainst the o^ his antlers fray'd; 
You shall see him brought to bay, 
"Waken, lords and ladies gay." 

Louder, louder chant the lay. 

Waken, lords and ladies gay 1 

Tell them youth, and mirth, and glee, 

Run a course as well as we ; 

Time, stem huntsman I who can baulk. 

Staunch as hound, and fleet as hawk ; 

Think of this, and rise with day. 

Gentle lords and ladies gay. 



\ 



HEALTH TO LORD MELVILLE. 
[1806.] 
Air — Carrick/ergus, 
Since here we are set in array round the 
table, [hall, 

Five hundred good fellows well met in a 
Come listen, brave boys, and I'll sing as 
I'm able, [got a fall. 

How innocence triumph'd, and pride 
But push round the cUu%t — 
Come, stewards, don't spare it— 
With rapture you'll drink to the toast that 
Here, boys, [I give : 

Off with it merrily — 
Melville for ever, and long may he live ! 

What were the Whigs doing, when boldly 
pursuing, [a string? 

Pitt l>anish'd Rebellion, gave Treason 
Why, they swore on their honour, for 
Arthur O'Connor, 
And fought hard for Despard against 
country and king. 
Well, then, we knew, boys, 
Pitt and Melville weretraeboys, 
And the tempest was raised by the friends 
Ah, woe I [of Reform. 

Weep to his memory ; 
Low lies the Pilot that weather'd the storm ! 

And pray, don't you mind when the Blues 
nrst were raising. 
And we scarcely could think the house 
safe o'er our heads ? 
When villains and coxcombs, French 
politics praising, [from our beds ? 
Drove peace from our tables and sleep 
Our hearts they grew bolder 
When, musket on shoulder, 
Stepp'd forth our old Statesman example 
Come, boys, never fear, [to give. 
Drink the Blue Grenadier— 
'^cxf^^\A<S^V^K»sx^«Biil\oTi^maybelive! 
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They would turn us adrift ; though rely, 
sir, upon it — [that 

Our own faithful chronicles warrant us 
The free mountaineer and his bonny blue 
bonnet 
Have oft gone as far as the regular's hat. 
We laugh at their taunting, 
For all we are wanting 
Is licence our life for our country to give. 
Off with it merrily, 
Horse, foot, and artillery, 
Each loyal Volunteer, long may he live I 

'Tis not us alone, boys— the Army and 
Navy [pranks ; 

Have each got a slap 'mid their politic 
CoRNWALLis cashier'd, that watch'd win- 
ters to save ye, [of thanks. 
And the Cape call'd a bauble, unworthy 
But vain is their taunt ; 
No soldier shall want [give ; 
The thanks that his country to valour can 
Come, boys. 

Drink it off merrily, — [they live 1 
Sir David and Popham, and long may 

And then our revenue — Lord knows how 
they view'd it, [and big ; 

While each petty statesman talked lofty 
But the beer-tax was weak, as if Whit- 
bread had brew'd it. 
And the pig-iron duty a shame to a pig. 
In vain is their vaunting ; 
Too surely there's wanting 
What judgment, experience, and steadi- 
Come, boys, [ness give ; 

Drink about merrily, — 
Health to sage Melville, and long may 
he live 1 

Our King, too — our Princess — I dare no^ 

say more, sir, — [and might ? 

May Providence watch them with mercy 

While there's one Scottish hand that can 

wag a claymore, sir. 

They shall ne'er want a friend to stand 

up for their right. 

Be damn'd he that dare not, — 
For my part, I'll spare not 
1 o beauty afflicted a tribute to give : 
FiU it up steadily. 
Drink it off readily — [live ! 

Here's to the Princess, and long may she 

And since we must not set Auld Reekie in 
glory, [her heart ; 

And make her brown visage as light as 
Till each man illumine his own upper story, 
Nor law-book nor lawyer shall force us 
to part. 
In Grenville and Spencer, 
And some few good men, sir. 



High talents we honour, slight difference 
forgive ; 
But the Brewer we'll hoax, 
Tallyho to the Fox, [we live ! 

And drink Melville for ever, as long as 



EPITAPH, 

Desigfud for a monument in Lichfield 
Cathedral, at the burial-place of the family of 
Miss Seward, 

Amid these aisles, where once his precepts 

show'd [trod. 

The Heavenward pathway which in life he 
This simple tablet marks a Father's bier, 
And those he loved in life, in death are 

near; 
For him, for them, a daughter bade it rise, 
Memorial of domestic charities. 
Still wouldst thou know why, o'er the 

marble spread, [head ; 

In female grace the willow droops her 
Why on her branches, silent and unstrung, 
The minstrel harp is emblematic hung ; 
What poet's voice is smother'd here in dust. 
Till waked to join the chorus of the 

just, 

Lo I one brief line an answer sad supplies, 
Honour'd, beloved, and moum'd, here 

Seward lies I [ship say,— 

Her worth, her warmth of heart, let friend- 
Go seek her genius in her living lay. 



THE RESOLVE. 

IN imitation of an old ENGLISH 
POEM. 

Published in the " EdinburKh Annual 
Register" of x8o8. 

My wayward fate I needs must plain, 

Though bootless be the theme : 
I loved, and was beloved again. 

Yet all was but a dream ; 
For, as her love was quickly got. 

So it was quickly gone ; 
No more I'll bask in flame so hot, 

But coldly dwell alone. 

Not maid more bright than maid was e'er 

My fancy shall beguile. 
By flattering word or feignM tear. 

By gesture, look, or smile : 
No more I'll call the shaft fair shot 

Till it has fairly flown, 
Nor scorch me at a flame so hot ; — 

I'll rather freeze alone. 

Each ambush'd Cupid I'll defy. 

In cheek, or chin, or brow» 
And deem the gVaxvce o^viotcaxl^ ^^^ 

As weak a& yiomaxis no'm '• 
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I'U lightly hold the lady's heart. 

That is but lightly won ; 
I'll steel my breast to beauty's art. 

And leani to live alone. 

The flaunting torch soon blazes out. 

The diamond's ray abides ; 
The flame its glory huris about. 

The gem its lustre hides : 
Such gem I fondly deem'd was mine. 

And glow'd a diamond stone. 
But, since each eye may see it shine, 

I'll darkling dwell alone. 

No waking dream shall tinge my thought 

With dyes so bright and vain ; 
No silken net, so slightly wrought. 

Shall tangle me again : 
No more I'U pay so dear for wit, 

I'll live upon mine own ; 
Nor shall wild passion trouble it, — 

I'll rather dwell alone. 

And thus I'll hush my heart to rest, — 

"Thy loving labour's lost ; 
Thou Shalt no more be wildly blest. 

To be so strangely crost : 
The widow'd turtles mateless die, 

The phoenix is but one ; 
They seek no loves — no more will I — 

I'll rather dwell alone." 



PROLOGUE 

TO MISS BAnXIE'S PLAT OF THE 
FAMILY LEGEND. 

[1809.] 

'Tis sweet to hear expiring Summer's sigh. 
Through forests tinged with russet, wail 

and die ; 
'Tis sweet and sad the latest notes to hear 
Of distant music, dying on the ear ; 
But far more sadly sweet, on foreign strand, 
We list the legends of our native land, 
Link'd as they come with every tender tie. 
Memorials dear of youth and infancy. 

Chief, thy wild tales, romantic Caledon, 
Wake keen remembrance in each hardy 

son. 
Whether on India's burning coasts he toil, 
Or till Acadia's winter-fetter'd soil. 
He hears with throbbing heart and 

moistcn'd eyes, 

And. as he hears, what dear illusions rise ! 

It opens on his soul his native dell. 

The woods wild waving, and the water's 

SH'ell ; [the plain, 

J>adi(ion's theme, the tower that thtcate 

\mossf caira that bides t\ieYieco«ika^ 



The cot, beneadi whose simple porch were 

tokl. 
By grey-hair'd patriarch, the tales of old. 
The in£uit group, that hush'd their sports 

the while, [smile. 

And the dear maid who listen'd with a 
The wandero; while the vision warms his 

brain. 
Is denixen of Scotland once again. 

Are such keen feelings to the crowd 
confined. 
And sleep they in the Poet's gifted mind? 
Oh no I For She, within whose mighty 

page [rage, 

Each tyrant Passion shows his woe and 
Has felt the wizard influence they inspire. 
And to your own traditions tuned her lyre. 
Yourselves shall judge — ^whoe'er has raised 

the sail [mg's tale. 

By Mull's dark coast, has heard this even- 
The plaided boatman, resting on his oar, 
Points to the fatal rock amid the roar 
Of whitening waves, and tells whate'er 

to^ght 
Our humble stage shall offer to your sight ; 
Proudly preferr'd that first our efforts give 
Scenes glowing from her pen to breathe 

and live; 
More proudly yet, should Caledon approve 
The filial token of a £>aiighter^s love. 



THE POACHER. 

Written itt imttatum c/ CmMe, and pub- 
lished intJU** EdiMburik AunutU RegisUr" 

Welcome, grave Stranger, to our green 

retreats, [meets ; 

Where health with exercise and treedom 

Thrice welcome, Sage, whose philosophic 

plan 
By nature's limits metes the rights of man 1 
Generous as he, who now for fireedom 
bawls, [shawls: 

Now gives full value for true Indian 
O'er court, o'er customhouse, his shoe who 
flings, [kings ! 

Now bilks excisemen, and now bullies 
Like his, I ween, thy comprehensive mind 
Holds laws as mouse-traps baited for man- 
kind; 
Thineeye, applausive, eachsly verminsees, 
That baulks the snare, yet battens on the 
cheese? [awe, 

Thine ear has heard, with scorn instead of 
Our buck-skinn'd justices expound the law, 
Wire-draw the acts tUat fix for wires the 
,\ VQin« [swain; 

,\\MA \«t ^^Dft 'mH(k&. \Mc^xvdgis noose the 
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And tl 



n would (aia h; 



The last lighl fetler of the [euda! yoke, 
To give the deniiens of wood and wild. 
Nature's free race, to each het free-bor 
child. [London's rat 

Heoce hast tbou mark'd, with grief, fair 
Mock'd wilh the boon of one poor Easter 
cbase, Twhea 

And longd to send them forth as free as 
Pour'd o'er Chandily the Parisian train, 
Wbea musliet, pislol, blunderbuss, com- 
bined, [hind I 
And scarce the field-pieces were left be- 
A squadron's charge each leveret's heart 

diimay'd. 
On every covey fired a bold brigade ; 
1a Douce HiimaniU approved the sport. 
For great the alarm indeed, yet small the 

Shouts palriotie solemnised the day. 
And Seine re-echo'd Vive la Libirlil 
Bui mad CitoytH, meek Momiiur again. 
With some few added links resumes bis 
chain. [are ktmwn. 

Then, rincesuchFcenes to France no more 
Come, view with me a hero of thine own I 
One, whose free actions vindicate the cause 
Of sylvan liberty o'er feudal laws. 

Seek we yon glades, where the proud 

Wide-waving seas of birch andhaiel cap. 
Leaving between dejerled isles of land, 
Wherestunledheathispatch'dwithtuddjr 

And lonely on the waste the yew is s 

Ot straggling hollies spread a brighter 

green. [steep. 

Here, littlo worn, and winding dark and 
Our scarce mark'd path descends yon 

dingle deep : 
Follow— but heedful, cautious of a trip, — 
In earthly mire philosophy may slip. 
Step slow and wary o'er that swampy 

Till, guided by the charcoal's smothering 
We reach the frail yet barricaded door 
Of hovel foim'd for poorest of the poor ; 
No hearib the lire, no vent the smoke re- 

The walls' are wattles, and the covering 
Kor, if such hut, our forest statutes say, 
biie in the progress of one night and day 
(Though placed wherealill the Conqueror's 
bests o'eiawe, [law). 

And his son's stimip shines the badge of 
The builder claims the unenviable boon. 
To tenant dwelling, fiamed as slight and 



■s, and skins 



As wigwam wild, that shrouds the native 

fro re 
On the bleak coast of frost-barr'dLabrador. 
Approach, and through the unlatticed 

window peep — 
Nay, shrink not hack, ihe inmateis asleep ; 
Sunk mid yon sordid blankets, till the sun 
Stoop to Ihe west, the plunderer's toils are 

done. [perate band, 

I,oaded and primed, and prompt for dea- 
Rifleand fowling-piece beside bim stand; 
While round the hut arein disorder laid 
The tools and booty of his lawless trade; 
For force or fraud, resistance or escape. 
The crow, the saw, the bludgeon, and the 

His pilfec'd powder in yon nook be hoards, 
And the Glch'd lead the church's rot^ 

affords— 
(Hence shall the rector's congregation fret. 
Thai while his sermon's dty his walls are 

wet.) [there. 

TheGsh-spearbarb'd, the sweeping ne' ' 
Doe-hides, and phe- ■ ■■- 

Cordage fortolls, and wiringforlhesnare. . 
Barter'd for game from chase or warren 

Yon cask holds moonlight,t run wheii 
And late-snatch'd spoils lieslow'dinhutch, 

To wai t the associate higgler's evening cart. 

Look on his pallet foi^ and mark his 

What scenes perlutb'd ate acliiig in his 
His sable brow is wet and wrung with pain. 
And his dilated nostril toils in vaia ; 
For short and scant the breath each effort 

draws. [pause. 

And 'twiit each effort Nature claims a 
Beyond Ihe loose and sable neckcloth 

Btretch'd. [iwitch'd. 

His sinewy throat seema by convulsion 
While the tongue falteis. as to utterance 

loath. [and oath. 

Sonndsof direimport — watchword, threat. 
Though, stupefied by toil, and drugg'd 

with gin. 
The body sleep, the restless guest withiti 
Now plies on wood and wold his lawless 

trade, [may'd.— . 

Now in the fangs of justice wakes dl»- 



tn tni Mnni;^^^ t^^x*. 
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Do the locks bristle and the eyebrows arch, 
Fot grouse or partridge massacred in 
March?" 

No, scoffer, no I Attend, and mark with 

awe. 
There is no wicket in the gate of law ! 
He, that would e'er so Ughtly set ajar 
That awful portal, must undo each bar : 
Tempting occasion, habit, passion, pride, 
Will join to storm the breach, and force 

the barrier wide. 

That rufi&an, whom true men avoid and 

dread, [Black Ned, 

Whom bruisers, poachers, smugglers, call 
Was Edward Mansell once ; — Uie lightest 

heart 
That ever play'd on holiday his part I 
The leader he in every Christmas game, 
The harvest-feast grew blither when he 

came, [glance. 

And liveliest on the chords the bow did 
When Edward named the tune and led the 

dance. [strong, 

Kind was his heart, his passions quick and 

Hearty his laugh, and jovial was his song ; 

' And if he loved a gun, his father swore, 

• * 'Twas but a trick of youth would soon be 

o'er, [years before." 

Himself had done the same some thirty 

But he whose humours spurn law's awful 

yoke, are broke. 

Must herd with those by whom law's bonds 
The common dread of justice soon allies 
The clown, who robs the warren or 

excise, [dread, 

With sterner felons train' d to act more 
Even with the wretch by whom his fellow 

bled. [pass, 

Then, — as in plagues the foul contagions 
Leavening and lestering the corrupted 

mass, — motives draw, 

Guilt leagues with guilt, while mutual 
Their hope impunity, their fear the law ; 
Their foes, their friends, their rendezvous 

the same. 
Till the revenue baulk'd, or pilfer'd game, 
Flesh the young culprit, and example leads 
To darker vilkuny and direr deeds. 

Wild howl'd the wind the forest glades 

along. 
And oft the owl renew'd her dismal song ; 
Around the spot where erst he felt the 

wound, [round. 

Red William's spectre walk'd his midnight 
When o'er the swamp he cast his bhghting 

look, 
From the green marshes of the slagnaxiX 

hrook 



The bittern's stdlen shout the sedges 

shook 1 [gleam. 

The waning moon, with storm-presaging 
Now gave and now withheld her doubtfnl 

beam ; [them high, 

The old Oak stoop'd his arms, then fluog 
Bellowing and groaning to the troubled 

sky — [wood sere, 

'Twas then, that, couch'd amid the brusb- 
In Malwood-walk young Mansell watch'd 

the deer : 
The fattest buck received his deadly shot— 
The watchful keeper heard, and soogbt 

the spot. [their strife, 

Stout were their hearts, and stubborn was 
O'erpower'd at length the Outlaw drew his 

knife 1 [feU- 

Next mom a corpse was found upon the 
The rest his waking agony may tell I 



SONG. 



Oh, say not, my love, with that mortified 

air, [flown, 

That your spring-time of pleasure is 

Nor bid me to maids that are younger 

repair, [own. 

For those raptiu-es that still are thine 

Though April his temples may wreathe 
with the vine. 

Its tendrils in infancy curl'd, [wine, 
'Tis the ardour of August matures us the 

Whose life-blood enlivens the wodd. 

Though thy form, that was fashi(m'd as 
light as a fay's. 
Has assumed a proportion more round, 
And thy glance, that was bright as a 
falcon's at gaze. 
Looks soberly now on the ground,— 

Enough, after absence to meet me again. 
Thy steps still with ecstasy move ; 

Enough, that those dear sober glances 
retain 
For me the kind language of love. 



THE BOLD DRAGOON; 

OR, THE PLAIN OF BADAJOS. 
[l8l2.] 

'Twas a Mar^chal of France, and he fiain 

would honour gain. 
And he long'd to t^e a passing glance at 
Portugal from Spain ; 
With his flying guns this gallant gay, 
And boasted corps d*arm6e — 
O he fear'd not our dragoons, with their 

\\ow^ swords, boldly riding, 
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To Campo Mayor come, he had quietly 

sat down, [sack'd the town, 

Just a fricassee to pick, while his soldiers 

When, 'twas peste I morbleu 1 mon 

Hear the English bugle-call ! [General, 

And behold the light dragoons, with their 

long swords, boldly riding, 

Whadc, fal de ral, &c. 

Right about went horse and foot, artillery 
and all, 
And, as the devil leaves a house, they 

tumbled through the wall ; 
They took no time to seek the door, 
But, best foot set before — 
O they ran from our dragoons, with their 
long swords, holding riding, 
Whadc, fal de ral, &c. 

Those valiant men of France they had 

scarcely fled a mile. 
When on their flank there soused at once 
the British rank and file ; 
For Long, De Grey, and Otway, then 
Ne'er minded one to ten. 
But came on like light (kagoons, with 
their long swords, holding riding. 
Whack, fal de ral, &c. 

Three hundred British lads they made 

three thousand reel, 
llieir hearts were made of English oak, 
their swords of Sheflield steel, 
Their horses were in Yorkshire bred, 
And Beresford them led ; 
So huzza for brave dragoons, with their 
long swords, boldly riding, 
Whadc, fal de ral, &c. 

Then here's a health to Wellington, to 

Beresford, to Long, 
And a single word of Bonaparte before I 
close my song : 
The eagles that to fight he brings 
Should serve his men with wings. 
When they meet the bold dragoons, with 
thdr long swords, boldly riding, 
Whack, fal de ral, &c. 



ON 



THE MASSACRE OF 
GLENCOE. 

[1814.] 



** In the beginning of the year 1692, an action 
of unexampl^ barbarity disgraced the Govem- 
ment of King William III. in Scotland. In the 
August preceding, a proclamation had been 
issued, offering an indenmity to such instirgents 
as should take the oaths to the King and Queen 
on or before the last day of December : and the 
chiefis of such tribes as had been in arms for 
James soon after took advantage of the procla- 
koation. But Macdonald of Glencoe was pre- 



vented by accident, rather than by design, from 
tendering his submission within the limited 
time. In the end of December he went to 
Colonel Hill, who commanded the garrison in 
Fort- William, to take the oaths of allegiance 
to the Government ; and the latter having fur- 
nished him with a letter to Sir Colin Campbell, 
sheriff of the coimty of Argyle, directed lum to 
repair immediately to Inverary, to make his 
submission in a legal manner before that magis- 
trate. But the way to Inverary lay through 
almost impassable mountains, tne season was 
extremely rigorous, and the whole country was 
covered with a deep snow. So eager, however, 
was Maodonald to take the oaths before the 
limited time should expire, that, though the 
road lay within half-a-mile of his own house, 
he stopped not to visit his family, and, after 
various obstructions, arrived at Inverary. The 
time had elapsed, and the sheriff hesitated to 
receive his submission ; ^ but Macdonald pre- 
vailed by his importunities, and even tears, 
in inducuig that functionary to administer to 
him the oath of allegiance, and to certify the 
cause of his delay. At this time Sir John 
Dalrymple, afterwards Earl of Stair, being in 
attendance upon William as Secretary of State 
for Scotland, took advantage of Macdonald's 
neglecting to take the oath within the time 
prescribed^ and procured from the king a war- 
rant of military execution against that chief and 
his whole clan. This was done at the instiga- 
tion of the Earl of Breadalbane, whose lands 
the Glencoe men had plundered, and whose 
treachery to Government, in negotiating with 
the Highland clans, Majcdonald himseUf had 
exposed. The King was accordingly persuaded 
that Glencoe was the main obstacle to the paci- 
fication of the Highlands ; and the fact of the 
imfortunate chief^ submission having been 
concealed, the san^inary orders for proceeding 
to military execution against his clan were In 
consequence obtained. The warrant wks both 
signed and countersigned by the King's own 
hand, and the Secretary urged the officers who 
commanded in the Highlands to execute their 
orders with the utmost rigour. Campbell of 
Glenlyon, a captain in Argyll's regiment, and 
two subalterns, were ordered to repair to Glen- 
coe on the first of February with a hundred 
and twenty men. Campbell, being uncle to 
young Macdonald's wife, was received by the 
father with all manner of friendship and hospi- 
tality. The men were lodged at free quarters 
in the houses of his tenants, and received the 
kindest entertainment. Till the X3th of the 
month the troops lived in the utmost harmony 
and familiarity with the people; and on the 
very night of the massacre the officers passed 
the evening at cards in Macdonald's house. In 
the night, Lieutenant Lindsay, with a party of 
soldiers, called in a friendly manner at lus door, 
and was instantly admitted. Macdonald, while 
in the act of rising to receive his guest, was 
shot dead Uirongh the back with two bullets. 
His wife had already dressed; but she was 
stripped naked by the soldiers^ who tore the 
rings off her fingers with their teeth. The 
slau^htet now became getvesal^ «ceA "(^juSokx %a{^ 
nor mlirmlty was spax«dL. ^t&& ^Hwsiett^ \a. 
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defending their children, were killed ; boys im- 
ploring mercy were shot dead by officers aa 
whose knees they hung. In one place nine 
persons, as they sat enjoving themselves at 
table, were butchered by the soldiers. ^ In In- 
yerriggon, Campbell's own (quarters, nine men 
were first bound by the soldiers, and then shot 
at intervals, one by one. Nearly forty persons 
were massacred by the troops ; and several who 
fled to the mountains perished by famine and 
the inclemency of the season. Those who 
escaped owed tneir lives to a tempestuous night. 
Lieutenant-Colonel Hamilton, who had received 
the charge of the execution from Dalrymple, 
was on his march with four hundred men to 
guard all the passes from the valley of Glencoe ; 
but he was obliged to stop by the severity of the 
weather, which proved the safety of the unfor- 
tunate clan. Next day he entered the valley, 
laid the houses in ashes, and carried away the 
cattle and spoil, which were divided among the 
officers and soldiers." — Articl* "Britain;" 
Encyc. Briiannica, 

*• O TELL me. Harper, wherefore flow 
Thy wayward notes of wail and woe 
Far down the desert of Glencoe, 

Where none may list their melody? 
Say, harp'st thou to the mists that fly, 
Or to the dun-deer glancing by, 
Or to the eagle that from high 

Screams chorus to thy minstrelsy ?" — • 

•* No, not to these, for they have rest,— 
The mist-wreath has the mountain-crest, 
The stag his lair, the erne her nest, 

Abode of lone security. 
But those for whom I pour the lay, 
Not wild-wood deep, nor mountain grey, 
Not this deep dell, that shrouds from day, 

Could screen from treach'rous cruelty. 

"Their flag was ftirl'd, and mute their 

drum, 
The very household dogs were dumb, 
Unwont to bay at guests that come 

In guise of hospitality. 
His blithest notes the piper plied, 
Her gayest snood the maiden tied, 
The dame her distaff flung aside, 

To tend her kindly housewifery. 

"The hand that mingled in the meal. 
At midnight drew the felon steel, 
And gave the host's kind breast to feel 

Meed for his hospitality ! [hand. 

The friendly hearth which warm'd that 
At midnight arm'd it with the brand, 
That bade destruction's flames expand 

Their red and fearful blazonry. 

"Then woman's shriek was heard in vain. 
Nor infancy's unpitied plain, 
More than the warrior's groan, cotM ^n 
Respite from ruthless butcheiry \ 



The winter wind that whistled shrill, 
The snows that night that cloked the hill, 
Though wild and pitiless, had still 
Far more than Southron clemenqr. 

"Long }iave my harp's best notes been 

gone. 
Few are its strings, and faint their tone, 
They can but sound in desert lone 

Their grey-hair'd master's miseiy. 
Were each grey hair a minstrel string, 
Each chord should imprecations fling, 
Till startled Scotland loud should ring,^^ 
■ Revenge for blood and treachoy 1'" 



FOR A* THAT AN' A' THAT. 

A NEW SONG TO AN OLD TUNE. 

[1814.J 

Though right be aft put down by strength, 

As mony a day we saw that. 
The true and leflfu' cause at length 

Shall bear the grie for a' that. 
For a' that an* a' that, 

Guns, guillotines, and a' that. 
The Fleur-de-lis, that lost her right, 

Is queen again for a' that 1 

We'll twine her in a friendly knot 

With England's Rose, and a' that; 
The Shamrock shall not be forgot, 

For Wellington made braw that. 
The Thistle, though her leaf be rude, 

Yet faith we'll no misca' that. 
She shelter'd in her solitude 

The Fleur-de-lis, for a' that. 

The Austrian Vine, the Prussian Pine 

(For Blucher's sake, hurra that), 
The Spanish Olive, too, shall join, 

And bloom in peace for a' that 
Stout Russia's Hemp, so surely twined 

Around our wreath we'll draw that. 
And he that would the cord unbind. 

Shall have it for his cra-vat I 

Or, if to choke sae puir a sot, 

Your pity scorn to thraw that. 
The Devil's elbow be his lot, 

Where he may sit and claw that. 
In spite of sHght, in spite of might, 

In spite of brags, an' a' that. 
The lads that battled for the right 

Have won the day, an' a* that 1 

There's ae^bit spot I had forgot, 

America they ca' that ; 
A coward plot her rats had got 

Their father's flag to gnaw that : 
» Now see it fly top-gallant high, 
\ K^«si\\^'<«vcL<^^<a21\^\aw that. 
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And Yankee loon, beware your croun, 
There's kames in hand to claw that 1 

For on the land, or on the sea, 
Where'er the breezes blaw that, 

The British Flag shall bear the grie, 
And win the day for a' that 1 



SONG. 

FOR THE ANNIVERSARY MEETING OF 
THB PITT CLUB OF SCOTLAND. 

[1814.] 

O, DREAD was the time, and more dread- 
ful the omen, [slaughter'd in vain, 
When the brave on Marengo lay 
And beholding broad Europe bow'd down 
by her foemen, [her reign ! 

Pitt closed in his anguish the map of 
Not the fate of broad Europe could bend 
his brave spirit [shame ; 

To take for his country the safety of 
O, then in her triumph remember his merit. 
And hallow the goblet that flows to his 
name. 

Round the husbandman's head while he 

traces the furrow, [rain. 

The mists of the winter may mingle with 

He may plough it with laboiu-, and sow it 

in sorrow, [in vain ; 

And sigh while he fears he has sow'd it 

He may die ere his children sh£dl reap in 

their gladness, [member his claim ; 

But the blithe harvest home shall re- 

And their jubilee-shout shall be soften' d 

with sadness, [to his name. 

While they hallow the goblet that flows 

Though anxious and timeless his life was 

expended, [care. 

In toils for our country preserved by his 

Though he died ere one ray o'er the nations 

ascended, [despair ; 

To Ught the long darkness of doubt and 

The storms he endured in our Britain's 

December, [came, 

The perils his wisdom foresaw and o'er- 

In her glory's rich harvest shall Britain 

remember, [name. 

And hallow the goblet that flows to his 

^or forget his grey head, who, all dark 

in affliction. 

Is deaf to the tale of our victories won, 

And to sounds the most dear to paternal 

affection, [Son ; 

The shout of his people applauding his 

^y his firmness unmoved in success and 

disaster, [his claim I 

By his long reign of virtue, remember 



With our tribute to Pitt join the praise of 

his Master, [to his name. 

Though a tear stain the goblet that flows 

Yet again fill the wine cup, and change 

the sad measure, [paid, 

The rites of our grief and our gratitude 

To our Prince, to our Heroes, devote the 

bright treasure, [that obey'd ! 

The wisdom that plann'd, and the zeal 

Fill Wellington's cup till it beam like 

his glory, [and GRiEME ; 

Forget not our own brave Dalhousie 

A thousand years hence hearts shall bound 

at their story, [fame. 

And hallow the goblet that flows to their 



LINES. 

addressed to RANALD M 'DONALD, 
ESQ. OF STAFFA. 

[1814.] 

Staff A, sprung fi-om high Macdonald, 
Worthy branch of old Clan-Ranald ! 
Stafia 1 king of all kind fellows 1 
Well befall thy hills and valleys, 
Lakes and inlets, deeps and shallows — 
Cliffs of darkness, caves of wonder. 
Echoing the Atlantic thunder ; 
Mountains which the grey mist covers. 
Where the Chieftain spirit hovers. 
Pausing while his pinions quiver, 
Stretch' d to quit our land for ever I 
Each kind influence reign above thee 1 
Warmer heart, 'twixt this and Stafia, 
Beats not, than in heart of StafiEiEi 1 

FAREWELL TO MACKENZIE. 

high chief of kintail. 

From the Gaelic, 

[1815.J 
The original verses are arranged to a beauti- 
ful Gaelic air, of which the chorus is adapted 
to the double pull upon the oars of a galley, 
and which is therefore distinct from the oruinary 
jorrams, or boat-songs. They were composed 
by the Family Bard upon the departure of the 
Earl of Seaforth, who was obliged to take refuge 
in Spain, after an unsuccessful effort at insur- 
rection in favour of the Stuart family, in the 
year 1718. 

Farewell to Mackenneth, great Earl of 
the North, [Seaforth ; 

The Lord of Lochcarron, Glenshiel, and 
To the Chieftain this morning his course 
who began, [like a swan. 

Launching forth on the billows his bark 
For a far foreign land ba V»a \iciSs}«.^\s»& 

sail: \^vc&aSk.\ 

\ FareweU lo lAw^coA^, "tt^^ ^"^^^ ^"^ 
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O swift be the galley, and hardy her crew, 
May her captain be skilful, her mariners 

true, 
In danger undaunted, unwearied by toil, 
Though the whirlwind should rise, and 

the ocean should boil : [bonail,t 

On the brave vessel's gunnel I drank his 
And farewell to Mackenzie, High Chief of 

Kintail 1 

Awake in thy chamber, thou sweet south- 
land gale 1 [on his sail ; 
Like the sighs of his people, breathe soft 
Be prolong'd as regret, that his vassals 
must know, [woe : 
Be fair as their faith, and sincere as their 
Be so soft, and so fair, and so faithful, 
sweet gale, [of Kintail 1 
Wafting onward Mackenzie, High Chief 

Be his pilot experienced, and trusty, and 

wise. 
To measure the seas and to study the skies : 
May he hoist all his canvas from streamer 

to deck, [jback — 

But O ! crowd it higher when waftmg him 
Till the clifis of Skooroora, and Conan's 

glad vale, [Kintail 1 

Shall welcome Mackenzie, High Chief of 

WAR-SONG OF LACHLAN, 

HIGH CHIEF OF MACLEAN. 

From the Gaelic, 

[i8is.] 

This song appears to be imperfect, or, at 
least, like many of the early Gaelic poems, 
makes a rapid transition from one subject to 
another: from the situation, namely, of one 
of the daughters of the clan, who opens the 
song by lamenting the absence of her lover, to 
an eulogium over the military glories of the 
Chieftain. The translator has endeavoured to 
imitate the abrupt style of the original. 

A WEARY month has wander'd o'er 
Since last we parted on the shore ; 
Heaven ! that I saw thee. Love, once more. 

Safe on that shore again I — 
'Twas valiant Lachlan gave the word : 
Lachlan, of many a galley lord : 
He call'd his kindred bands on board. 

And launch'd them on the main. 

Clan-Gillian is to ocean gone, 
Clan-Gillian, fierce in foray known ; 
Rejoicing in the glory won 

In many a bloody broil : 
For wide is heard the thundering fray, 
The rout, the ruin, the dismay, 
When from the twilight glens away 

Clan-Gillian drives the spoil. 

f Bomilf or Bonallez^ the old Scolt\a!i:i pVurasA 
ior a feast at parting with a &lend« 



Woe to the hills that shall rebound 
Our banner'd bag-pipes' maddeningsound; 
Clan-Gillian's onset echoing round, 

Shall shake their inmost cell. 
Woe to the bark whose crew shall gaze. 
Where Lachlan's silken streamer plays I 
The fools might face the lightning's blaze 

As wisely and as well I 

SAINT CLOUD. 
[Paris, $th September, 1815.J 

Soft spread the southern summer night 

Her veil of darksome blue ; 
Then thousand stars combined to light 

The terrace of Saint Cloud. 

The evening breezes gently sigh'd, 

Like breath of lover true. 
Bewailing the deserted pride 

And wreck of sweet Saint Qoud. 

The drum's deep roll was heard afar. 

The bugle wildly blew 
Good-night to Hulan and Hussar, 

That garrison Saint Cloud. 

The startled Naiads from the shade 
With broken urns withdrew. 

And silenced was that proud cascade. 
The glory of Saint Cloud* 

We sate upon its steps of stone, 

Nor could its silence rue. 
When waked, to music of our own. 

The echoes of Saint Cloud. 

Slow Seine might hear each lovely note 

Fall light as summer dew. 
While through the moonless air they float, 

Prolong'd from fair Saint Cloud. 

And sure a melody more sweet 

His waters never knew. 
Though music's self was wont to meet 

With Princes at Saint Cloud. 

Nor then, with more delighted ear. 

The circle round her drew. 
Than ours, when gather'd round to hear 

Our songstress at Saint Cloud. 

Few happy hours poor mortals pass,— 
Then give those hours their due, 

And rank among the foremost class 
Our evenings at Saint Cloud. 

THE DANCE OF DEATH. 

[1815.] 
I. 
Night and morning were at meeting 

Over Waterloo ; 
Cocks \^ad sung their earliest greeting; 
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> paly beam yet shone 

3 heights of Mount Saint John ; 
sst-clouds prolong'd the sway 
eless darkness over day ; 
nrind, thunder-clap, and shower, 
d it a predestined hour, 
and frequent through the night 
d the sheets of levin-light ; 
its, glancing lightnings back, 
d the dreary bivouac 
ere the solcuer lay, 
md stiff, and drench'd with rain, 
Qg dawn of mom again, 
ugh death should come with day. 

II. 
: such a tide and hour, 
d, witch, and fiend have power, 
ghastly forms through mist and 
lower 

im on the gifted ken ; 
len the affrighted prophet's ear 

> whispers strange of fate and fear 
^ng death and ruin near 

>ng the sons of men ; — 
from Albyn's war-array, 
then grey Allan sleepless lay ; 
Ulen, who, for many a day, 
I foUow'd stout and stem, 
:, through battle's rout and reel, 

of shot and hedge of steel, 

le grandson of Locbiel, 

ant Fassiefern. 

gh steel and shot he leads no more, 

Lid 'mid friends' and foemen's gore— 

ng his native lake's wild shore, 

unart rough, and high Ardgower, 

Morven long shall tell, 
roud Bennevis hear with awe, 
upon bloody Quatre-Bras, 
Cameron heard the wild hurra 
onquest as he fell. 

III. 
on the outskirts of the host 
eary sentinel held post, 
eard, through darkness far aloof, 
J held the cloak' d patrol their course, 
purr'd 'gainst storm the swerving 
ere are sounds in Allan's ear, [horse ; 
nor sentinel may hear, 
ghts before his eye aghast 
)le to them have pass'd, 
sn down the destined plain, 

Britain and the bands of France, 
is marsh-bom meteor's glance, 
;e phantoms wheel' d a revel dance, 

doom'd the future slain. — 
forms were seen, such sounds were 
»ird, [pared 

Scotland's James his march pre- 
Flodden's fatal^piafn ; 



Such, when he drew his ruthless sword, 
As Choosers of the Slain, adored • 

The yet unchristen'd Dane. 
An indistinct and phantom band, [hand. 
They wheel'd their ring-dance hand-in- 

With gestures wild and dread ; * 
The Seer, who watch'd them ride thestorm. 
Saw through their faint and shadowy form 

The lightning's flash more red ; 
And still their ghastly roundelay 
Was of the coming battle-fray, 

And of the destined dead. 

IV. 

Song. 
Wheel the wild dance 
While lightnings glance, 

And thunders rattle loud. 
And call the brave 
To bloody grave. 

To sleep without a shroud. 

Oiu: airy feet. 
So light and fleet, 

They do not bend the rye [rave. 
That sinks its head when whirlwinds 
And swells again in eddjring wave. 

As each wild gust blows by ; 
But still the com. 
At dawn of mom. 

Our fatal steps that bore. 
At eve lies waste, 
A trampled paste 

Of blackening mud and gore. 

V. 
Wheel the wild dance 
While lightnings glance. 

And thunders rattle loud. 
And call the brave 
To bloody grave. 

To sleep without a shroud. 

Wheel the wild dance 1 
Brave sons of France, 

For you oiu: ring makes room ; 
Make space full wide 
For martial pride. 

For banner, spear, and plume. 
Approach, draw near. 
Proud cuirassier ! 

Room for the men of steel I 
Through crest and plate 
The broadsword's weight 

Both head and heart shall feeL 

VI. 

Wheel the wild dance ! 

While lightnings glance. 
And thunders rattle loud, 

And call the brave 
. To bloody pa:TC» 
\ To s\ee^ rnVJossol ^b^Dx^xA, 
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Sons of the spear 1 
You feel us near 

In many a ghastly dream ; 
With fancy's eye 
Our forms you spy, 

And hear our fatal scream. 
With clearer sight, 
Ere falls the night, 

Just when to w«d or woe 
Your disembodied souls take flight 
On trembling wing — each startled 
sprite 

Our choir of death shall know. 

VII. 

Wheel the wild dance 
While lightnings glance, 

And thunders rattle loud, 
And call the brave 
To bloody grave, 

To sleep without a shroud. 

Burst, ye clouds, in tempest showers, 
Redder rain shall soon be ours — 

See the east grows wan — 
Yield we place to sterner game, 
Ere deadlier bolts and direr flame 
Shall the welkin's thunders shame ; 
Elemental rage is tame 
To the wrath of man. 
VIII. 
At mom, grey Allan's mates with awe 
Heard of the vision' d sights he saw. 

The legend heard him say ; 
But the Seer's gifted eye was dim, 
Deafen' d his ear, and stark his limb. 

Ere closed that bloody day — 
He sleeps far from his Highland heath, — 
But often of the Dance of Death 

His comrades tell the tale, 
On picquet-post, when ebbs the night. 
And waning watch-fires glow less bright, 
And dawn is glimmering pale. 



ROMANCE OF DUNOIS.f 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

[1815.] 

The original of this little Romance makes 
part of a manuscript collection of French Songs 
(probably compiled by some young oflScei), 
which was found on the field of Waterloo, so 
much stained with clay and with blood as suffi- 
ciently to^ indicate the fate of its late owner. 
The song is popular in France, and is rather a 
good specimen of the style of composition to 
which It belongs. The translation is strictly 
literal. 

t " Partant pour la Syrie " (words and music) 
was written by Hortense, ex-(3ueeii of Hoi- 



It was Dunois, the young and brave, W2S 
bound for Palestine, [Mary's shrine : 

But first he made his orisons before Saint 

' ' And grant, immortal Queen of Heaven," 
was still the Soldier's prayer, 

"That I may prove the bravest knight, 
and love the fairest fair." 

His oath of honour on the shrine he graved 
it with his sword, [of his Lord ; 

And follow' d to the Holy Land the banner 

Where, faithful to his noble vow, his war- 
cry fiU'd the air, 

••Be honour'd aye the bravest knigfat, 
beloved the fairest fair." 

They owed the conquest to his arm, and 

then his Liege-Lord said, 
•• The heart that has for honour beat by 

bliss must be repaid. — 
My daughter Isabel and thou shall be a 

wedded pair, [fairest of the fair." 
For thou art bravest of the brave, she 

And then they bound the holy knot before 

Saint Mary's shrine. 
That makes a paradise on earth, if hearts 

and hands combine ; 
And every lord and lady bright, that were 

in chapel there. 
Cried, *' Honour'd be the bravest knight, 

beloved the fairest fair 1 " 



THE TROUBADOUR, 

FROM THE SAME COLLECTION. 
[181S.] 

Glowing with love, on fire for fame, 

A Troubadour that hated sorrow. 
Beneath his lady's window came, 

And thus he sung his last good-morrow: 
" My arm it is my country's right. 

My heart is in my true-love's bower ; 
Gaily for love and fame to fight 

Befits the gallant Troubadour." 

And while he march'd with helm on head 

And harp in hand, the descant rung. 
As, faithful to his favourite maid. 

The minstrel-burden still he sung : 
" My arm it is my country's right, 

My heart is in my lady's bower ; 
Resolved for love and fame to fight, 

I come, a gallant Troubadour." 

Even when the battle-roar was deep. 
With dauntless heart he hew'd his way, 

'Mid splintering lance and falchion-swe^i 
And still was heard his warrior-lay; 

'• My life it is my country's right, 
My heart is in my lady's bower ; 



land, and mother of Napolwn Ul. ll\>ecimA ^^^^^^^^ ^<^ <i|f> ^% ^ame to fight, 
lie iSTational air of France. \ ^ecoTsv^\\«.-wicNKBX'\:^x&»Ml^^^ 
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Alasl upon the bloody field 

He fell beneath the foeman's glaive, 
Bat still redining on his shield, 

£3q>iring sung the exulting stave : 
" My Ufe It is my country's right, 

My heart is in my lady's bower ; 
For love and fame to faU in fight 

Becomes the valiant Troubadour." 



FROM THE FRENCH. 

It chanced that Cupid on a season, 

By Fancy urged, resolved to wed, 
But could not settle whether Reason 

Or FoUy should partake his bed. 
What does he then? — Upon my life, 

"Twas bad example for a deity — 
He takes me Reason for a wife, 

And Folly for his hours of gaiety. 

Though thus he dealt in petty treason, 
He loved them both in equal measure ; 

Fidelity was bom of Reason, 
And Folly brought to bed of Pleasure. 



SONG. 

On the lifting of the banner of the House 
ofBuccleuch, at a great foot-ball match 
on Carterhaugh, 

[1815.] 
From the brown crest of Newark its 
summons extending, [flame ; 

Our signal is waving in smoke and in 
And each forester blithe, from his moun- 
tain descending, [the game. 
Bounds light o'er the heather to join in 

CHORUS. 

Then up with the Banner, letforestwinds 

fan her, [and more; 

She has blazed over Ettrick eight ages 

In sport we'll attend her, in battle defend 

her, [fathers before. 

With heart and with hand, like our 

When the Southern invader spread waste 

and disorder, [and withdrew. 

At the glance of her crescents he paused 

For around them were marshall'd the pride 

of the Border, [Buccleuch. 

The Flowers of the Forest, the bands of 

Then up with the Banner, &c. 

A Stripling's weak hand to our revel has 
borne her, I men surround ; 

No mail-glove has grasp d her, no spear- 
But ere a bold foeman should scathe or 
should scorn her, I the ground. 

A thousand true hearts would be cold on 
Then up with the Banner, &c. 



We forget each contention of civil dissen- 
sion, [Douglas, and Car : 
And hail, like our brethren. Home, 
And Elliot and Pringle in pastime 
shall mingle, [war. 
As welcome in peace as their fathers in 
Then up with the Banner, &c. 

Then strip, lads, and to it, though sharp 
be the weather, [pen to fall, 

And if, by mischance, you should hap- 
There are worse things in life than a 
tumble on heather. 
And hfe is itself but a game at foot-ball. 
Then up \dth the Banner, &c. 

And when it is over, we'll drink a blithe 

measure [ness'd our fun, 

To each Laird and each Lady that wit- 

And to every blithe heart that took part 

in our pleasure, [that have won. 

To the lads that have lost and the lads 

Then up with the Banner, &c. 

May the forest still flourish, both Borough 
and Landward, [ingle nook ; 

From the hall of the Peer to the Herd's 
And huzza! my brave hearts, for Buc- 
cleuch and his standard, 
For the King and the Country, the Clan 
and the Duke ! 

Then up with the Banner, letforestwinds 
fan her. 
She has blazed over Ettrick eight ages 
and more; 
In sport we'll attend her, in battle defend 
her. 
With heart and with hand, like our 
fathers before, 

LULLABY OF AN IN FAN t CHIEF. 
Air — Cadul gu lo. 

I. 
O, HUSH thee, my babie, thy sire was a 

knight, 
Thy mother a lady both lovely and bright ; 
The woods and the glens, from the towers 

which we See, 
They all are belonging, dear babie, to thee, 
O ho ro, i ri ri, cadul gu lo, 
O ho ro, i ri ri, &c. 
II. 
O, fear not the bugle, though loudly it 
blows, [repose ; 

It calls but the warders that guard thy 
Their bows would be bended, their blades 
would be red, [bed. 

Ere the step oi a.iowtv'axi^Tawv»w«BxVi^^ 
tvoTO, \n,tvs&.^ 
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TheQ huih ihae, my darling, 

while you may, [Ing with dajr, 

Poi strife comes with manbood. and wall- 
O ho ro, I n ri, &c 

THE RETURN TO ULSTER. 

[I8t6.] 

Once agaiii,~but how changed since my 

waoderinga began— [and Bann, 
I have heard the deep voice of the Lagan 
And the pines of Claohrasul resound to 

the roar 
That wearies Ihe echoes of &ir Tuliamore. 
Alas 1 my poor bosom, and why shouldsl 

thou bum? [tures return ? 

With the scenes of my youlh can iu rap- 
Can I live the dear life of delusion again, 
That flow'd when these echoes first mii'd 

with my alrain i 
It was then that annuid me, though poor 

and unknown, [were thrown ; 

High spells of mysterious enchantment 
The streams were of silver, of diamond 

the dew. 
The land was an Eden, for fancy was new. 
1 had heard of our baids, and my soul 

was on 6re [of Iheir lyre ; 

At the nish of their verse, and the sweep 
To me 'twas not legend, nor tale lo the 

But a vision of noontide, diatingmsb'd and 

Ultonia's old heroes awoke at the call, 

'd the wild pomp of the chase 



And t 



lehaUi 



[from 



Could re 



IJke 

d that the harp of 
[lewBllIheEloriessh 
,— [should'st 

Yet why at remembrance. 
They were days of delusion. 

But was she, loo, a pbanton, the Mt 



■dby, 



le eye , 



And listed my lay, while she (um'd from 
Wasahe, too. avislon, just glancing to view. 
Then dispersed in the sunbeam, or melted 
to dew ? [that her eye 

Oh I would K had been so,— Oh I would 
Had been but a. stai-gWce Ibai diW. 
Ibrough the aky, 



And her voice that was moulded to 

Kad been but a sephyr, that sigfa'd and 

was still I 
Ohi would it had beenso,- not tboifbll 

poor heart [put ; 

Had leam'd the SAd lesson, to love and lo 
To bear, unassisted, its borthen of care, 
While I toil'dfor tbeweallblhadnoooa 
■hare. j^wasdoM, 



Notll 



n life's 



the hours of her a 
speeding on, [in your tnln. 

' ' Take the lame and the riches ye brougbi 
And restore me the dream of my spring- 
tide again." 

jock OF HAZELDEAN. 

Atn—A Boriir Meiady. 

[I8.6.J 

The fint nana of tliii bnllid is incisiL 

The alhcn wen writlten foe Hr. Caupbtl'l 

"Why weep ye by the tide, ladle? 

Why weep ye 1^ the tide ? 
I'll wed ye to my youngest son. 

And ye sail be his bride : 
And ye sail be his bride, ladie, 

Sae comely lo be seen" — 
Dul aye she loot the tears down (a* 

For Jock of Haieldean. 

' ' Now let this wilfu' grief be done, 

And dry that cheek so pale ; 
Young Frank is chief of Eninglon, 

And lord of Langley.dale ; 
His step is Gist in peaceful ha', 

His sword in battle keen"— 
itut aye she loot the leais down fa' 

For Jock of Hazeldean. 

"A chain of gold ye sail not lack, 

Not braid to bind your hair ', 
Nor mettled bound, nor managed haul. 

Nor palfrey (rcah and fair ; 
And you, the foremost o' them a". 

Shall ride our forest queen"— 
But aye she toot the tears down fa' 

For Jock of Hazeldean. 

The kirk was deck'd M momingJWe, 

The tapers glimmer'd fair ; 
The priest and bridegroom wait tiie bride. 

And dame and knight are there. 
They sought Der.baith by bower and la'; 
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PIBROCH OF DONALD DHU. 

AaL'--**Fiabairo/DonuU Dhuidh," 

[1816.] 

This is a 'very ancient pibroch belonging to 
Qaa MacDonald, and supposed to refer to the 
expedition of Donald Balloch, who, in 1431, 
launched from the Isles with a considerable 
force, invaded Lochaber, and at Inverlochy 
defeated and put to flight the Earls of Mar and 
Ca ithn es s , though at the head of an army 
superior to his own. 1 he words of the set, 
theme, or melody, to which the pipe variations 
are applied, run thus in Gaelic :- - 
Piobaireachd Dhonuil Dhuidh, piobaireachd 

Dhonuil ; 
Pioba ir eac h d Dhonuil Dhuidh, piobaireachd 

Dhonuil ; 
Piobaireachd Dhonuil Dhuidh, piobaireachd 

Dhonuil ; 
Piob agus bratach air faiche Inverlochi. 
The pipe-summons of Donald the Black, 
The pipe-summons of Donald the Black, 
The war-pipe and the pennon are on the gather- 
ing-place at Invenochy. 

Pibroch of Donnil Dhu, 

Pibroch of Donuil, 
Wake thy wild voice anew, 

Summon Clan Conuil. 
Come away, come away, 

Hark to the summons I 
Come in your war array. 

Gentles and commons. 

Come fix>m deep glen, and 

From mountain so rocky, 
The war-pipe and pennon 

Are at Inverlochy. 
Come every bill-plaid, and 

True heart that wears one. 
Come every steel blade, and 

Strong hand that bears one. 

Leave untended the herd. 

The flock without shelter ; 
Leave the corpse uninterr'd. 

The bride at the altar ; 
Leave the deer, leave the steer, 

Leave nets and barges : 
Come with your fighting gear. 

Broadswords and targes. 

Come as the winds come, when 

Forests are rended ; 
Come as the waves come, when 

Navies are stranded : 
Faster come, faster come. 

Faster and faster. 
Chief, vassal, page and groom. 

Tenant and master. 

Fast they come, fast they come ; 

See how they gather 1 
Wild waves the eagle plume. 

Blended with heather. 



Cast your plaids, draw your blades. 

Forward each man set I 
Pibroch of Donuil Dhu, 

Knell for the onset 1 



NORA'S VOW. 
Atr — Cha teid mis a chaoidh.\ 

WRITTEN FOR ALBYN'S ANTHOLOGY. 

[1816.] 

In the original Gaelic, the lady makes protes- 
tations that she will not go with the Red Earl's 
son, until the swan should build in the cliff, and 
the eagle in the lake — until one mountain should 
change places with another, and so forth. It is 
but fair to add, that there is no authority for 
supposing that she altered her mind— except 
the vehemence of her protestation. 

I. 

Hear what Highland Nora said — 
"The Earlie's son I will not wed. 
Should all the race of nature die. 
And none be left but he and I. 
For all the gold, for all the gear. 
And all the lands both far and near. 
That ever valour lost or won, 
I would not wed the Earlie's son." — 

II. 
"A maiden's vows," old Callum spoke, 
"Are lightly made and lightly broke ; 
The heather on the mountain's height 
Begins to bloom in purple light ; 
The frost-wind soon shall sweep away 
That lustre deep from glen and brae ; 
Yet Nora, ere its bloom be gone. 
May blithely wed the Earlie's son." — 

III. 
"The swan," she said, " the lake's clear 

breast 
May barter for the eagle's nest ; 
The Awe's fierce stream may backward 

tmn, 
Ben-Cruaichan fall, and crush Kilchum ; 
Our kilted clans, when blood is high. 
Before their foes may turn and fly ; 
But I, were all these marvels done, 
Would never wed the Earlie's son." 

IV. 

Still in the water-lily's shade 
Her wonted nest the wild-swan made ; 
Ben-Cruaichan stands as fast as ever. 
Still downward foams the Awe's fierce 

river. 
To shun the clash of foeman's steel. 
No Highland brogue has tum'd the 

heel: 
But Nora's heart is lost and won, 
— She's wedded to the Eajlie's son I 
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MACGREGOR'S GATHERING. 

WRITTEN FOR ALBYN'S ANTHOLOGY. 

AiR—TAain' a Grigalachj\ 

[1816.] 

The moon's on the lake, and the mist's on 

the brae, 
And the clan has a name that is nameless 
by day; 
Then gather, gather, gather, GrigalachI 
Gather, gather, gather, &c. 

Our signal for fight, that from monarchs 

we drew. 
Must be heard but by night in our venge- 
ful haloo 1 
Then haloo, Grigalach 1 haloo, Griga- 

lach! 
Haloo, haloo, haloo, Grigalach, &c 

Glen Orcby's proud mountains, Coalchuim 

and her towers, 
Glenstrae and Glenlyon no longer are ours ; 
We're landless, landless, landless, Gri- 
galach! 
Landless, landless, landless, &c. 

But doom'd and devoted by vassal and 

lord, 
MacGregor has still both his heart and his 
sword ! 
Then courage, courage, courage, Gri- 
galach ! 
Courage, courage, courage, &c. 

If they rob us of name, and pursue us with 

beagles. 
Give their roofs to the flame, and theirflesh 
to the eagles I 
Then vengeance, vengeance, vengeance, 

Grigalach 1 
Vengeance, vengeance, vengeance, Ac 

While there's leaves in the forest, and foam 

on the river, 
MacGregor, despite them, shall flouri^ for 
ever ! 
Come then, Grigalach, come then, Gri- 
galach ! 
Come then, come then, come then, &c. 

Through the depths of Loch Katrine the 
steed shall career, 

O'er the peak of Ben-Lomond the galley 
shall steer, 

And the rocks of Craig- Royston like 
icicles melt, 

Ere our wrongs be forgot, or our ven- 
geance unfelt ! 
Then gather, gather, gather, Grigalach ! 
Gather, gather, gather, &c. 



VERSES. 

COMPOSED FOR THE OCCASION, ADAPTED 
TO HAYDN'S AIR, 

*' God save the Emperor Francis^' 

AND SUNG BY A SELECT BAND AFTER 

THE DINNER GIVEN BY THE LORD 

PROVOST OF EDINBURGH TO THE 

GRAND-DUKE NICHOLAS OF RUSSIA, 

AND HIS SUITE. 

[19TH DECEMBER, 1816.] 

God protect brave Alexander, 

Heaven defend the noble Czar, 
Mighty Russia's high Commander, 

First in Europe's banded war 1 
For the realms he did deliver 

From the tyrant overthrown, 
Thou, of every good the Giver, 

Grant him long to bless his own 1 
Bless him, 'mid his land's disaster. 

For her rights who battled brave, 
Of the land of foemen master, 

Bless him who their wrongs foigave 1 

O'er his just resentment victor, 

Victor over Europe's foes, 
Late and long supreme director. 

Grant in peace his reign may close ! 
Hail 1 then, hail I illustrious stranger ! 

Welcome to our mountain strand ! 
Mutual interests, hopes, and danger, 

Link us with thy native land. 
Freemen's force, or false beguiling. 

Shall that union ne'er divide. 
Hand in hand while peace is smiling. 

And in battle side by side. 



f " The MacGregor Is come" 



THE SEARCH AFTER HAPPINESS; 

OR, THE QUEST OF SULTAUN SOLIMAUN. 

[1817.] 

L 
Oh for a glance of that gay Muse's eye, 
That lighten'd on BandeUo's laughing 
tale, [sly, 

And twinkled with a lustre shrewd and 
When Giam Battista bade her vision 

hail!— 
Yet fear not, ladies, the naive detail 
Given by the natives of that land 

canoroiis ; 
Italian license loves to leap the pale, 
We Britons have the fear of sh£une 
before us, [decorous. 

And, if not wise in mirth, at least must be 

If. 
In the far eastern dime, no great while 

\ AN^%v3^\aKffi^!x:}&x&«»si^^ prince, 
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Whose eyes, as oft as they perl orm'd their 

round, 
Beheld all others fix'd upon the ground ; 
Whose ears received the same unvaried 

phrase, 
"Sultaun 1 thy vassal hears, andheobeys 1 " 
All have their tastes — this may the fancy 

strike [like; 

Of such grave folks as pomp and grandeur 
For me, 1 love the honest heart and warm 
Df Monarch who can amble round his farm, 
Dr, when the toil of state no more annoys, 
[n chimney-comer seek domestic joys — 
r love a prince will bid the bottle pass, 
ilxchanging with his subjects glance and 

glass; 
,n fitting time, can, gayest of the gay, 
Ceep up the jest, and mingle in the lay — 
>uch Monarchs best our free-bom humours 

suit, [mute. 

But Despots must be stately, stem, and 

in. 
rhis Solimaun, Serendib had in sway — 
^d Where's Serendib? may some critic 

say, — [chart, 

3rood lack, mine honest friend, consult the 
>care not my Pegasus before I start 1 
f Rennell has it not, you'll find, mayhap, 
The isle laid down in Captain Sinbad's 

map, — [tions 

<'amed mariner! whose merciless narra- 
Drove every friend and kinsman out of 

patience, [shorter, 

rill, fain to find a guest who thought them 
ie deign'd to tell them over to a porter — 
The last edition see, by Long, and Co., 
iees. Hurst, and Orme, our Others in the 

Row. 

nr. 
Serendib found, deem not my tale a fic- 
tion — [tion 
rhis Stiltatm, whether lacking contradic- 
A. sort of stimulant which hath its uses, 
To raise the spirits and reform the juices, 
-Sovereign specific for all sorts of cures 
n my wife's practice, and perhaps in 

yours) — [bitter. 

The Sultaun lacking this same wholesome 
)r cordial smooth fof^prince's palate 

fitter— 
)r if some MoUah had hag-rid his dreams 
Vith Degial, Ginnistan, and such wild 

themes 
belonging to the Mollah's subtle craft, 
wot not— but the Sultaun never laugh'd, 
carce ate or drank, and took a melancholy, 
"hat scom'd all remedy — profane or holy; 
Q his long list of melancholies, mad, 
h* mazed, or dumb, hath Burton none so 

bad. 



V. 

Physicians soon arrived, sage, ware, and 

tried, [room ; 

As e'er scrawl'd jargon in a darken'd 

With heedful glance the Sultaun's tongue 

they eyed, [beside, 

Peep'd in his bath, and God knows where 

Ajid then in solemn accent spoke their 

doom. 

** His Majesty is very far from well." 
Then each to work with his specific fell : 
The Hakim Ibrahim instanter brought 
His unguent Mahazzim al Zerdukkaut, 
While Roompot, a practitioner more wily. 
Relied on his Munaskif al fillfily. 
More and yet more in deep array appear. 
And some the fi'ont assail, and some the 

rear; 
Their remedies to reinforce and vary. 
Came surgeon eke, and eke apothecary ; 
Till the tired Monarch, though of words 

grown chary, Rabour, 

Yet dropt, to recompense their fruitless 
Some hint about a bowstring or a sabre. 
There lack'd, I promise you, no longer 

speeches 
To rid the palace of those learned leeches. 

VI. 
Then was the council called— by their ad- 
vice • [nice, 
(They deem'd the matter ticklish all, and 
And sought to shift it off from their own 
shoulders), 
Tartars and couriers in all speed were sent 
To call a sort of Eastem Parliament 

Of feudatory chieftains and freeholders — 
Such have the Persians at this very day. 
My gallant Malcolm calls them cou" 

roultai; — 
I'm not prepared toshowin this slight song 
That to Serendib the same forms belong, — 
E'en let the leara'd go search, and tellme 
if I'm wrong. 

vn. 
The Omrahs, each with hand on scjrmitar. 
Grave, like Sempronius, still their voice for 

war — 
"The sabre of the Sultaun in its sheath 
Too long has slept, nor own'd the work of 

death; 
Let the Tamboiurgi bid his signal rattle, 
Bang the loud gong, and raise the shout 

of battle 1 [reign's day. 

This dreary cloud that dims our sove- 
Shall from his kindled bosom flit away. 
When the bold Lootie wheels his courser 

round, 
And the axm.'d eVe^tiaxLX ^cai2X ^co^kk;^^ 

ground. 
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Each noble pants to own the glorious 
summons — [Commons 1 " 

And for the charges — Lo 1 your faithful 
The Riots who attended in their places 

(Serendib language calls a fanner Riot) 
Look'd ruefully in one another's faces, 
From this oration augiu-ing much dis- 
quiet, [ters ; 
Double assessment, forage, and free quar- 
And fearing these as China-men the Tar- 
tars, [mousers, 
Or as the whisker'd vermin fear the 
Each fumbled in the pocket of his trowsers. 

VIII. 

And next came forth the reverend Convo- 
cation, [turban green, 
Bald heads, white beards, and many a 
Imaum and Mollah there of every station, 
Santon, Fakir, and Calendar were seen. 
Their votes were various — some advised a 
Mosque 
With fitting revenues should be erected. 
With seemly gardens and with gay 
Kiosque, 
To recreate a band of priests selected ; 
Others opined that through the realms a 
dole [might profit 
Be made to holy men, whose prayers 
The Sultaun's weal in body and in soul. 
But their long-headed chief, the Sheik 
Ul-Sofit, 
More closely touch' d the point: — "Thy 

studious mood," 
Quoth he, " O Prince 1 hath thicken'd all 
thy blood, [measure ; 

And duU'd thy brain with labour beyond 
Wherefore relax a space and take thy 
pleasure, [treasure ; 

And toy with beauty, or tell o'er thy 
From all the cares of state, my Liege, 

enlarge thee. 
And leave the burden to thy faithful 
clergy." 

TX. 

These counsels sage availed not a whit, 
And so the patient (as is not uncom- 
mon fand wit) 
Where grave physicians lose tneir time 
Resolved to take advice of an old 
woman ; 
His mother she, a dame who once was 
beauteous, [duteous. 
And still was call'd so by each subject 
Now, whether Fatima was witch in earnest, 

Or only made believe, I cannot say — 
But she profess'd to cure disease the 
sternest, 
By dint of magic amulet or lay ; 



X. 

" Sympathiamagica hath wonders done " 
(Thus did old I^tima bespeak her son), 
" It works upon the fibres and the pores, 
And thus, insensibly, our health restores, 
And it must help us here. — ^TTiou must 

endure 
The ill, my son, or travel for the cure. 
Search land and sea, and get, where'er 

you can, 
The inmost vesture of a happy man, 
I mean his shirt, my son ; which, taken 

warm [your harm, 

And fresh from off his hack, shall chase 
Bid every current of your veins rejoice, 
And your dull heart leap light as shep- 
herd-boy's." [came ;- 
Such was the counsel from his mother 
I know not if she had some imder-game, 
As Doctors have, who bid their patients 

roam Qiome; 

And live abroad, when sure to die at 
Or if she thought, that, somehow or 

another, [Mother; 

Queen-Regent sounded better than Queen- 
But, says the Chronicle (who will g^ 

look it), [took it. 

That, such was her advice — ^the dultaim 

XI. 

All are on board — the Sultaun and his 

train, [main. 

In gilded galley prompt to plough the 

The old Rais was the first whoques- 

tion'd, "Whither?" 
They paused — "Arabia," thought the 

pensive Prince, [since— 

"Was call'd The Happy many ages 

For Mokha, Rais." — ^And they came 

safely thither. 
But not in Araby, with all herbahn„ 
Not where Judea weeps beneath her palm, 
Not in rich Egypt, not in Nubian waste, 
Could there the step of happiness be 

traced. [smile, 

One Copt alone profess'd to have seen her 
When Bruce his goblet fiU'd at infant Nile; 
She bless'd the daimtless traveller as he 

quaff d. 
But vanish'd firom him with th6 ended 

draught. 

xn. 
" Enough of turbans," said the weaiy 

Kmg, [thing; 

"These dolimans of ours are not the 
Try we the Giaours, these men of coat and 

cap! I [happy; 

IncUne to think some of them must be 
At least, they have as fair a cause as any 



And, when all other skilLmvam'waa^o^im« \ cam [Ramazan. 

5iie deem'd it fitting time to \BeYieiQ^im»\tV«?j ^fa^ ^wA -waaa and keep no 
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Then northward, ho ! " — ^The vessel cuts 

the sea. 
And fair Italia lies upon her lee. — 
But fair Italia, she who once unfurl'd 
Her eagle banners o'er a conquer'd world, 
Long from her throne of domination 

tumbled, [humbled ; 

Lay, by her quondam vassals, sorely 
The Pope himself look'd pensive, pale, 

and lean. 
And was not half the man he once had been. 
"While these the priest and those the 

&oble fleeces, [to pieces. 

Our poor old boot," they said, "is torn 
Its tops the vengeful claws of Austria feel, 
And the Great Devil is rending toe and 

heel; 
If happiness you seek, to tell you truly, 
We think she dwells with one Giovanni 

BuUi; 
A tramontane, a heretic, — the buck, 
Poifaredio 1 still has all the luck ; 
By land or ocean never strikes his flag — 
And then — a perfect walking money-bag." 
Off set our Prince to seek John BiJl's 

abode, [road. 

But first took France — it lay upon the 

XIII. 

Monsieur Baboon, after much late com- 
motion, 
Was agitated like a settling ocean. 
Quite out of sorts, and could not tell what 

ail'd him, [him ; 

Only the gloiy of his house had fail'd 
Besides, some tiunours on his noddle 

biding, 
Gave indication of a recent hiding. 
Our Prince, though Sultauns of such 

things are heec&ess, 
Thought it a thing indelicate and needless 
To ask, if at that moment he was happy. 
And Monsieur, seeing that he was comme 

il/aut, a [Rot/" 

Loud voice muster'd up, for " Vive U 

Then whisper'd, "Ave you any news 

of Nappy ? " [question,— 

The Sultaun answer'd him with a cross 

" Pray, can you tell me aught of one 

Jolm Bull, [herring-pool?" 

That dwells somewhere beyond your 
The query seem'd of difficult d(igestion, 
The party shrugg'd, and grinn'd, and took 

his snufl", [enough. 

And found his whole good-breeding scarce 

xnr. 
Twitching his visage into as many puckers 
As damsels wont to put into their tuckers 
(Ere liberal Fashion damn'd both lace 

and lawn. 
And bade the y&X of modesty be drawn), 



Replied the Frenchman, after a brief 
pause, [I vas — 

"Jean Bool I — I vas not know him — ^yes, 
I vas remember dat, von year or two, 
I saw him at von place call'd Vaterloo — 
Ma foi ! il s'est tres johment battu, 
Dat is for Englishman, — m'entendezvous ? 
But den he had wit him one damn son-gun, 
Rogue I no like — dey call him Vellington." 
Monsieur's politeness could not hide his 
fret, [strait. 

So Solimaim took leave, and cross'd the 

XV. 

John Bull was in his very worst of moods. 
Raving of sterile farms and unsold goods ; 
His sugar-loaves and bales about he threw, 
And on his counter beat the devil's tattoo. 
His wars were ended, and the victory won, 
But then, 'twas reckoning-day with honest 
John; [thy's way, 

And authors vouch, 'twas still this Wor- 
" Never to grumble till he came to pay ; 
And then he always thinks, his temper's 

such. 
The work too little, and thepay too much." 
Yet, grumbler as he is, so kind and 
hearty, 
That when his mortal foe was on the floor. 
And past the power to harm his quiet more, 
Poor John had well-nigh wept for Bona- 
parte 1 [salam'd,— 
Such was the wight whom Solimaun 
• • And who are you, " John answer'd, ' * and 
be d— d 1 " 

XVI. 

"A stranger, come to see the happiest 

man, — 
So, signior, all avouch, — in Frangistan." — 
"Happy? my tenants breaking on my 

hand ; [land ; 

Unstock'd my pastures, and untill d my 
Sugar and nun a drug, and mice and 

moths [cloths — 

The sole consiuners of my good broad- 
Happy ?— Why, cursed war and racking 

tax [backs." — 

Have left us scarcely raiment to our 
"In that case, signior, I may take my 

leave ; 

I came to ask a favour — ^but I grieve" 

" Favour?" said John, and eyed the Sul- 
taun hard, [yard ! — 
"It's my belief .you come to break the 
But, stay, you look like some poor foreign 

sinner, — [dinner." — 

Take that to buv yourself a shirt and 
With that he chuck'd a guinea at his head; 
But, with due dignity, the Sultaun said^ 
" Permit me, s\t, -^OMxXiavffiX^ \c» ^«^cssx^\ 
A shirt mdefcdl Sfc^,\i>aX Xicrafc o^^^xx^a* 
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Signior, I kiss your hands, so fare you 

weU."— [go to hell I" 

•• Kiss and be d— d," quoth John, ** and 

XVII. 
Next door to John there dwelt his sister 
Once a wild lass as ever shook a leg [Peg, 
When the blithe bagpipe blew— but, 

soberer now, [cow. 

She doucely span her flax and milk'd her 
And whereas erst she was a needy slattern, 
Nor now of wealth or cleanliness a pattern. 
Yet once a-month her house was partly 

swept, [kept. 

And once a-week a plenteous board she 
And whereas, eke, the vixen used her 

claws [cation. 

And teeth, of yore, on slender provo- 
She now was grown amenable to laws, 

A quiet soul as any in the nation ; 
The sole remembrance of her warlike joys 
Was in old songs she sang to please her 

boys. [strife, 

John Bull, whom, in their years of early 
She wont to lead a cat-and-doggish life, 
Now found the woman, as he said, a 

neighbour, [no labour. 

Who look'd to the main chance, declined 
Loved a long grace, and spoke a northern 

jargon, [gain. 

And was d — d close in making of a bar- 

XVIII. 

The Sultaun enter'd, and he made his leg. 
And with decorum curtsey'd sister Peg. 
(She loved a book, and knew a thing or 

two, fto do.) 

And guess'd at once with whom she had 
She bade him "Sit into the fire," and took 
Her dram, her cake, her kebbuck from 

the nook ; [parts ; 

Ask*d him " about the news from eastern 
And of her absent bairns, puir Highland 

hearts I [and pepper, 

If peace brought down the price of tea 
And if the nitmugs were grown ony 

cheaper ; [Park — 

Were there nae speerings of our Mungo 
Ye '11 be the gentleman that wants the 

sark I [nin*, 

If ye wad buy a web o' auld wife's spin- 
I 'U warrant ye it 's a weel-wearing linen." 

XIX. 

Then up got Peg, and round the house 

'gan scuttle 

In search of goods her customer to nail, 

Until the Sultaun strain'd his princely 

throttle, [I ail. 

And hollo'd— " Ma'am, that is not what 

Pray, are vou happy, ma'am, in this snug 

glen ? * \sRzsiX to Vlwu 

"Happy?" said Peg; ««wbat iot ^-^ 



Besides, just think upon this by-gane year, 
Grain wadna pay the yoking of the 
pleugh." — [•* Meal's sae dear, 

"What say you to the present?"— 
To mak' their drose my bairns have 
scarce aneugh." — 
"The devil take the shirt." said Soli- 
maun, 
" I think my quest will end as it began.— 
Farewell, ma'am ; nay, no ceremony, I 

beg", [Peg. 

"Ye '11 no be for the Unen, then?'^said 

XX. 

Now, for the land of verdant Erin, 
The Sultaun's royal bark is steering. 
The Emerald Isle, where honest Paddy 

dwells. 
The cousin of John Bull, as stoty tells. 
For a long space had John, with words 

of thunder, [Paddy under, 

Hard looks, and harder knocks, kept 
Till the poor lad, like boy that 's flogg'd 

unduly. 
Had gotten somewhat restive and unruly. 
Hard was his lot and lodging, you 11 

allow, 
A wigwam that would hardly serve a sow; 
His landlord, and of middle-men two 

brace, [place; 

Had screw'd his rent up to the starving- 
His garment was a top-coat, and an old 

one. 
His meal was a potato, and a cold one; 
But still for fun or frolic, and all that, 
In the round world was not the match of 

Pat. 

XXI. 

The Sultaun saw him on a holiday. 
Which is with Paddy still a jolly day : 
When mass is ended, and his load of sins 
Confess'd, and Mother Church hath from 

her binns 
Dealt forth a bonus of imputed merit. 
Then is Pat's time for fancy, whim, and 

spirit 1 
To jest, to sing, to caper fair and free. 
And dance as light as leaf upon the tree. 
" By Mahomet," said Sultaun Solimaun, 
' ' That ragged fellow is our very man 1 
Rush in and seize him — do not do him 

hurt, [sktrt:'" 

But, will he nill he, let me have his 

XXII. 

Shilela their plan was well-nigh after 
baulking [ing), 

(Much less provocation will set it a-walk- 

But the odds that foil'd Hercules foil'd 
Paddy Whack ; 

1\i"e?j ^KOftd., «3DLd they floor'd, and they 
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iboo ! Paddy had not a shirt to 

back I 1 1 [and shame, 

! King, disappointed, with sorrow 
ack to Serendib as sad as he came. 



UN UPON THE WEIRDLAW 

HILU 

[1817.I 
a upon the Weirdlaw Hill, 
trick's vale, is sinking sweet ; 
stland wind is hush and still, 
ake Ues sleeping at my feet, 
the landscape to mine eye [bore ; 
those bright hues that once it 
. evening, with her richest dye, 
ss o'er the hills of Ettrick's shore. 

;tless look along the plain, 
Tweed's silver current glide, 
dly mark the holy fane 
elrose rise in ruin'd pride, 
et lake, the balmy air, [tree, — 
hill, the stream, the tower, the 
^ still such as once they were ? 
the dreary change in me ? 

e warp'd and broken board, 
can it bear the painter's dye 1 
p of strain'd and tuneless chord, 
to the minstrel's skill reply 1 
ng eyes each landscape lowers, 
verish pulse each gale blows chill ; 
aby's or Eden's bowers 
barren as this moorland hill. 



E MONKS OF BANGOR'S 
MARCH. 

ViR— " Ymdaith Mionger 

;N for MR. GEORGE THOMSON'S 
WELSH MELODIES. 

[1817.] 

.FRiD, or Olfrid, King of Northum- 
having besieged Chester in 6x^, and 
ABL. a Briush Prince, advancing to 
t, the religious of the neighbouring 
ry of Bangor marched in procession, 
for the success of their countrymen. 
: British being totally defeated, the 
irictor put the monks to the sword, and 
i their monastery. The time to which 
ses are adapted is called the Monks' 
ind is supposed to have been played at 
tmened procession. 

N the heathen trumpet's clang 
d beleaguer'd Chester rang, 
1 nun and friar grey 
bi'd from Bangor's fair Abbaye ; 
their holy anthem sounds, 
la's vale the hymn rebounds, 
ing down the sylvan Dee, 

O nUstr^rit Domine / 



On the long piocession goes, 
Glory roimd their crosses glows. 
And the Virgin-mother mild 
In their peaceful banner smiled : 
Who could think such saintly band 
Doom'd to feel unhallow'd hand ? 
Such was the Divine decree, 

O miserere, Domine / 

Bands that masses only sung, 
Hands that censers only swung, 
Met the northern bow and bill, 
Heard the war-cry wild and sluill : 
Woe to Brockmael's feeble hand, 
Woe to Olfrid's bloody brand, 
Woe to Saxon cruelty, 

O miserere, Domine / 

Weltering amid warriors slain, 
Spurn' d by steeds with bloody mane, 
Slaughter'd down by heathen blade, 
Bangor's peaceful monks are laid ; 
Wonl of parting rest unspoke. 
Mass unsung, and bread unbroke ; 
For their souls for charity. 

Sing, O miserere, Domine/ 

Bangor I o'er the murder wail 1 
Long thy ruins told the tale ; 
Shatter'd towers and broken arch 
Long recall'd the woeful march if 
On thy shrine no tapers bum. 
Never shall thy priests return ; 
The pilgrim sighs, and sings for thee, 

O miserere, Domine t 



MR. KEMBLE'S FAREWELL 
ADDRESS, 

ON TAKING LEAVE OF THE EDINBURGH 
STAGE. 

[1817.] 

As the worn war-horse, at the trumpet's 

sound, [the ground- 

Erects his mane, and neighs, and paws 
Disdains the ease his generous lord assigns, 
And longs to rush on the embattled lines, 
So I, your plaudits ringing on mine ear. 
Can scarce sustain, to think our parting 

near ; 
To think my scenic hour for ever past. 
And that these valued plaudits are my last. 
Why should we part, while still some 

powers remain, [vain ? 

That in your service strive not yet in 
Cannot high zeal the strength of youth 

supply, 
And sense of duty fire the fading eye ; 

t In William of Malmsbury's time the extent 
of the ruina bote aii»^\«'m\XAs&\A^SEa&^KM^«r 
don. 
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And all the wrongs of age remain subdued 
Beneath the burning glow of gratitude? 
Ah no I— the taper, wearing to its close, 
Oft for a space in fitful lustre glows ; 
But all too soon the transient gleam is 

past — 
It cannot be renew'd, and will not last ; 
Even duty, zeal, and gratitude can wage 
But short-lived conflict with the frosts of 

age. [was, 

Yes I it were poor, remembering what I 
To live a pensioner on your applause, 
To drain the dregs of your endurance dry, 
And take, as alms, the praise I once 

could buy ; 
Till every sneering youth around inquires, 
*' Is this the man who once could please 

our sires?" ^ [mien. 

And scorn assumes compassion's doubtful 
To warn me off from the encumber'd scene. 
This must not be; — and higher duties 

crave [grave. 

Some space between the theatre and the 
That hke the Roman in the Capitol, 
I may adjust my mantle ere I fall : 
My life's brief act in pubUc service flown. 
The last, theclosingscene,mustbemyown. 

Here, then, adieu ! while yet some well- 
graced parts 
May fix an ancient favourite in your hearts. 
Not quite to be forgotten, even when 
You look on better actors, younger men : 
And if your bosoms own this kindly debt 
Of old remembrance, how shall mine for- 
get— 
O, how forget !— how oft I hither came 
In anxious hope, how oft retum'd with 

fame! 
How oft around your circle this weak hand 
Has waved immortal Shakspere's magic 

wand. 
Till the full burst of inspiration came, 
And I have felt, and you have fann'd the 
flame I [dures. 

By mem'ry treasured, while her reign en- 
Those hours must live — and all their 
charms are yours. 

O favour'd Land, renown'd for arts and 

arms, 
For manly talent, and for female charms. 
Could this full bosom prompt the sinking 

line, 
What fervent benedictions now were thine ! 
But my last part is play'd, my knell is rung. 
When e'en your praise falls faltering from 

my tongue ; 
And ah that you can hear, or I can tell, 
/5— Friends and Patrons, baiW aiLd¥ftK& 

YOU WELL 1 



LINES. ^ 

WRITTEN FOR MISS SMITH. 
[1817.1 

When the lone pilgrim views afar 
The shrine that is his aiding star. 
With awe his footsteps print the road 
Which the loved saint of yore has trod. 
As near he draws, and yet more near, 
His dim eye sparkles with a tear; 
The Gothic fane's unwonted show, 
The choral hymn, the tapers' glow. 
Oppress his soul ; while they delight 
And chasten rapture with affright. 
No longer dare he think his toil 
Can merit aught his patron's smUe; 
Too light appears the distant way, 
The chilly eve, the sultry day — 
All these endured no favour claim. 
But murmuring forth the sainted name^ 
He lays his litUe offering down. 
And only deprecates a frown. 

We, too, who ply the Thespian art, 
Oft feel such bodings of the heart. 
And, when our utmost powers are strain'd, 
Dare hardly hope your favour gain'd. 
She, who from sister climes has sought 
The ancient land where Wallace fought— 
Land long renown'd for arms and arur, 
And conquering eyes and dauntless 

hearts — 
She, as the flutterings Aere avow, 
Feels all the pilgrim's terrors now; 
Yet sure on Caledonian plain 
The stranger never sued in vain. 
'Tis yours the hospitable task 
To give the applause she dare not ask ; 
And they who bid the pilgrim speed. 
The pilgrim's blessing be their meed. 



EPILOGUE TO THE APPEAL. 

spoken by mrs. henry siddons, 

Feb. 16, 1818. 

A CAT of yore (or else old .£sop lied) 
Was changed mto a fiur and blooming 

bride. 
But spied a mouse upon her maniage-day, 
Forgot her spouse, and seized upon her 

prey ; [saw, 

Even thus my bridegroom lawyer, as you 
Threw off poor me, and poimced upon 

papa. [loose, 

His neck from Hymen's mystic knot made 
He twisted round my sire's the literalnoose. 
Such are the fruits of our dramatic labour 
^\x\$:« ihe New Jail became our next-door 
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7«^ tim«a art cbMgcd; for, in jiour 
bthei'sage, 

rhe lawyers were the patroiu of the stage ; 
However high advHnced by future fate, 
rhere stands the beach {pBinli io lie Pit) 

that first received their weight, 
rhe future legal sage, 'twas ours to see, 
Doom though unwigg'd, and plead wjtti- 

BatDow, astounding each poor mitnicelf, 
tustead of iaw;eis comes the law herself; 
I^cmendaus neighbaor on our rigbt she 
dwells, [ceUs; 

Builds high ber towers, and excavates ber 
While on the left she agitates the town, 
With the tempestuous question. Up or 

Twixl Scylla and Chaiy bdis thus stand we. 
Law's final end, and law's uncertainly. 
It soft I who lives at Rome the Pope 






[to 



rill your applause or censure gives the taw. 
riustinf our bumble efforts may assure ye, 
We bold you Court and Coiuisel, Judge 
and Jury, 



AiK— ■■ CAa till tni luiili." 

CUn *ai aboat 10 depiut 



Jw ippioaehuig 

watia,^ 'Ci^iaimi tuUU;pd thiUii Ma^t 
■rka ttit Mackrimmon;' '*1 shall Dcver reliim; 
dtbDach Uuhml relunu, tfi MaduiounoD 

jkU IcprowD, from its being die snain wiLh 

md Islei uuully tidu leave of dieir Qalive 

MacLeod's wizard flag from the grey 

castle sallies, [gallBya; 

rhe rowers are seated, unmoor'dare the 
jleam war-axe and broadsword, dang 

target and quiser, 
\s Mackiiniman sings, "Faiewell to 

Dimvegan for ever I 
Farewell to each did; on which brealfos 

are foaming ; [deer arc roaming ; 
Faiewell each dark glen, in which led- 
Faiewell, lonely Skye, to lake, mountain, 

and river; [shall never 1 

Uacleod may retunt, bul Mockiimmon 



' ' Farewell (he bright clouds that on Quil- 

Ian are sleeping; [are weeping ; 

Farewell the bright eyes in the Dun that 

To each minstrel delusion, farewell ! — and 

for ever— [never 1 

The Baashii! wild voice sings the death- 

dirge before me, [o'er me ; 

The pall of the dead for a mantle hangs 

my heart shall not flag, and my nerves 

shaU not shii-er. [never t 

Though devoted 1 go — to return again 

Too oft shall [he notes of Mackrimmon's 

bewailing [ss'ling: 

: heard when the Gael on their eiile are 



DONALD CAIRO'S COME AGA!! 
Alfi — "Maiaiim Caird' s comi again. 

DOVKLD Cwaa's come again I 

Donald Caird' I CBStI again I 

Till Ihi nrvis in imgh and glm, 

Donald Caird' stantt again I 

Donald Caird can tilt and sing. 

Blithely daDce the Highland mng, 

Drinlt till the gudeman be blind, 

Fleech till the gudewife be kind ; 



Orcr 






Tell the news in hrugh and glen, 
Donald Caiid's coma again. 
Donictd Caird' scomt again I 
Donald Caird' s comi again t 
Tell tht news in bmgh and glin, 
Donald Caird' s eomiagain. 
Donald Caird can wire a maukin. 
Kens the wiles o' dun-deer staukin'. 
Leisters kipper, makes a shift 
To shooi a rjiuir-fowl in the drift ; 
Water-bailifis, rangeiB, keepers. 
He can wank when they are sleepers ; 
Not for bountilh or reward 
Dare ye inell wi' Donald Caird. 
Donald Caird- 1 come again I 
Donald Caird' s comi again/ 
Gar the JogJiiJ^s hum amain, 
Donald Coirl's conuas."*- 
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Donald Caird candiink a gill 

Fast as hostler-wife can fill ; 

lUca ane that sells gude liquor 

Kens bow Donald bends a bicker ; 

When he's fou he's stout and saucy. 

Keeps the cantle o' the cavrsey ; 

Hieland chief and Lawland laird 

Maun gie room to Donald Caird 1 
Donald Caird' s come again/ 
Donald Caird' s come again! 
Tell the news in brugh and glen, 
Donald Caird' s come again, 

Steek the amrie, lock the kist. 
Else some gear may weel be mist ; 
Donald Caird finds orra things 
Where AUan Gregor fand the tings ; 
Dunts of kebbuck^ taits o' woo. 
Whiles a hen and whiles a sow. 
Webs or duds frae hedge or yard — 
'Ware the wuddie, Donald Caird 1 
Donald Caird' s come again I 
Donald Caird' s come again/ 
Dinna let the Shirra ken 
Donald Caird' s come again. 

On Donald Caird the doom was stem, 
Craig to tether, legs to aim ; 
But Donald Caird, wi' mickle study, 
Caught the gift to cheat the wuddie ; 
Rings of aim, and bolts of steel, 
Fell like ice frae hand and heel 1 
Watch the sheep in fauld and glen, 
Donald Caird's come again 1 

Donald Caird's come again / 
Donald Caird's come again/ 
Dinna let the Justice ken 
Donald Cairas come again, 

EPITAPH ON MRS. ERSKINR. 

[1819.] 

Plain, as her native dignity of mind, 
Arise the tomb of her we have resign'd ; 
Unflaw'd and stainless be the marble 

scroll, 
Emblem of lovely form and candid souL 
But, oh 1 what symbol may avail, to tell 
The kindness, wit, and sense we loved so 

well I [life, 

What sculpture show the broken ties of 
Here buried with the parent, friend, and 

wifel 
Or on the tablet stamp each title dear, 
By which thine um, Euphemia, claims 

the tear 1 [assume 

Yet taught, by thy meek sufferance, to 
Patience in anguish, hope beyond the 

tomb, [shall flow, 

Resign'd, though sad, this votive vexse 

And brief, alas 1 as thy brie( spaa\^ov( 



ON ETTRICK FOREST'S MOUN- 
TAINS DUN. 

On Ettrick Forest's moqntains don, 
Tis blithe to hear the spoitsnian's gun. 
And seek the heath-fireqaenting brood 
Far through the noonday solitude; 
By many a cairn and trenched mound. 
Where chiefs of yore sleep lone and sound, 
And springs, where grey-hair'd shepherds 
That still the £airies love to dwelL [teD, 

Along the silver streams of Tweed, 
"Tis blithe the mimic fly to lead, 
When to the hook the salmon springs, . 
And the line whistles through the rings; 
The boiling eddy see him try. 
Then dashing fi:om the current high, 
Till watchful eye and cautious hand 
Have led his wasted strength to land. 

'Tis blithe along the midnight tide, 
With stalwart arm the boat to guide; 
On high the dazzling blaze to rear. 
And heedfiil plunge the barbed spear; 
Rock, wood, and scaur, emerging bright, 
Fling on the stream their ruddy light, 
And from the bank otir band appears 
Like Genii, arm'd with fiery spears. 

'Us blithe at eve to tell the tale. 
How we succeed, and how we fail, 
Whether at Alwyn's+ lordly meal. 
Or lowlier board of Ashestiel ; 
While the gay tapers cheerly shine, 
Bickers the fire, and flows the wine- 
Days free from thought, and nights from 
My blessing on the Forest fadx [ [care, 

THE MAID OF ISLA, 
Am— J*tf Maid o/Isla. 

W^XTTEN FOR MR. GEORGE THOMSON'S 
SCOTTISH MELODIES. 

[1822.] 

Oh, Maid of Isla, from the diff, 

'That looks on troubled wave and sky, 
Dost thou not see yon little skiff 

Contend with ocean gallantly? 
Now beating 'gainst the breeze and surge, 

And steep d her leeward deck in foam. 
Why does she war unequal urge ? — 

Oh, Isla's maid, she seeks her home. 

Oh, Isla's maid, yon sea-bird mark. 

Her white wing gleams through mist 
and spray, 
Against the storm-cloud, lowering dark, 

As to the rock she wheels away ;-- 

\ \ A<tt>larH%^dcki^«eaX^V«KdSQinierville. 
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Where clouds are dark and billows rave. 
Why to the shelter should she come 

Of clin, exposed to wind and wave? — 
Ob, maid of Islai 'tis her home ! 

As breese and tide to yonder skiff, 

Thou'rt adverse to the suit I bring, 
And cold as is yon wintry cliff, 

Where sea-birds close their wearied 
wing. 
Yet cold as rook, unkind as wave, 

Still, Isla's maid, to thee I come ; 
For in thy love, or in his grave, 

Must Allan Vourich find his home. 



CARLE, I^OW THE KING'S COMK-f 

BEING NEW WORDS TO AN AULD SPRING. 

[1822.] 

The news has flown frae mouth to mouth. 
The North for ance has bang'd the South ; 
The deil a Scotsman's die of drouth, 
Carlet now the King's come 1 

CHORUS. 

Carle, now the King's come 1 
Carle, now the King's come I 
Thou shalt dance, and I will sing, 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

Auld England held him lang and fast ; 
And Ireland had a joyfu' cast ; 
But Scotland's turn is come at last — 
Carle, now the King's come I 

Auld Reekie, in her rokelay grey. 
Thought never to have seen the day ; 
He's been a weary time away — 

But, Carle, now the King's come ! 

She's skirling frae the Castle-hill ; 
llie Carline's voice is grown sae shrill, 
Ye'll hear her at the Canon-mill — 
Carle, now the King's come I 

*' Up, bairns I " she cries, *' baith grit and 
And busk ye for the weapon-shaw 1 [sma', 
Stand by me, and we'll bang them a' — 
Carle, now the King's come 1 

•• Come from Newbattle's ancient spires, 
Bauld Lothian, with your knights and 

squires. 
And match the mettle of your sires — 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

"You're welcome hame, my Montagu ! 
Bring in your hand the young Buccleuch ; 
I'm missing some that I may rue — 
. Carle, now the King's come | 

t An imitation of an old Jacobite ditty, 
viitten on t^e arrival of George IV. in Scot- 
land, August, x8a3, and printed as a broadside. 



"Come, Haddington, the kiii4 and gay. 
You've graced my causeway mony a day ; 
I'll weep the cause if you should stay — 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

"Come, premier Duke.f and carry doun 
Frae yonder craig hjs ancient croun ,* 
It's bad a lang sleep and a soun' — 

But, Carle, now the King's come I 

"Come, Athole, from the hill and wood. 
Bring down your clansmen like a clud ; 
Come, Morton, show the Douglas' blood, — 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

"Come, Tweeddale, true as sword to 

sheath. 
Come, Hopetoun, fear'd on fields of 

death; 
Come, Clerk, t and give your bugle breath ; 
Carle, now the King's come I 

' ' Come, Wemyss, who modest merit aids ; 
Come, Roseberry, from Dalmeny shades ; 
Breadalbane, bring your belted plaids ; 
Carle, now the King's come 1 

''Come, stately Niddrie, auld and true, 
Girt with the sword that Minden knew ; 
We have o'er few such lairds as you — 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

" King Arthur's grown a common crier, 
He's heard in File and far Cantire, — 
' Fie, lads, behold my crest of fire I ' 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

"Saint Abb roars out, ' I see him pass. 
Between Tantallon and the Bass I' 
Calton, get out your keeking glass — 
Carle, now the King's come ! " 

The Carline stopped ; and, sure I am. 
For very glee had ta'en a dwam, 
But Oman§ help'd her to a dram. — 
Cogie, now the King's come 1 

Cogie, now the King's come ! 
Cogie, now the King's come I 
I'se be fou and ye's be toom, 
Cogie, now the King's come ! 

PART SECOND. 

A Hawick gill of mountain dew, 
Heised up Auld Reekie's heart, I trow. 
It minded her of Waterloo — 

Carle, now the King's come I 

t The Puke of Hamilton, ^e premier duke 
of Scotland. 

X Xhe JBaron of Penqycuik? bound by his 
teniu-e to meet tl^e sovereign whenever he or 
she visits Edinburgh ^ t£us Haxes^<rQtv^^ «sA 
there blow tVvree\Aafi\& oo. o^Voicu. 

I The \aad\ot^ oi tVeNI aXKe«stt'^^v«'« 
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Again I heard her summons swell, 
For, sic a dirdum and a yell, 
It drown'd Saint Giles's jowing bell — 
Carle, now the King's come 1 

'• My trusty Provost, tried and tight. 
Stand forward for the Good Town's right. 
There's waur than you been made a 

knight t — 
Carle, now the King's come 1 

" My reverend Clergy, look ye say 
The best of thanksgivings ye ba'e, 
And warstle for a sunny day — 

Carle, now the King's come I 

" My Doctors, look that you agree, 
Cure a' the town without a fee ; 
My Lawyers, dinna pike a plea — 
Carle, now the King's come I 

' ' Come forth each sturdy Burgher's bairn, 
That dints on wood or clanks on aim, 
That fires the o'en, or winds the pirn — 
Carle, now the King's come { 

" Come forward with the Blanket Blue,:J: 
Your sires were loyal men and true. 
As Scotland's foemen oft might rue — 
Carle, now the King's come 1 

" Scots downa loup, and rin and rave, 
Wa're steady folks and something grave. 
We'll keep the causeway firm and brave — 
Carlp, now the King's come ! 

"Sir Thomas, § thunder from your rock, 
Till Pentland dinnles wi' the shock. 
And lace wi' fire my snood o' smoke — 
Carle, now the King's come I 

' • Melville, bring out your bands of blue, 
A' Louden lads, baith stout and true. 
With Elcho, Hope, and Cockbum, too — 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

"And you, who on yon bluidy braes 
Compell'd the vanquish'd Despot's praise, 
Rank out — rank out — my gallant Greys || — 
Carle, now the King's come I 

" Cock o' the North, my Huntly bra', 
Where are you with the Forty-twa? 

t The Lord Provost had the agreeable sur- 
prise of hearing his health proposed, at the 
civic banquet given to George I V. in the Par- 
liament House, as "Sir William Arbuthnot. 
Bart." 

t A Blue Blanket is the standard of the in- 
corporated trades of Edinburgh. 

§ Sir Thomas Bradford, then corcvmaxideT of 
the forces in Scotland. 
ff The Scots Greys. 



Ah I wae's my heart that ye're awa*— 
Carle, now the King's come I 

"But yonder come my canty Celts, 
With durk and pistols at their belts, 
Thank God, we've still some plaidis and 
kilts- 
Carle, now the King's come I 

' ' Lord, how the pibrochs groan and yell 1 
Macdonnel's ta'en the field himsell, 
Macleod comes branking o'er the fell- 
Carle, now the King's come 1 

** Bend up your bow, each Archer spark, 
For you're to guard him light and cUu'k ; 
Faith, lads, for ance ye've hit the mark' 
Carle, now the King's come 1 

Young Errol, take the sword of state, 
The sceptre, Panie-Morarchate ; 
Knight Mareschal, see ye clear the gate- 
Carle, now the King's come 1 

" Kind cunmier, Leitb, ye've been misset, 
But dinna be upon the fret — 
Ye'se bae the handsel of him yet, 

Carle, now the King's come I 

" My daughters, come with een sae blue. 
Your garlajids weave, your blossoms strew ; 
He ne'er saw fairer flowers than you— 
Carle, now the King's come 1 

" What shall we do for the propine— 
We used to offer something fine. 
But ne'er a groat's in pouch of mine- 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

" Deil care — ^for that I'se never start. 
We'll welcome him with Highland heart; 
Whate'er we have he's g:et a part — 
Carle, now the King's come 1 

" I'll show him mason-work this day— 
Nane of your bricks of Babel clay. 
But towers shall stand till Time's away— 
Carle, now the King's come ! 

I'll show him wit, I'll show him lair, 
And gallant lads and lasses fair. 
And what wad kind heart wish for mair?— 
Carle, now the King's come I 

"Step out, Sir Tohn,+ of projects rife, 
Come win the thanks of an auld wife, 
And bring him heath and length of life- 
Carle, now the King's come!" 



\ 
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LINES. 

ADDRESSED 

TO MONSIEUR ALEXANDRE.t 

THE CELEBRATED VENTRILOQUIST. 
[1824.] 

Of jTore, in old England, it was not 

thought good 
To cany two visages under one hood ; 
What should folk say to you f who have 

faces such plenty, 
That from under one hood you last night 

show'd us twenty ! 
Stand forth, arch deceiver, and tell us in 

truth, [youth? 

Are you handsome or ugly, in age or in 
Man, woman, or child — a dog or a mouse? 
Ot are you, at once, each live thing in the 

house? 
Each live thing, did I ask? — each dead 

implement, too, 
A workshop in your person, — saw, chisel, 

and screw I 
Above all, are you one individual ? I know 
You must be at least Alexandre and Co. 
But I tlunk you're a troop — an assem- 
blage — a mob, [the job ; 
And that I, as the Sheriff, should take up 
And instead of rehearsing your wonders 

in verse, [disperse. 

Must read you the Riot Act, and bid you 



THE DEATH OF KEELDAR. 

These stanzas were written for Hood's 
" Gem," 1828, and accompanied an engraving 
from Cooper's painting of the Death of Keel- 
dar. 

Up rose the sun o'er moor and mead ; 
Up with the sun rose Percy Rede; 
Brave Keeldar, from his couples freed, 

Career'd along the lea ; 
The palfrey sprung with sprightly bound. 
As if to match the gamesome hound ; 
His horn the gallant huntsman wound : 

They were a jovial three ! 

t "When Monsieur Alexandre, the cele- 
brated ventriloquist, was in Scotland, in 1824, 
he paid a visit to Abbotsford, where he enter- 
tained his distinguished host and the other 
visitors with his unrivalled imitations. Next 
morning, when he was about to depart, Sir 
Walter felt a good deal embarrassed as to the 
sort of acknowledgment he should offer; but 
at length, resolving that it would probably be 
most agreeable to the^ young foreigner to be 
paid in professional coin, if in any, he stepped 
aside for a few minutes, and, on returning, 
presented him Mrith this epigram." The lines 
were published in the Edin^rgh Annual 
Registtr for 1804. 



Man, hound, or horse, of higher fame. 
To wake the wild deer never came, 
Since Alnwick's Earl pursued the game 

On Cheviot's rueful day ; 
Keeldar was matchless in his speed, 
Than Tarras, ne'er was stauncher steed, 
A peerless Archer, Percy Rede : 

And right dear friends were they. 

The chase engrossed their joys and woes. 
Together at the dawn they rose, 
Together shared the noon's repose,- 

By fountain or by stream ; 
And oft, when evening skies were red. 
The heather was their common bed. 
When each, as wildering fancy led, 

Still hunted in his dream. 

Now is the thrilling moment near. 

Of sylvan hope and sylvan fear. 

Yon thicket holds the harbour'd deer, 

The signs the hunters know /*— 
With eyes of flame, and quivering ears. 
The brake sagacious Keeldar nears ; 
The restless palfrey paws and rears ; 

The archer strings his bow. 

The game's afoot ! — Halloo I Halloo ! 
Hunter, and horse, and hound pursue : — 
But woe the shaft that erring flew — 

That e'er it left the string I 
And ill betide the faithless yew 1 
The stag bounds scathless o'er the dew. 
And gallant Keeldar's life-blood true 

Has drench'd the grey-goose wing. 

The noble hound — ^he dies, he dies. 
Death, death has glazed his fix^d eyes, 
Stifl" on the bloody heath he lies. 

Without a groan or quiver. 
Now day may break and bugle sound. 
And whoop and halloo ring around. 
And o'er his couch the stag may bound, 

But Keeldar sleeps for ever. * 

Dilated nostrils, staring eyes, 

Mark the poor palfrey's mute surprise. 

He knows not that his comrade dies. 

Nor what is death — but still 
His aspect hath expression drear 
Of grief and wonder, mixed with fear. 
Like startled children when they hear 

Some mystic tale of ill. 

But he that bent the fatal bow. 
Can well the sum of evil know. 
And o'er his favourite, bending low. 

In speechless grief recline ; 
Can think he hears the senseless clay 
In unreproachful accents say, 
• • The hand Ibal XooV xcq \\i^ «wwj v 
I Deax masXw ^ vi^ SX ^vafcl 
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' • And if It be, the shaft be bless'd, 
Which sure some etting aim addrtss'd, 
Since in your service, ptized, carets' d, 

I in your Service die ; 
And you may have & fleeter hoiihd, 
To match the dun-deer's merry bound. 
But by your couch will ne'er be found 

So true a guard as I." 

And to his last stout Percy rued, 
The fatal chance ; for when he stood 
'Gainst fearful odds in deadly feud, 

And fell amid the fray, 
E'en with his d)ring voice he ctied, 
" Had Keeldarbut been at my side. 
Your treacherous ambush had been 

I had not died to-day ! " spied— 

Remembrance of the erring bow [flow, 
Long since had joined the tides Whifih 
Conveying human bliss or woe 

Down dark oblivion's river j 
But Art can Time's stem doom arrest, 
And snatch his spoil from Lethe's breafiti 
And, in her Cooper's colours drest, 

The scene shall live for ever. 



INSCRIPTION 
FOR TH£ Monument op the RfeV. 

GEORGE SCOTT. 
[1830.] 

To youth, to age, alike, this tablet pate 
Tells the brief moral of its tragic tale. 
Art thou a parent ? — Reverence this bier — 
The parents' fondest hopes lie buried here. 
Art thou a youth, prepared on life to start, 
With opening talents and agenerous heart, 
Fair hopes and flattering prospects all 

thine own ? — 
Lo ! here their end — a monumental Stone ! 
But let submission tame each sorrowing 

thought, [was fought. 

Heaven crown'd its champion ere the fight 



THE FORAY. 
[1830.] 

The last of our steers on our boUrd has 
been spread, [red ; 

And the last flask of wine in our goblet is 

Up ! up, my brave kinsmen I belt swords, 
and begone ! — [spoil to be won. 

Thei'e are dangers to dare, and there's 

The eyes, that so lately mix'd glances 

with ours, [from the towers, 

For a space must be dim, as they gaze 

And strive to distinguish, through tempest 

and gloom, \the pVitne 

The prance of the steed, and the loss 



The rain is descending, the wind rises 
loud ; [with a cloud ; 

And the moon her red beacon has veil'd 

'Tis the better, my mates ! for the warder's 
duU eye [are nigh. 

Shall in confidence slilmber, nor dream we 

Our steeds are impatient I I hear my blithe 
Grey ! [his neighj; 

There is life in his hoof-clahg, and hope in 

Like the flash of a meteor, the glance of 
his mane [darkness and rain. 

Shall marshal your march through the 

The drawbridge has dropped, the bugle 
has blown ; [and begone !— 

One pledge is to quaff yet — then mount 

To their honour and peace, that shall rest 
with the slain I [Teviot again 1 

To their health and their glee, that see 






FAREWELL TO THfi MUSfi. 

[1822.] 

Enchantress, farewell, who so oft has 
decoy'd me, [woodlands to roam, 
At the close of tne evening through 
Where the forester, lated^ with wonder 
espied me [for homei 

Explore the wild scenes he was quitting 
Fftrewell, and take with thee thy numbers 
Wild speaking [woei 

The language alternate of rapture and 
Oh 1 none but some lover, whose heart- 
strings are breaking, [know. 
The pang that I fe^ at our parting can 

Each joy thou couldst double, and when 

there came sorrow, [way, 

Or pale disappointment, to darken my 

What voice was like thine, that could sing 

of to-morrow, [to-day 1 

Till forgot in the strain was the giief of 

But when friends drop aroimd us in life's 

weary waning, [canst not assuage; 

The grief. Queen of Numbers, thou 

Nor the gradual estrangement of those 

yet remaining, [of age, 

The languor of pain, and the cbiUness 

'Twas thou that once taught me, in accents 
bewailing, [the plain, 

To sing how a warrior lay stretched on 
And a maiden hung o'er him with aid un- 
availing, [vain : 
And heldto his lips the cold goblet in 
As vain thy enchantments, O Queen of 
wild Numbers, [is o'er, 
To a bard when the reign of his &ncy 
Atid the quick pulse of feeling in apathy 
^MTc\x:t^^-» [thee ilo more! 



HALIDON HILL; 

A DRAMATIC SKETCH FROM SCOTTISH HISTORY. 



Thb subject is to be fbutad iil Scottish history; but not to overload so slight ajpublication with 
antiquarian res«urh» or quotations from obscure chronicles, it may be sufficient to refer the 
reader to Pinkbrton's Histery ofScotland^ vol. i., p. 72. 

The Regent of the sketch is a character purely imaginary. The tradition of the Swinton 
family. whi<^ stiU survives in a lineal descent, and to which the author has the honour to be 
related, avers that the Swinton who fell at Homildon had slain Gordon's father; which seems 
sufficient ^;round for adopting that circumstance into the following dramatic sketch, though it is 
rendered improbable by other authorities. 

If any reader will take the trouble of looking at Froissart, Fordun, or other historians of thti 
period, he will find that ihe character of the Lord of Swinton for strength, courage, and con- 
duct is by no means exaggerated. 

Abbotspord, 1833. W. S. 



DRAMATIS PERSON M, 

SCOTTISH. 
The Regent op Scotland. 
Gordon, 
Swinton, 
Lennox, 
Sutherland, 
Ross, 

Maxwell, 
Johnstone, 
Lindesay, 



Scottish Chiefs 
^ Nobles, 



and 



Adam db Vipont, a Knight Templar, 

The Prior of Maison-Dieu* 

Reynald, Swinton* s Squire, 

Hob Hattely, a Border Moss-Trooper* 

Heralds, 

ENGLISH. 



Kino Edward III. 

Chandos, 

Percy, 

Ribaumont, 

The Abbot of Walthamstow. 






English and Norman 
Nobles, 



ACT I.— Scene I. 

The northern side of the eminence ofHali- 
don. The back Scene represents the 
summit of the ascent, occupied by the 
Rear-^uard of the Scottish army. Bodies 
of armed Men appear as advancing 
from different points to join the main 
Body. 

Enter De Vipont and the Prior of 
Maison-Dieu. 

ViP. No farther. Father — here I need 
no guidance — 
I have already brought your peaceful step 
Too near the verge of battle. 



PRI. Fain would I see you join some 

Baron's banner, [sword 

Before I say farewell. The honour'd 

That fought so well in Syria, should not 

Amid the ignoble crowd. [wave 

ViP. Each spot is noble in a pitched 

field, [on't. 

So that a man has room to fight and fall 
But I shall find out friends. 'Tis scarce 

twelve years [lestine. 

Since I left Scotland for the wars of Pa- 
And then the flower of all the Scottish 

nobles 
Were known, to Tne\ «3cA\,V!l'sscj ^'«ec«i^ 
\ Not all unknavm to \Jaem. 
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Pri. Alas ! there have been changes 

since that time ! [glas, Grahame, 
The Royal Bruce, with Randolph, Dou- 
Then shook in field the banners which 

now moulder 
Over their graves i' the chanceL 

ViP. And thence comes it, 
That while I look'd on many a well-known 

crest [came. 

And blazon'd shield, as hitherward we 
The faces of the Barons who display'd 

them [they seem'd ; 

Were all unknown to me. Brave youths 
Yet, siu^ly, fitter to adorn the tilt-yard, 
Than to be leaders of a war. Their fol- 
lowers, [selves unpractised — 
Young like themselves, seem hke them- 
Look at their battle-rank. 
Pri. I cannot gaze on't with undazzled 

eye, [and helmet. 

So thick the rays dart back from shield 
And sword and battle-axe, and spear and 

pennon. [self 

Sure 'tis a gallant show ! The Bruce nim- 

Hath often conquer' d at the head of fewer 

And worse appointed followers. 

ViP. Ay, but 'twas Bruce that led them. 

Reverend Father, [combat ; 

*Tis not the falchion's weight decides a 
It is the strong and skilful hand that 

wields it. [King, 

III fate, that we should lack the noble 
And all his champions now 1 Time call'd 

them not. 
For when I parted hence for Palestine, 
The brows of most were free from grizzled 

hair. [know, in Scotland 

Pri. Too true, alas! But well you 

Few hairs are silver'd underneath the 

helmet ; ['Mongst the laity, 

'Tis cowls like mine which hide them. 
War's the rash reaper, who thrusts in his 

sickle [years 

Before the grain is white. In threescore 
And ten, which I have seen, I have out- 
lived 
Well-nigh two generations of our nobles. 
The race which holds yon summit is the 

third. 
ViP. Thou mayst outlive them also. 
Pri. Heaven forfend I 

My prayer shall be, that Heaven will 

close my eyes. 
Before they look upon the wrath to come. 
ViP. Retire, retire, good Father! — 

Pray for Scotland — 
Think not on me. Here comes an ancient 

friend, 
Brother in arms, with whotiv to-Aay Y\V 
join me. 



Back to your choir, assemble all your 
brotherhood, [victory. 

And weary Heaven with prayers for 
Pri. Heaven's blessing rest with thee, 
Champion of Heaven, and of thy suffering 
country I 
[Exit Prior. Vipont draws a 
little aside and lets down the 
beaver of his helmet,'] 

Enter Swinton, followed by Reynald 
and others, to whom he speaks as he 
enters, 

Swi. Halt here, and plant my pennon, 

till the Regent 
Assign our band its station in the host. 
Rey. That must be by the Standard. 

We have had [at least. 

That right since good Saint David's reign 
Fain would I see the Marcher would dis- 
pute it. [general plants the soldier, 
Swi. Peace, Reynald 1 Where the 
There is his place of honour, and there only 
His valour can win worship. Thou'rt of 

those [wild semblance 

Who would have war's deep art bear the 
Of some disordered hunting, where, pell- 

mell, 
Each trusting to the swiftness of his horse. 
Gallants press on to see the quarry fall. 
Yon steel-clad Southrons, Reynald, are 

no deer ; 
And England's Edward is no stag at bay. 
ViP. {advancing). There need^ not, to 

blazon forth the Swinton, 
His ancient burgonet, the sable Boar 
Chain'd to the gnarl'd oak, — nor his proud 

step, 
Nor giant stature, nor the ponderous mace. 
Which only he, of Scotland's realm, can 

wield : 
His discipline and wisdom mark the leader. 
As doth his frame the champion. Hail, 

brave Swinton I 
Swi. Brave Templar, thanks! Such 

your cross'd shoulder speaks you ; 
But the closed visor which conceals your 

features [perhaps— 

Forbids more knowledge. Umfraville, 

ViP. (unclosing his helmet). No ; one 

less worthy of our sacred Order. 
Yet, unless Syrian suns have scorch'd my 

features 
Swart as my sable visor, Alan Swinton 
Will welcome Symon Vipont. 
Swi. [embracing him). As the blithe 

reaper [ripe harvest 

Welcomes a practised mate, when the 
lies deep befow him, and the sua i^ 
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Thou'lt follow yon old pennon, wilt thou 

not? 
'Tis tatter'd since thou saw'st it, and the 

Boar-heads [board, 

Look as if brought from off some Christmas 
Where knives had notch'd them deeply. 
ViP. Have with them, ne'ertheless. 

The Stuart's Chequer, [Lymphads, 
The Bloody Heart of Douglas, Ross's 
Sutherland's Wild-cats, nor the royal 

Lion, [them. 

Rampant in golden tressure, wins me from 
We'll back the Boar-heads bravely. I see 

round them [known to me. 

A chosen band of lances — ^some well 

Where's the main body of thy followers ? 

Swi. Symon de Vipont, thou dost see 

them all [battle, 

That Swinton's bugle-horn can call to 
However loud it rings. There's not a boy 
Left in my halls, whose arm has strength 

enough [hind. 

To bear a sword — ^there's not a man be- 
However old, who moves without a staff. 
Striplings and greybeards, every one is 

here, [them all ; 

And here all should be—Scotland needs 
And more and better men, were each a 

Hercules, 
And yonder handful centupled. 
ViP. A thousand followers — such, with 

friends and kinsmen. 
Allies and vassals, thouwert wont to lead — 
A thousand followers shrunk to sixty 

lances [sons, Sir Alan ? 

In twelve years* space?— And thy brave 
Alas 1 I fear to ask. [home 

Swi. All slain, De Vipont. In my empty 
A puny babe lisps to a widow'd mother, 
••Where is my grandsire! wherefore do 

you weep ? " [heirless. 

But for that prattler, Lyulph's house is 
I'm an old oak, from which the foresters 
Have hew'd four goodly boughs, and left 

beside me 
Only a sapling, which the fawn may crush 
As he springs over it. 
ViP. All slain ? — alas I 
Swi. Ay, all, De Vipont. And their 

attributes, [with the Axe — 

John with the Long Spear — ^Archibald 
Richard the Ready — and my youngest 

darling, [survive 

My Fair-hair'd William — do but now 
In measures which the grey-hair'd min- 
strels sing, 
When thev make maidens weep. 
ViP. These wars with England, they 

have rooted out [who might win 
The flowers of Christendom, Knights, 



The sepulchre of Christ from the rude 

Fall in unholy warfare ! [heathen, 

Swi. Unholy warfare? ay, well hast 

thou named it ; [yard shafts 

But not with England — ^would her cloth- 
Had bored their cuirasses 1 Their lives 

had been [defence 

Lost like their grandsire's, in the bold 
Of their dear country— but in private feud 
With the proud Gordon fell my Long- 

spear'd John, [Ready, 

He with the Axe, and he men cstll'd the 

Ay, and my Fair-hair'd Will — the Gordon's 

Devour' d my gallant issue. [wrath 

ViP. Since thou dost weep, their death 

is unavenged ? [See yonder rock, 

Swi. Templar, what think'st thou me ? 

From which the fountain gushes— is it less 

Compact of adamant, though waters flow 

from it ? [avenged ; 

Firm hearts have moister eyes. — They are 
I wept not till they were— till the proud 

Gordon [sword, 

Had with his life-blood dyed my father's 
In guerdon that he thinn'd my father's 

lineage, [Gordon 

And then I wept my sons; and, as the 
Lay at my feet, there was a tear for him, 
Which mingled with the rest. We had 

been friends, [gether. 

Had shared the banquet and the chase to- 
Fought side by side, — and our first cause 

of strife, [one ! 

Woe to the pride of both, was but a light 

ViP. You are at feud, then, with the 

mighty Gordon? [Border-land, 

Swi. At deadly feud. Here in this 

Where the sire's quarrels descend upon the 

son. 
As due a part of his inheritance. 
As the strong castle and the ancient blazon. 
Where private Vengeance holds the scales 

of justice, [lously 

Weighing each drop of blood as scrupu- 
As Jews or Lombards balance silver pence, 
Not in this land, 'twixt Solway and Saint 

Abb's, 
Rages a bitterer feud than mine and theirs, 
The Swinton and the Gordon. 
ViP. You, with some threescore lances 

— and the Gordon 
Leading a thousand followers. 
Swi. You rate him far too low. Since 

you sought Palestine, [ships 

He hath had grants of baronies and lord- 
In the far-distant North. A thousand 

horse [number'd. 

His southern friends and vassaU a.lw^^^ 
Add BadeivocYvVeirDL'^»«sv.^\xo\'sfc\x«vsw\><s?i 
audS>pe^ 
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He'll ooiint a thousand inorB.^And now, 

De Vipont, , 

If the Boar-heads seem in your eyes less 

worthy [ard — 

For lack of followers — seek yonder stand- 
The bounding Stag, with a brave host 

around it ; [field, 

There the young Gordon makes his earliest 
And pants to win his spurs^ His father's 

friend, [pennon, 

As well as mine, thou wert— go, join his 
And grace him with thy presence. 
ViP. When you were friends, I was the 

friend of both, 
And now I can be enemy to neither ; 
But my poor person, though but slight 

the aid, 
Joins on this field the banner of the two 
Which hath the smallest following. 
Swi. Spoke like the generous Knight, 

who gave up all, 
Leading and lordship, in a heathen land 
To fight, a Christian soldier 1 Yet, in 

earnest, [Gordon 

I pray, De Vipont, you would join the 
In this high battle. ' Tis a noble youth, — 
So fame doth vouch him, — amorous, 

quick, and valiant ; [may use 

Takes knighthood, too, this day, and well 
His spurs too rashly in the wish to win 

them. 
A friend like thee beside him in the fight. 
Were worth a hundred spears, to rein his 

valour [ag6d eagle 

And temper it with prudence: — 'tis the 
Teaches his brood to gaze upon the sun. 
With eye undazzled. 
ViP. Alas ! brave Swinton ! Wouldst 

thou train the hunter 
That soon must bring thee to the bay? 

Your custom, [custom, 

Your most unchristian, savage, nend-like 

Binds Gordon to avenge his father's death. 

S wi. Why, be it so 1 I look for nothing 

else: 
My part was acted when I slew his father, 
Avenging my four sons — Young Gordon's 

sword, [flict there 

If it should find my heart, can ne'er in- 
A pang so poignant as his father's did. 
But I would perish by a noble hand, 
And such will his be if he bear him nobly, 
Nobly and wisely on this field of Halidon. 

Enter a PURSUIVANT. 

Pur. Sir Knights, to council I— 'tis the 

Regent's order, [him instantly 

That knights and men of leading meet 

Before the royal standard. EdwaxOi b sxtDL^f 

Is seen from the hill summit. 



Swi. Say to the Regent, we obey his 

orders. [Exit PuRSUiTANT. 

[To Reynald*] Hold thou my casque, 

and furl my pennon up [crest, 

Close to the BtafL I will not show my 

Nor standard, till the oommoh foe shall 

challenge them. [Gordon 

I'll wake no civil strife, nor tempt the 

With aught that's like defiance. 

ViP. Will he not know your features? 

Swi. He never saw me. In the distant 

North, [tain'd him 

Against his will, 'tis said, his friends de- 

During his nurture— caring not, belike, 

To trust a pledge so precious near the 

Boar-tusks. 
It was a natural but needless caution ; 
I wage no war with children, for I thiik 
Too deeply on mine own. [the Gordon 
ViP. I have thought on it, and will see 
As we go hence to council. I do bear 
A cross, which binds me to be Christian 
priest, [grant, 

As well as Christian champion. God may 
That I, at once his father's friend and 

yours. 
May make some peace betwixt jrou. 
Swi. When that your priestly seal, and 
knightly valour. 
Shall force thegrave to render up the dead. 

[Exeunt severally. 

Scene II. 

The Summit of Halidon Hill, ie/ore the 
Eegent's Tent. The Royal Standard 
of Scotland is seen in the iackgnmndt 
with the Pennons and Banners oftht 
principal Nobles around it. 

Council of Scottish Nobles and Chiefs* 
Sutherland, Ross, Lennox, Max- 
well, and other Nobles of the highest 
rank, are close to the Regent's person, 
and in the act of keen debate. Vipont 
with Gordon and others remain 
grouped at some distance on the right 
hand of the Stage. On the left, slid- 
ing also apart, is Swinton, alone and 
bare-headed. The Nobles are dressed 
in Highland or Lowland habits, as his- 
torical costume requires. Trumpets^ 
Heralds, b'c, are in attendance. 

Len. Nay, Lordings, put no shame 

upon my counsels. 

I did but say, if we retired a little. 

We should have fairer field and better 

vantage. [himself— 

I've seen King Robert — ay, 'The Bruce 

Retreat six leagues in length, and think 

Tia ^Dai£A otv.'t. [haughty message, 

"^^^K^. K^» VpqJl >Kfii!kSi^ '^Aw^rf. Qsnt a 
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Defying lis to battle on this field. 
This veiy hill of Halidon; if we leave it 
Unfoiight Withal, it squares not with our 

honour. [allows the enemy» 

SWI. {flpart), A perilous honour that 

And such an enemy as this same Edward, 

To choose our field of battle 1 He knows 

how [master 

To make our Scottish pride betray its 
Into the pitfalL 

\puring this speech the debate eiinong 
the Nobles is continued, 
SuTH. (aloud). We will not back one 

furlongs — not one yard, [foe, 

No, nor one inch ; where'er we find the 
Or where the foe finds us^ there Will we 

fight him. 
Retreat will dull the spirit of our followers^ 
Who now stand prompt for battldt 
Ross. My Lords, methinks great 



Morarchatf has doubts, 



[seam 



That, if his Northern clans once turn the 

Of their check'd hose behind^ it will be 

To halt and rally them. [hard 

SUTH. Say'st thou, MacDonnell? — 

Add andther falsehood, [or traitor ? 

And name when Morarchat was coward 

Thine island race, as chronicles can tell. 

Were oft affianced to the Southron cause ; 

Loving the weight and temper of their 

gold [steel. 

More than the weight and temper of their 

Reg. Peace, my lords, ho. 

Ross, [throwing down his glove), 

MaoDonnell will not peace ! There lies 

my pledge. 
Proud Morarchat, to witness thee a liar. 
Max. Brought I all Nithsdale from 
the Western Border ; [England, 

Left i my towers exposed to foraying 
And thieving Annandale, to see such 
misrule? 
John. Who speaks of Annandale ? 
Dare Maxwell slander 
The gentle House of Lochwood 7% 
Reg. Peace, Lordings, once again. 
We represent 
The Majesty of Scotland^n our presence 
Brawling is treason. 
SUTH. Were it in presence of the King 
himself. 
What should prevent my saying-^— 

Enter Lindesay. 

LiN. You must determine quickly. 
Scarce a mile 



t Morarchate is the ancient Gaelic designa- 
tion of the Earls of Sutherland. 

X Lochwood Castle was the ancient Mat of 
the Johnstooes, Lords of Annandale. 



Parts our vanguard from Edward's. On 

the plain [clouds of dust. 

Bright gleams of armour flash through 
Like stars through frost-mist — steeds 

neigh, and weapons clash — 
And arrows soon will whistle — the worst 

sound [determine. 

That waits on English war. — ^You must 

Reg. We are determined. We will 

spare proud Edward [ward, Lords ; 
Half of the ground that parts us. — On- 
Saint Andrew strike for Scotland ! We 

will lead [Standard 

The middle ward ourselves, tne Royal 
Display'd beside us; and beneath its 

shadow [this day. 

Shall the young gallants, whom we knight 
Fight for their golden spurs. — Lennox, 

thou'rt wise, [rear. 

And wilt obey command — ^lead thou the 

LeN. The rear?— Why I the rear? 

The van were fitter [Bruce. 

For him who fought abreast with Robert 

6wi« (apart). Discretion hath forsaken 

Lennox too I Ting 

The wisdom he was forty years in gather- 
Has left him in an instant. 'Tis conta- 
Even to witness frenzy. [giousi 

SuTHi The Regent hath determined 

well. The rear [retreat. 

Suits him the best Who counselled our 

Len. Proud Northern Thane, the van 

were soon the rear, [there. 

Were thy disordered followers planted 

SuTH. Then, for that very word I 

make a vow, [soul, 

By my broad Earldom, and my father's 
That, if I have not leading of the van, 
I will not fight to-day 1 
Ross. Morarchat! thou the leading 

of the van ! 
Not whilst MacDonnell liveSi 
Swi. {apart). Nay, then a stone would 

speak. 
[Addresses the Regent.] May't please 

your Grace, [man's counsel, 

And you, great Lord^^ to hear an old 
That hath seen fights enow» These open 

bickerings [Grace 

Dishearten bM our hostt If that your 
With these great Earls and Lords must 
needs debate, [ment ; 

Let the closed tent conceal your disagree- 
Else 'twill be said, ill fares it with the 

flock, [nigh. 

If shepherds wrangle when the wolf is 

Reg. The old Knight counsels well. 

Let every Lord ^<«e.x 

Or Chief, "who\eaA&^Nfe\s»iv.^«^^sv«v ex 
I Follow lo to\\tid\--<A\«sra «c^ ^^sScsw^'^-^ 
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We'll have no vulgar censurers of our con- 
duct— [Looking at SwiNTON. 
Young Gordon, your high rank and 
numerous following [knighted. 
Give you a seat with us, though yet un- 
GoRDON. I pray you, pardon me. My 
youth's unfit [grey hairs 
To sit in council, when that Knight's 
And wisdom wait without. [you twice. 
Reg. I>o as you will ; we deign not bid 
[The Regent, Ross, Suther- 
land, Lennox, Maxwell, 
6*^., enter the Tent. The rest 
remain grouped about the Stage. 
GOR. (observing Swi.) That helmetless 
old Knight, his giant stature, 
His awful accents of rebuke and wisdom, 
Have caught my fancy strangely. He 
doth seem [dream'd of, 
' Like to some vision' d form which I have 
But never saw with waking eyes till now. 
I will accost him. 

ViP. Pray you, do not so ; [not. 

Anon I'll give you reason why you should 
There's other work in hand-^— 
GoR. I will but ask his name. There's 
in his presence [spell. 

Something that works upon me like a 
Or like the feeling made my childish ear 
Dote i^>on tales of superstitious dread, 
Attracting while they chill' d my heart with 

fear. 
Now, bom the Gordon, I do feel right well 
I'm bound to fear nought earthly — and I 
fear nought. 

I'll know who this man is 

[Accosts SwiNTON. 
Sir Knight, I pray you, of your gentle 
courtesy, [ashamed. 

To tell your honour d name. I am 
Being unknown in arms, to say that mine 
Is Adam Gordon. 
SwiNTON (shows emotion^ but instantly 
subdues it). It is a name that sound- 
eth in my ear 
Like to a death-kneU — ^ay, and like the call 
Of the shrill trumpet to the mortal hsts ; 
Yet, 'tis a name which ne'er hath been 

dishonour'd, 
And never will, I trust— most surely never 
By such a youth as thou. [this, 

GoR. There's a mysterious courtesy in 
And yet it yields no answer to my question. 
I trust you hold the Gordon not unworthy 
To know the name he asks ? 
Swi. Worthy of all that openness and 
honour 
May show to friend or foe — but, for my 

Dame, \ 

Vipont will show it you ; axvd, \i \1 so>iti^\ 



Harsh in your ear, remember that it knells 
there [least. 

But at your own request. This day, at 
Though seldom wont to keep it in con- 
cealment, [beard it. 
As there's no cause I should, you had not 

GoR. This strange 

ViP. The mystery is needful. Follow 
me. [ They retire behind the side sane. 
Swi. (looking after them), 'Tis a brave 
youth. How blush'd his noble cheek, 
While youthful modesty, and the embar- 
rassment 
Of curiosity, combined with wonder, 
And half-suspicionof someslight intended, 
All mingled in the flush : but soon 'twill 
deepen [Vipont!— 

Into revenge's glow. How slow is 
I wait the issue, as I've seen spectators 
Suspend the motion even of the eyelids, 
When the slow gunner, with his lighted 

match. 
Approach' d the charged cannon, in the act 
To waken its dread slumbers. — Now 'tis 
out ; [me, 

He draws his sword, and rushes towards 
Who will not seek nor shun him. 

Enter Gordon, withheld by Vipont. 

ViP. Hold, for the sake of Heaven! 

O, for the sake 
Of your dear coimtry, hold ! — Has Swm- 

ton slain your father, [parricide, 

And must you, therefore, be yourself a 
And stand recorded as the selfish traitor, 
Who in her hour of need, his country's 

cause [wrong? 

Deserts, that he may wreak a private 
Look to yon banner — that is Scotland's 
« standard; • [general; 

Look to the Regent — ^he is Scotland's 
Look to the English— they are Scotland's 

foemen I [Scotland, 

Bethink thee, then, thou art a son of 
And think on nought beside. 
GoR. He hath come here to brave me I 

— Off! unhand me! — [friend, 

Thou canst not be my father's ancient 
That stand'st 'twixt me and him who slew 

my father. [one passing thought 

Vip. You know not Swinton. Scarce 

Of his high mind was with you ; now, his 

soul [slay him 

Is fix'd on this day's battle. You might 
At unawares, before he saw your blade 

drawn, — 
Stand still, and watch him close. 

Enter lAAXVfKLL from the tent. 

^^\. How go our councils. Maxwell, 



Halidon Hilt. 



38' 



Max. As wild, as if the veiy wind and 
sea 
With every breeze and every billow 
For their precedence. [battled 

Swi. Most sure they are possess' d I 
Some evil spirit, [cretion. 

To mock their valom*, robs them of dis- 
Fie, fie upon 't 1 — O, that Dunfermline's 
tomb [red shore 

Could render up The Bruce ! that Spain's 
Could give us back the good Lord James 
of Douglas I [terror, 

Or that fierce Randolph, with his voice of 
Were here, to awe these brawlers to sub- 
mission 1 [at more leisure now. 
ViP. to GOR. Thou hast perused him 
GOR. I see the giant form which all 
men speak of, 
The stately port — but^not the sullen eye, 
Not the bloodthirsty look, that should 
belong [need 
To him that made me orphan. I shall 
To name my father twice ere I can strike 
At such grey hairs, and face of such com- 
mand; 
Yet my hand clenches on my falchion hilt, 
In token he shall die. 

ViP. Need I again remind you, that the 

Permits not private quarrel ? [place 

GrOR. I'm calm. I will not seek — ^nay, 

I will shun it — [fashion. 

And yet methinks that such debate's the 

You've heard how taunts, reproaches, and 

the he, [mouth ; 

The lie itself, have flown from mouth to 

As if a band of peasants were disputing 

About a foot-ball match, rather than 

Chiefs 

Were ordering a battle. I am young. 

And lack experience; tell me, brave De 

Vipont, [tine? 

Is such the iiEishion of your wars in rales- 

ViP. Such it at times hath been ; and 

then the Cross [cause 

Hath sunk before the Crescent. Heaven's 

Won us^not victory where wisdom was 

not.— 
Behold yon English host come slowly on. 
With equal front, rank marshall'd upon 

rank. 
As if one spirit ruled one moving body ; 
The leaders, in their places, each prepared 
To charge, support, and rally, as the for- 
tune [ours, 
Of changeful battle needs : then look on 
Broken, disjointed, as the tumbling surges 
Which the winds wake at random. Look 

on both. 
And dread the issue ; yet there might be 
succour. 



GoR. We're fearfully o'ermatch'd in 

discipline ; 
So even my inexperienced eye can judge. 
What succour save in Heaven ? 
ViP. Heaven acts by human means. 

The artist's skill 
SuppUes in war, as in mechanic crafts. 
Deficiency of tools. There's courage, 

wisdom. 
And skill enough, hve in one leader here, 
As, flung into the balance, might avail 
To counterpoise the odds 'twixt that ruled 

host [name him. 

And our wild multitude. — ^I must not 

GoR. I guess, but dare not ask. — What 

band is yonder, [discipline 

Arranged as closely as the English 
Hath marshall'd their best files ? 

ViP. Know'st thou not the pennon ? 
One day, perhaps, thou 'It see it all too 
It is Sir Alan Swinton's. [closely ; — 

GoR. These, then, are his, — the relics 

of his power ; 
Yet worth an host of ordinary men. — 
And I must slay my country's sagest 

leader, [handful. 

And crush by numbers that determined 
When most my coimtry needs their prac- 
tised aid, [Gordon ; 
Or men will say, ' ' There goes degenerate 
His father's blood is on the Swinton's 

sword, 
And his is in his scabbard 1" . \Muses, 
ViP. \apart\ High blood and mettle, 

mix'd witn early wisdom. 
Sparkle in this brave youth . If he survive 
This evil-omen'd day, I pawn my word, 
That, in the ruin which I now forbode, 
Scotland has treasure left. — How close he 

eyes hate. 

Each look and step of Swinton ! Is it 

Or is it admiration, or are both 

Commingled strangely in that steady gaze? 

[Swinton and Maxwell return from 

the bottom of the stage. 
Max. The storm is laid at length 

amongst these counsellors ; 
See, they comd forth. 

Swi. And it is more than time ; 
For I can mark the vanguard archery 
Handling their quivers — bending up their 

bows. 

Enter the Regent and Scottish Lords, 

Reg. Thus shall it be, then, since we 

may no better, [way 

And, since no Lord will yield one jot of 

To this high urgency, or give the vatiguasd 

Up to anoVhei' s ^;oJkdASi<c&, ^^ ^"^ -siiBv^ft. 

them 
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Even on this bent ; and as our troops are 

rank'd, 
So shall they meet the foe. Chiefs nor 
Thane, [dence 

Nor Noble, can complain of the prece- 
Which chance has thus assign'd him. 

Swi. {apart), O, sage discipline. 
That leaves to chance the marshalling of 
a battle I 
GoR. Move him to speech, De Vipont. 
ViP. Move him / — Move whom ? 
GoR. Even him» whom, but brief space 
since. 
My hand did bum to put to utter silence. 
ViP. 1*11 move it to him. — Swinton, 
speak to them ; 
They lack thy coimsel sorely. 
Swi. Had I the thousand spears which 
once I led, [wisdom 

I had not thus been silent. But men's 
Is rated by their means. From the poor 
leader [weight ? 

Of sixty lances, who seeks words of 
GOR. (steps fot ward). Swinton, there's 
that of wisdom on thy brow, 
And valour in thine eye, and that of peril 
In this most urgent hour, that bids me 
say, — [speak, 

Bids me, thy mortal foe, say, — Swinton, 
For King and Cotmtry's sake. 
Swi. Nay, if that voice commands me, 
speak I will ; 
It sounds as if the dead lays charge on me. 
Reg. {to Lennox, with whom he has 
been consulting), 'Tis better than 
you think. This broad hill-side 
Affords fair compass for our power's dis- 
play, 
Rank above rank rising in seemly tiers ; 
So that the rearward stands as fair and 

opeu [English archer. 

Swi. As e'er stood mark before an 
Reg. Who dares to say so? — Who is't 
Our rule of discipline ? [dare impeach 
Swi. A poor Knight of these Marches, 
good my Lord ; [here, 

Alan of Swinton, who hath kept a house 
He and his ancestry, since the old days 
Of Malcolm, called the Maiden. 
Reg. You have brought here, even to 
this pitched field, 
In which the Royal Banner is display'd, 
I think some sixty spears, Sir Knight of 
Our musters name no more. [Swinton ; 
Swi. I brought each man I had ; and 
Chief, or Earl, [more : 

Thane, Duke, or dignitary, brings no 
And with them brought I what may here 
be useful — ^^coCiaxk!^ 

An aghd eye; which, what m Bai6^axli\K«ai^^.^^^>^^x!L'S.. 



Spain, France, and Flanders, hath seen 

fifty battles, [stark hand too, 

And ta'en some judgment of them; a 
Which plays as with a straw with this 

same mace, — [more lightly, 

Which if a young arm here c^n wield 
I never more will offer word of counsel 
Len. Hear him, my Lord j it is the 

noble Swinton — 
He hath had high experience. 

Max. He is noted 

The wisest warrior 'twixt the Tweed and 
X do beseech you, hear him. [Solway,— 
John. Ay, hear the Swinton— hear 

stout old Sir Alan ; [once. 

Maxwell and Johnstone both agree for 

Reg. Where's your impatience now? 

Late you were all for battle, would not 

hear [gaze 

Ourself pronounce d, word — and now you 
On yon old warrior, in his antique armour, 
As if he were arisen from the dead, 
To bring ui^ Bruce's counsel for the 

battle. [he who fought 

Swi. 'Tis a proud word to speak ; but 
Long under Robert Bruce, may some- 
thing guess, 
Without communication with the dead, 
At what he would have counseU'd.— Bruce 

had bidden ye [broadly 

Review your battle-order, marshall'd 
Here on the bare hill-side, and bidden 

you mark [down 

Yon clouds of Southron archers, bearing 
To the green meadow-lands which stretd 

beneath — [to-day 

The Bruce had wam'd you, not a shaft 
But shall find mark within a Scottish 

bosom, [boys, 

If thus our field be order'd. The callow 
Who draw but four-foot bows, ^hall gall 

our front, [rear, 

While on our mainward, and upon the 
The cloth-yard shafts shall fall like death's 

own darts, [find a mark. 

And, though blind men discharge them, 
Thus shall we die the death of slaugbter'd 

deer, [ease 

Which, driven into the toils, are shot at 
By boys and women, while they toss aloft 
All idly and in vain their branchy boma^ 
As we shall shake our unavailing spears. 
Reg. Tush, tell not me 1 If theirsbot 

fall like hail. 
Our men have Milan coats to bear it out 
Swi. Never did firmourer temper sted 

on stithy taow; 

That made sure fence against m( E^gUsb 
K c:c»>Qr«^ gossamer were g^ard 9Sk good 
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Rbo^ Who fears a wasp-sting? 
Swi. I, my Lord, fear none ; 

Yet should a wise man brush the insect off, 
Or he may smart for it. 

Reg. We '11 keep the hill ; it is the 

vantage-groimd 
When the main battle joins. 
Swi. It ne'er will join, while their light 

archery [horse. 

Can foil our spearmen and our barbed 
To hope Plantagenet would seek close 

combat 
When he can conquer riskless, is to deem 
Sagacious Edward simpler than a babe 
In battle-knowledge. Keep the hill, my 

Lord, 
With the main body, if it is your pleasure ; 
But let a body of your chosen horse 
Make execution on yon waspish archers. 
I've done such work before, and love it 

well ; 
If 'tis your pleasure to give me the leading, 
llie dajnes of Sherwood, Inglewood, and 

Weardale, [venison, 

Shall sit in widowhood and long for 
And long in vain. Whoe'er remembers 

Bannockbum, — [loud trumpet. 

And when shall Scotsman, till the last 
Forget that stirring word I — ^knows that 

great battle 
Even thus was fought and won. 
Lbn. This is the shortest road to bandy 

blows ; [back. 

For when the bills step forth and bows go 
Then is the moment that our hardy spear- 
men, [bom hearts. 
With their strong bodies, and their stub- 
And limbs well knit by mountain exercise, 
At the close tug shall foil the short- 

breath'd Southron. [won ; 

Swi. I do not say the field will thus be 

The English host is numerous, brave, and 

loyal ; [art, 

Their Monarch most accomplish'd in war's 

Skill'd, resolute, and wary-^— [victory, 

Reg. And if your scheme secure not 

What does it promise us ? 

Swi. This much at least, — 

Darkling we shall not die : the peasant's 

shaft, Upurpose, 

Loosen'd perchance without an aim or 
Shall not drink up the life-blood we derive 
From those famed ancestors, who made 

their breasts (jears. 

This frontier's barrier for a thousand 
We'll meet these Southron jaravely hand 

to hand, [weapon ; 

And eye to eye, and weapon against 
Each man who falls shall see the foe who 

strikes Mm. 



While our good blades are faithful to the 

hilts. 
And our g-ood hands to these good blades 
are faithful, [avenged — 

Blow shall meet blow, and none fall un- 
We shall not bleed alone. 

Reg. And this is all 

Your wisdom hath devised? 
Swi. Not all ; for I would pray you, 
noble Lords 
(If one, among the guilty guiltiest, might). 
For this one day to charm to ten hours' 

rest 
The never-d)ring worm of deadly feud. 
That gnaws our vexfed hearts — ^think no 
one foe [remain, . 

Save Edward and his host : — days will 
Ay, days by far too many will remain, 
To avenge old feuds or struggles for pre- 
cedence ; — [self. 
Let this one day be Scotland's. — For my- 
If there is any here may claim from me 
(As well may chance) a debt of blood and 

hatred, 
My life is his to-morrow unresisting. 
So he to-day will let me do the best 
That my old arm may achieve for the dear 

country 
That's mother to us both. 

[Gordon shows much emotion 
during this and the preceding 
speech of Swinton. 
Reg. It is a dream — a vision 1 — if one 
troop [follow. 

Rush down upon the archers, all will 
And order is destroyed — we'll keep the 
battle-rank [Ho ! 

Our fathers wont to do. No more on't. — 
Where be those youths seek knighthood 
from our sword? 
Her. Here are the Gordon, Somerville, 
and Hay, [more. 

And Hepburn, with a score of gallants 
Reg. Gordon, stand forth. 
GoR. I pray your Grace forgive me. 
Reg. How I seek you not for knight- 
hood? 
GoR. I do thirst for't. 

But, pardon me — ^'tis from another sword. 
Reg. It is your Sovereign's — ^seek you 

for a worthier? 
GoR. Who would drink purely^ seeks 
the secret fountain, 
How small soever— not the general stream , 
Though it be deep and wide. My Lord, 
I seek [our'd weapon 

The boon of knighthood nrom the hon- 
Of the best knight, and of the sa.<^^t. 

leader, 
That evei graced, a "Ati^ oi OcSw^C^x^ * 
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—Therefore, I beg the boon on bended 

knee, 
Even from Sir Alan Swinton, [Kneels, 
Reg. Degenerate boy I Abject at once 

and insolent ! — [father I 

See, Lords, he kneels to him that slew his 

GOR. (starting up). Shame be on him 

who speaks such shameful word ! 
Shame be on him, whose tongue would 

sow dissension, [Scotsmen 

When most the time demands tnat native 
Forget each private wrong \ 
Swi. [interrupting him). Youth, since 

you crave me 
To be your sire in chivalry, I remind you 
War has its duties, Office has its rever- 
ence ; [Sovereign ; 
Who governs in the Sovereign's name is 
Crave the Lord Regent's pardon. 
GoR. You task me justly, and I crave 

his pardon, [Bows to the Regent. 

His and these noble Lords'; and pray 

them all [presence. 

Bear witness to my words.— Ye noble 
Here I remit unto the Knight of Swinton 
All bitter memory of my father's slaughter. 
All thoughts of malice, hatred, and re- 
venge ; 
By no base fear or composition moved. 
But by the thought that in our country's 

battle [him 

All hearts should be as one. I do forgive 
As freely as I pray to be forgiven. 
And once more kneel to him to sue for 

knighthood. 
Swi. (affected, and drawing his sword). 
Alas ! brave youth, 'tis I should kneel to 

you, [sword 

And, tendering thee the hilt of the fell 
That made thee fatherless, bid thee use 

the point [boon — 

After thine own discretion. For thy 
Trumpets, be ready —In the Holiest name. 
And in Our Lady's and Saint Andrew's 

name, 
[ Touching his shoulder with his sword, 
I dub thee Knight! — Arise, Sir Adam 

Gordon ! 
Be faithful, brave, and O, be fortunate, 
Should this ill hour permit ! 

(The trumpets sound ; the Heralds 
cry "Largesse," and the Atten- 
dants shout "A Gordon 1 A Gor- 
don I" 
Reg. Beggars and flatterers 1 Peace, 

peace, I say I [be made 

We'll to the Standard ; knights shall there 
Who vnYL with better reason crave your 

ciamour. 
Lrn, WhsX of Swinton' s counsel^ 



Here's Maicwell and myself think it worth 
noting. 
Reg. \yoith concentrated indignation). 
Let the best knight, and let the sagest 
leader— [father- 

So Gordon quotes the man who slew his 
With his old pedigree and heavy mace. 
Essay the adventure if it pleases him. 
With his fair threescore horse. As for 

ourselves. 

We will not peril aught upon the measure. 

GoR. Lord Regent, you mistake ; for if 

Sir Alan [calls 

Shall venture such attack, each man who 

The Gordon Chief, and hopes or fears 

from him 
Or good or evil, follows Swinton's banner 
In this achievement. 
Reg. Why, God ha* mercy I This is 
of a piece. [counsel, 

Let young and old e'en follow their own 
Since none will list to mine. 
Ross. The Border cockerel fain would 
be on horseback ; 
'Tis safe to be prepared for fight or flight : 
And this comes of it to give Northern lands 
To the false Norman blood. 
GoR. Hearken, proud Chief of Isles I 
Within my stalls [riders 

I have two hundred horse ; two hundied 
Mount guard upon my castle, who would 
tread [shanks, 

Into the dust a thousand of your Red- 
Nor count it a day's service. 

Swi. Hear I this 

From thee, young man, and on the day of 
And to the brave MacDonnell ?i [battle? 
GoR. 'Twas he that urged me ; but I 
am rebuked. [to his master If 

Reg. He crouches like a leash-hound 
Swi. Each hound must do so that 
would head the deer — [master. 

'Tis mongrel curs that snatch at mate or 
Reg. Too much of this. Sirs, to the 
Royal Standard I [David. 

I bid you, in the name of good King 
Sound trumpets — soimd for Scotland and 
King David I 
[The Regent and the rest gooff, 
and the Scene closes, Manent 
Gordon, Swinton, and Vi- 
PONT, with Reynald and fol- 
lowers. Lennox follows the 
Regent ; but returns, and ad- 
dresses Swinton. 

Len. O, were my western horsemen 
but come up. 
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I would take paxt with you I 

Swi. Better that you remain ; 

They lack discretion ; such grey head as 
May best supply that want. [yours 

Lennox, mine ancient friend, and honour'd 
Farewell, I think, for ever ! [lord, 

Len. Farewell, brave friend I — and fare- 
well, noble Gordon, 
Whose sun will be eclipsed even as it rises ! — 
The R^ent will not aid you. 
Swi. We will so bear us, that as soon 
the bloodhound [his comrade 

Shall halt, and take no part, what time 
Is grappling with the deer, as he stand 
And see us overmatch'd. [still, 

Len. Alasl thou dost not know how 
mean his pride is. 
How strong his envy. 
Swi. Then we will die, and leave the 
shame with him. \Exit Lennox. 
Vip. Uo Gordon). What ails thee, 
noble youth? What means this 
pause? 
Thou dost not rue thy generosity ? 
GoR. 1 have been hurried on by strong 
impulse, 
Like to a bark that scuds before the storm, 
Till driven upon some strange and distant 
coast, [not forgiven ? 

Which never pilot dream'd of. — Have I 
And am I not still fatherless ? 

Swi. Gordon, no; 

For while we live I am a father to thee. 
GoR. Thou, Swin ton? — no! — that can- 
not, cannot be. 
Swi. Then change the phrase, and say, 
that while we Uve, [fatherless, 

Gordon shall be my son. It thou art 
Am I not childless too? Bethink thee, 
Gordon, [hold fire, 

Our death-feud was not like the house- 
Which the poor peasant hides among its 
embers, [ing. 

To smoulder on, and wait a time forwak- 
Ours was the conflagration of the forest. 
Which, in its fiuy, spares nor sprout nor 
stem, [guish'd. 

Hoar oak, nor sapling— not to be extin- 
Till Heaven, in mercy, sends down all her 
waters ; [for ever ; 

But, once subdued, its flame is quench'd 
And spring shall hide the tract of devasta- 
tion, thy hand. 
With foliage and with flowers.— Give me 
GOR. My hand and heart I — ^And freely 

now !— to fight I 
Vip. How will you act? [7\?Swinton.] 
The Gordon's band and thine 
Are in the rearward left, I think, in 
scorn — 
a B 



111 post for them who wish to charge the 

foremost I 

Swi. We'll turn that scorn to vantage, 

and descend [there must be — 

Sidelong the hill — some winding path 

O, for a well-skill'd guide ! 

[Hob H attely starts upfront a 
thickets 
Hob. So here he stands. — An ancient 
friend, Sir Alan. 
Hob Hattely, or, if you like it better, 
Hob of the Heron Plume, here stands 
your guide. [rious knave, 

Swi. An ancient friend? — a most noto- 
Whose throat I've destin'd to the dodder'd 
oak [more. 

Before my castle, these ten months and 
Was it not you who drove from Simprim- 

mains, 

And Swinton-quarter, sixty head of cattle? 

Hob. What then, if now I lead your 

sixty lances [spoil 

Upon the English flank, where they'll find 

Is worth six hundred beeves ? 

Swi. Why, thou canst do it, knave. I 

would not trust thee [life. 

With one poor bullock ; yet would risk my 

And all my followers, on thine honest 

guidance. [creet one 

Hob. There is a dingle, and a most dis- 

(I've trod each step by star-light), that 

sweeps round [secretly 

The rearward of this hill, and opens 

Upon the archers' flank. — Will not that 

Your present turn. Sir Alan ? [serve 

Swi. Bravely, bravely I 

GoR. Mount, sirs, and cry my slogan. 

Let all who love the Gordon follow me I 

Swi. Ay, let all follow— but in silence 

follow ; [form — 

Scare not the hare that's couchant on her 

The cushat from her nest — brush not, if 

possible, 
The dew-drop from the spray — 
Let no one whisper, until I cry, ' ' Havoc I ** 
Then shout as loud's ye will.— On, on, 
brave Hob ; [Scotsman I 

On, thou false thief, but yet most faithful 

\Exeunt» 

ACT II.— Scene I. 

A rising Ground immediately in front of 
the Position of the English Main Body. 
Percy, Chandos, Ribaumont, and 
other English and Norman Nobles, are 
grouped on the Stage, 

Per. The Scots still keep the hiU— tha 
sun gto>Ns\\\^\ 
I Would t]ha.l X\i^ Onai^'t niCkxiiL^ vsvsaS^ 
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Cha. Thou scent'st the slajighter, 
Percy. — ^Who comes here ? 

Enter the Abbot of Walthamstow. 

Now, by my life, the holy priest of Wal- 
thamstow, 
Like to a lamb among a herd of wolves ! 
See, he's about to bleat. 
Ab. The King, methinks, delays the 
onset long. [rat-catcher, 

Cha. Your general. Father, like your 
Pauses to bait Ms traps, and set his snares. 
Ab. The metaphor is decent. 
Cha. Reverend sir, 

I will uphold it just. Our good King 

Edward 
Will presently come to this battle-field. 
And speak to you of the last tilting match. 
Or of some feat he did a twenty years since ; 
But not a word of the day's work before 
him. [you. 

Even as the artist, sir, whose name offends 
Sits prosing o'er his can, until the trap fall, 
Announcing that the vermin are secured. 
And then 'tis up, and on them. 

Per. Chandos, you give your tongue 

too bold a licence. 
Cha. Percy, I am a necessary evil 
King Edward would not want me, if he 
could, [value. 

And could not, if he would. I know my 
My heavy hand excuses my light tongue. 
So men wear weighty swords in their de- 
fence. 
Although they may offend the tender shin, 
When the steel-boot is dofif'd. 

Ab. My Lord of Chandos, 

This is but idle speech on brink of battle. 
When Christian men should think upon 

their sins ; 
For as the tree falls, so the trunk must he, 
Be it for good or evil. Lord, bethink thee. 
Thou hast withheld from our most reverend 

house 
The tithes of Everingham and Settleton ; 
Wilt thou make satisfaction to the Church, 
Before her thunders strike thee? I do 
In most paternal sort. [warn thee 

Cha. I thank you, Father, fihally. 
Though but a truant son of Holy Church, 
I would not chooseto undergo hercensures. 
When Scottish blades are waving at my 
I'll make fair composition. [throat. 

Ab. No composition; I'll have all, or 
none. [I'll take my chance, 

Cha. None, then— 'tis soonest spoke. 
And trust my sinful soul to Heaven's 
mercy, [thee— 

Rather than risk my vrorldXy sooda vn^ 
My hour may not be oome. 



Ab. Impious — ^impenitent — 

Per. Hush!— the King— the King! 

£nter King Edward, attended by 
Baliol and others. 

King (apart to Cha.). Hark hither. 
Chandos ! — Have the Yorkshire 
Yet join'd the vanguard? [archers 

Cha. They are marching thither. 

K. Ed. Bid them make haste, for 
shame — send a quick rider, [venison, 
The loitering knaves I were it to steal my 
Their steps were light enough. — How 
now, Sir Abbot ? [with us 

Say, is your Reverence come to study 
The princely art of war? 
Ab. I've had a lecture from my Lord 
of Chandos, [catclier. 

In which he term'd your Grace a rat- 
K. Ed. Chandos, how's this? 
Cha. O, I will prove it, sir!- These 
skipping Scots [and Baliol, 

Have changed a dozen times 'twiirt Bruce 
Quitting each House when it began to 
totter; [too, as rats. 

They're fierce and cunning, treacherous. 
And we, as such, will smoke them in their 
fastnesses. 
K. Ed. These rats have seen your badc» 
my Lord of Chandos, 
And noble Percy's too. [weltering 

Per. Ay ; but the mass which now lies 
On yon hill-side, like a Leviathan 
That's stranded on the shallows, then had 

soul in't. 
Order and discipline, and power of action. 
Now 'tis a headless corpse, which only 
shows, [mains in't. 

By wild convulsions, that some life re- 
K. Ed. True, they had once a head; 
and 'twas a wise, 
Although a rebel head. 
Ab. {bowing to the King). Would he 
, were here! we should find one to 

match him. 
K. Ed. There's something in that wish 
which wakes an echo 
Within my bosom. Yet it is as well, 
Or better, that The Bruce is in his grave. 
We have enough of powerfiil foes on 
earth, — [worUs. 

No need to summon them from other 
Per. Your Grace ne'er met The Brace? 
K. Ed. Never himself; but in iny 
earliest field 
I did encounter with his famous captains, 
Douglas and Randolph. Faith 1 they 
press'd me hard. [with a questioo, 
^a. VL^ LAeee, if I might urge fW 
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K. £d. (sharply). Go look your breviary. 
CUA. {apart). The Abbot has it— Ed- 
ward will not answer 
On that nice point. We must observe his 

\^\\monx, --{Addresses the King.] 
Your first campaign, my Liege?— That 

was in Weardale, [night ruffle, 

When Douglas gave our camp yon mid- 
And tum'd men's beds to biers. 
K. Ed. Ay, by Saint Edward!— I 

escaped right nearly. 
I was a soldier then for holidays. 
And slept not in mine armour : my safe rest 
Was startled by the cry of "Douglas! 

Douglas I" 
And by my couch, a grisly chamberlain, 
Stood Alan Swinton, with his bloody 

mace. [chaplain. 

It was a churchman saved me — my stout 
Heaven quit his spirit! caughtaweapon up. 
And grappled with the giant. — How now, 

Louis? 

Enter an Officer, who whispers the King. 

K« Ed, Say to him, — thus — and thus — 

[Whispers, 

Ab. That Swinton's dead. A monk of 

ours reported, [grimage, 

Bound homeward from Saint Ninian's pil- 

The Lord of Gordon slew him. 

Per. Father, and if your house stood 
on our borders, [ton lives, 

You might have cause to know that Swin- 
And is on horseback yet. 

Cha. lie slew the Gordon, 

That's all the difference — a very trifle. 

Ab. Trifling to those who wage a war 
Than with the arm of flesh, [more noble 
Cha. {apart). The Abbot's vex'd, I'll 
rub the sore for him. — 
{Aloud.) I have seen priests that used 
that arm of flesh, [Father, 

And used it sturdily. — Most reverend 
What say you to the chaplain's deed of arms 
In the King's tent at Weardale? 
Ab. It was most sinful, being against 
the canon > |j>ons ; 

Piohibiting all churchmen to bear wea- 
And as he fell in that unseemly guise. 
Perchance his soul may rue it. 
K. Ed. (overhearing the last words). 
Who may rue? 
And what is to be rued? 
Cha. (apart). I'll match his Reverence 
for the tithes of Everingham. 
— The Abbot says, my Liege, the deed 
was sinful, [weapons. 

By which your chaplain, wielding secular 
Secured your Grace's life and hbMerty, 
And that he suffers foft in purgatory. 



K. Ed. (to the Abbot). Say'st thou my 
chaplain is in purgatory? [Liege. 
Ab. It is the canon speaks it, good my 
K. Ed. In purgatory ! thou shalt pray 
him out on't, 
Or I wiU make thee wish thyself beside him. 
Ab. My Lord, perchance his soul is 
past the aid [place 

Of all the Church may do — there is a 
From which there's no redemption. 
K. Ed. And if I thought my faithful 
chaplain there, 
Thou shouldst there join him, priest 1 — 

Go, watch, fast, pray, 
And let me have such prayecs as will 

storm Heaven — 
None of your maim'd and mutter'd hunt- 
ing masses. 
Ab. (apart to Cha.). For God's sake 

take him off. 
Cha. Wilt thou compound, then. 
The tithes of Everingham ? 
K. Ed. I tell thee, if thou bear'st the 
keys of Heaven, [them 

Abbot, thou shalt not turn a bolt with 
'Gainst any well-deserving English subject. 
Ab. (to Cha.). We will compound, and 
grant thee, too, a share [it much, 
r the next indulgence. Thou dost need 
And greatly 'twill avail thee. 

Cha. Enough — we're friends, and when 
I will strike in.— [occasion serves, 
\Loohs as if towards the Scottish Army, 
IC. Ed. Answer, proud Abbot; is my 
chaplain's soul, [place? 

If thou knowest aught on't, in the evil 
Cha. My Liege, the Yorkshire men 
have gain'd the meadow. 
I see the pennon green of merry Sherwood. 
K. Ed. Then give the signal instant I 
We have lost 
But too much time already. 
Ab. My Liege, your holy chaplain's 
blessed soul — [this a time 

K. Ed. To hell with it and thee ! Is 
To speak of monks and chaplains ? 

[Flourish of Trumpets^ answered by 
a distant sound of Bugles. 
See, Chandos, Percy — Ha, Saint George ! 
Saint Eldward ! [shower, 

See it descending now, the fatal hail- 
The storm of England's wrath — sure, 
swift, resistless, [English hearts ! 
Which no mail-coat can brook. — Brave 
How close they shoot together!— as one 
eye [hand 

Had aim'd five thousand shafts — as if one 
Had loosed five thousand bow-strings I 
Per. '\>afcVJK^O«.H^i^«^ 
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K. Ed. It falls on those shall see the 
sun no more. [them. 

The winged, the resistless plague is with 
How their vexed host is reeling to and 
fro, [in him, 

Like the chafed whale with fifty lances 
They do not see, and cannot shun the 
wound. [wing, 

The storm is viewless as death's sable 
Unerring as his scythe. 
Per. Horses and riders are going down 
together. 
'Tis almost pity to see nobles fall, 
And by a peasant's arrow. 

Bal. I could weep them. 

Although they are my rebels. 
Cha. (aside to Per.). His conquerors, 
he means, who cast him out 
From his usurped kingdom.— (y4/(C7iw?.) 

'Tis the worst of it, 
That knights can claim small honoiu* in 

the field 
•Which archers win, unaided by oiu" lances. 
K. Ed. The battle is not ended. 

[Looks towards the field. 
Not ended ? — ^scarce begun 1 What horse 

are these. 
Rush from the thicket underneath the hill? 
Per. They're Hainaulters, the followers 

of Queen Isabel. 
K. Ed. {hastily). Hainaulters ! — thou 
art blind — wear Hainaulters 
Saint Andrew's silver cross?— or would 

they charge 
Full on our archers, and make havoc of 

them ? — 
Bruce is alive again — ho, rescue ! rescue ! — 
Who was't survey'd the ground? 
RiBA. Most royal Liege — 
K. Ed. a rose hath fallen from thy 

chaplet,+ Ribaumont. 
Rib A. I'll win it back, or lay my head 
beside it. [^Exit. 

K. Ed. Saint George! Saint Edward! 
Gentlemen, to horse, [men ; 

And to the rescue ! — Percy, lead the bill- 
Chandos, do thou bring up the men-at- 
arms. — [down 
If yonder numerous host should now bear 
Bold as their vanguard {to the Addot), 

thou mayst pray for us. 
We may need good men's prayers. — ^To 

the rescue, 
Lords, to the rescue 1 ha, Saint George ! 
Saint Edward ! [Exeunt, 

t The well-known expression by which Robert 

Bruce censured the negligence of Randolph, 

for permitting an English body of cavalry to 

pass his Hank on the day precedvng lYie W\.\\& 

o/'Bannockbum. 



Scene II. 

A part of the Field of Battle betwixt the 
two Main A rmies. Tumults behind the 
scenes ; alarums, and cries of * * Gordon I 
a Gordon I " • • Swinton 1" &c. 

Enter, as victorious over the English van- 
guard, ViPONT, Reynald, and others, 

ViP. 'Tis sweet to hear these war-cries 

sound together, — 

Gordon and Swinton. [strange withal. 

Rey. 'Tis passing pleasant, yet 'tis 

Faith, when at first I heard the Gordon's 

slogan [down 

Sounded so near me, I had nigh stnick 

The knave who cried it. 

Enter Swinton and Gtordon. 
Swi. Pitch down my [>ennon in yon 
holly bush. [them wave, 

GoR. Mine in the thorn beside it ; let 
As fought this mom their masters, side by 
side. [their ranks 

Swi. Let the men rally, and restore 
Here in this vantage-ground— disorder'd 
chase [our part. 

Leads to disorder'd flight ; we have done 
And if we're succour'd now, Plantagenet 
Must turn his bridle southward. — 
Reynald, spur to the Regent with the 
basnet [guard ; 

Of stout De Grey, the leader of their van- 
Say, that in battle-front the Gordon slew 
him, [cour. 

And by that token bid him send us suo 
GoR. And tell him that when Selby's 
headlong charge [ smote him. 

Had well-nigh borne me down, Sir Alan 
I cannot send his helmet, never nutshell 
Went to so many shivers. — Haricye, 
grooms ! [ To those behind the scenes. 
Why do you let my noble steed stand 
After so hot a course ? [stiffening 

Swi. Ay, breathe your horses, they'll 
have work anon, [on us. 

For Edward's men-at-arms will soon be 
The flower of England, Gascony, and 
Flanders ; [bravely.— 

But with swift succour we will bide them 
De Vipont, thou look'st sad. [sword 

ViP. It is because I hold a Templar's 
Wet to the crossed hilt with Christian 
blood. [what can gild 

Swi. The blood of English archeis— 
A Scottish blade more bravely? 
Vip. Even therefore grieve I for those 
gallant yeomen, 
England's pecuhar and appropriate sons, 
Kno>vn in no other land, ^ch boasts 
\ his hearth [barony, 

\kxi<5L %!^<\ «& \£<^ ^si the best lord lus 
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Owing subjection to no human vassalage, 
Save to their King and law. Hence are 

they resolute, 
Leading the van on every day of battle, 
As men who know the blessings they 

defend. [peace, 

Hence are they frank and generous in 
As men who have their portion in its 

plenty. [happiness 

No other kingdom shows such worth and 
Veil'd in such low estate — therefore I 

mourn them. [Scots, 

Swi. I'll keep my sorrow for oiu" native 
Who, spite of hardship, poverty, oppres- 
sion, [banner, 
Still follow to the field their Chieftain's 
And die in the defence on't. 
GOK. And if I live and see my halls 

again, [fight for. 

They shall have portion in the good they 
Each hardy follower shall have his field, 
His household hearth and sod-built home, 

as free [happy ! — 

As ever Southron had. They shall be 
And my Elizabeth shall smile to see it I — 
I have betray'd myself. 

Swi. Do not believe it.— 

Vipont, do thou look out from yonder 

height. 
And see what motion in the Scottish host, 
And in King Edward's.— [^;wV Vipont. 

Now will I counsel thee ; 
The Templar's ear is for no tale of love. 
Being wedded to his Order. But I tell 

thee, [lady-love 

The brave young knight that hath no 
Is like a lamp unlighted ; his brave deeds, 
And its rich painting, do seem then most 

glorious, 
When the pure ray gleams through them. — 
Hath thy EUzabeth no other name? 
GOR. Must I then speak of her to you. 

Sir Alan ? [strength, 

The thought of thee, and of thy matchless 
Hath conjured phantoms up amongst her 

dreams. 
The name of Swinton haith been spell suf- 
ficient 
To chase the rich blood from her lovely 

cheek, 
And wouldst thou now know hers? 

Swi. I would, nay must. 

Thy father in the paths of chivalry. 
Should know the load-star thou dost rule 

thy course by. 
GOR. Nay, then, her name is — ^hark — 

[ Whispers, 
Swi. I know it well, that ancient 

northern house. [and honour 

GoR. O, thou Shalt see its fairest grace 



In 



my Elizabeth. And if music touch 

thee [tuned me. 

Swi. It did, before disasters had un- 
GoR. O, her notes [oblivion. 

Shall hush each sad remembrance to 
Or melt them to such gentleness of feeling. 
That grief shall have its sweetness. Who, 
but she, [land ? 

Knows the wild harpings of our native 
Whether they lull the shepherd on his hill. 
Or wake the knight to battle; rouse to 
merriment, [mood. 

Or soothe to sadness ; she can touch each 
Princes and statesmen, chiefs renowned in 
arms, [shall the first 

And grey-haired bards, contend which 
And choicest homage render to the en- 
chantress. 
Swi. You speak her talent bravely. 
GoR. Though you smile, 

I do not speak it half. Her gift creative. 
New measures adds to everyair she wakes; 
Varying and gracing it with liquid sweet- 
ness, 
Like the wild modulation of the lark ; 
Now leaving, now returning to the strain I 
To listen to her, is to seem to wander 
In some enchanted lab3nrinth of romance, 
Whence nothing but the lovely fairy's will. 
Who wove the spell, can extricate the 

wanderer. 
Methinks I hear her now ! — 

Swi. Bless'd privilege 

Of youth ! There's scarce three minutes 
to decide [defeat, 

'Twixt death and Ufe, 'twixt triumph and 
Yet all his thoughts are in his lady's bower, 
List'ning her harping ! [Enter Vipont. 
Where are thine, De Vipont ? 
ViP. On death — on judgment — on 
eternity ! 
For time is over with us. 
Swi. There moves not, then, one pen- 
non to our aid. 
Of all that flutter yonder ! 
ViP. From the main English host came 
rushing forward [Standard. 

Pennons enow — ay, and their Royal 
But ours stand rooted, as for crows to 
roost on. 
Swi. [io himself). I'll rescue him at 
least. — Young Lord of Gordon, 
Spur to the Regent— show the instant 

need [not. 

GOR. I penetrate thy purpose ; but 1 go 
Swi. Not at my bidding? I, thy sire 
in chivalry — [thee ! 

Thy leader in the battle? — I cjcycKccsasA. 

GOR. "No, l\io\i"wX\. uqX caoTOsaasv^ "^^k 
I seek, my saXeX-^j— 
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For such is thy kind meaning— at the ex- 
pense [tor Scotland. 
Of the last hope which Heaven reserves 
While I abide, no follower of mine 
Will turn his rein for life ; but were I gone, 
What power can stay them? and, our 

band disp>ersed, 
What sword shall for an instant stem yon 

host, 
And save the latest chance for victory ? 
Vip. The noble youth speaks truth; 
and were he gone, 
There will not twenty spears be left with 
us. 
GOR. No, bravely as we have begun 
the field. 
So let us fight it out. The Regent's eyes, 
More certain than a thousand messages, 
Shall see us stand, the barrier of his host 
Against yon bursting storm. If not for 

honour, 
If not for warlike rule, for shame at least 
He must bear down to aid us. 

Swi. Must it be so? 

And am I forced to jrield the sad consent. 
Devoting thy young life? O, Gordon, 

Gordon I 
I do it as the patriarch doom'd his issue ; 
I at my country's, he at Heaven's com- 
mand ; 
But I seek vainly some atoning sacrifice, 
Rather than such a victim ! — { Trumpets,) 

Hark, they come ! 
That music sounds not like thy lady's lute. 
GoR. Yet shall my lady's name mix 
with it gaily. — 
Mount, vassals, couch your lances, and 

cry, "Gordon! 
Gordon for Scotland and Elizabeth ! " 

[Exeunt. Loud A larums. 

SCENE III. 

Another part of the Field of Battle, adja- 
cent to the former Scene. 

A larums. Enter Swinton, followed 
by Hob Hattely. 

Swi. Stand to it yet I The man who 
flies to-day, 
May bastards warm them at his household 
hearth 1 
Hob. That ne'er shall be my curse. 
My Magdalen 
Is trusty as my broadsword. 

Swi. Ha, thou knave. 

Art thou dismounted too? 

Hob. i know, Sir Alan, 

You want no homeward guide ; so threw 

my reins 
Upon mypaXfrefs neck, andlet YumV>osi& 



Within an hour he stands before my gate ; 
And Magdalen will need no other token 
To bid the Melrose Monks say masses for 
me. 
SWL Thou art resolved to cheat the 

halter, then ? 
Hob. It is my purpose, 

Having lived a thief, to die a brave man's 

death; 
And never had I a more glorious chance 
for't, 
Swi. Here lies the way to it, knave- 
Make in, make in. 
And aid young Gordon I 

[Exeunt, Loud and long Alarum. 

After which the back Scene rises, 

and discovers Swinton on the 

ground, Go^HOH supporting him; 

both much wounded. 

Swi. All are cut down — ^the reapers 

have pass'd o'er us. 

And hie to distant harvest. — My toil's over; 

There lies my sickle. {Dropping his 

sword.) Hand of mine again 
Shall never, never wield it 1 
GoR. O valiant leader, is thy light ex- 
tinguished 1 
That only beacon-flame which promised 

safety 
In this day's deadly wrack I 
Swi. My lamp hath -long been dim I 
But thine, young Gordon, 
Just kindled, to be quenched so suddenly, 
Ere Scotland saw its splendour 1 — 
GOR. Five thousand horse hung idly on 
yon hill. 
Saw us o'erpower'd, and no one stirr'd to 
aid usl 
Swi. It was the Regent's envy.— Out! 
— alasl • 

Why blame I him ! — It was our civil dis- 
cord, 
Otu: selfish vanity, our jealous hatred, 
Which framed this day of dole for our 

poor country.— 
Had thy brave father held yon leading 

stafl; 
As well his rank and valour might have 

claim'dit. 
We had not fall'n unaided.— How, O how 
Is he to answer it, whose deed pre- 
vented— 
GoR. Alas ! alas I the author of the 
death-feud. 
He has his reckoning too 1 for had your 
sons 

And num'rous vassals lived, we had lack'd 
no aid, 
%wu \A«5 God assoil the dead, and him 
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We've drank the poison'd beverage which 

we brew'd : 
Have sown the wind, and reap'd the ten- 
fold whirlwind I — 
But thou, brave youth, whose nobleness of 

heart 
Pour'd oil upon the wounds our hate in- 
flicted ; 
Thou, who hast done no wrong, need'st 

no forgiveness, — 
Why should'st thou share our punishment ! 
GOR. All need forgiveness — (distant 

alarums.) Hark, in yonder shout, 

Did the main battles counter 1 
Swi. Look on the field, brave Gordon, 

if thou canst, 
And tell me how the day goes.-— But I 

guess, 
Too surely do I guess— 
GoR. All's lost ! all's lost !— Of the main 

Scottish host. 
Some wildly fly, and some rush wildly 

forward ; 
And some there are who seem to turn 

their spears 
Against their countrymen. 
Swi. Rashness, and cowardice, and 

secret treason, 
Combine to ruin us ; and our hot valour, 
Devoid of discipline, is madmen's strength. 
More fatal unto friends than enemies I 
I'm glad that these dim* eyes shall see no 

more on't. — 
Let thy hands close them, Gordon— I will 

dream 
My fair-hair'd William renders me that 

office 1 [Dies. 

GoR. And, Swinton, I will think I do 

that duty 
To my dead father. 

Enter De Vipont. 

ViP. Fly, fly, brave youth ! — A handful 

of thy followers. 
The scatter'd gleaning of this desperate 

day. 
Still hover yonder to essay thy rescue — 
O linger not ! — I '11 be yoiu" guide to them. 
GoR. Look there, and bid me fly 1 — 

The oak has fall'n ; 
And the young ivy bush, which leam'd to 

climb 
By its support, must needs partake its 

fall. 
ViP. Swinton ? Alas ! the best, the 

bravest, strongest, 
And sagest of oiu" Scottish chivalry ! 
Forgive one moment, if to save the living, 
My tongue should wrong the dead. — 

Gordon, bethink thee, t 



Thou dost but stay to perish with the 

corpse 
Of him who slew thy father. 

GoR. Ay, but he was my sire in chivalry I 
He taught my youth to soar above the 

promptings 
Of mean and selfish vengeance ; gave my 

youth 
A name that shall not die even on this 

death-spot, 
Records shall tell this field had not been 

lost. 
Had all men fought like Swinton and like 

Gordon. [Trumpets. 

Save thee, De Vipont.— Hark ! the South- 
ron trumpets. 
ViP. Nay, without thee I stir not 

^»/^ Edward, Chandos, Percy, 
Baliol, &*€. 

GoR. Ay, they come on — ^the Tyrant 
and the Traitor, 
Workman and tool, Plantagenet and 

Baliol. — 
O for a moment's strength in this poor 

arm. 
To do one glorious deed ! 

[He rushes on the English^ hut is 
made prisoner with Vipont. 
K. Ed. Disarm them — harm them 
not ; though it was they 
Made havoc on the archers of our 

vanguard, 
They and that bulky champion. Where 
is he? 
Cha. Here lies the giant ! Say his 

name, young Knight ! 
GoR. Let it suffice, he was a man this 

morning. 
Cha. I question'd thee in sport. I do 
not need 
Thy information, youth. Who that has 

fought 
Through all these Scottish wars, but 

knows his crest ? 
The sable boar chain'd to the leafy oak, 
And that huge mace still seen where war 
was wildest ! 
K. Ed. 'Tis Alan Swinton I 
Grim Chamberlain, who in my tent at 

Weardale, 
Stood by my startled couch with torch 

and mace. 
When the Black Douglas' war-cry waked 
my camp. 
GoR. {sinking down). If thus thou 
know'st him, 
Thou wilt respect his corpse. 
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GOR. And let mine 
Sleep at his side, in token that our death 
E^ded the feud of Swinton and of Gor- 
don. 
K. Ed. It is the Gordon ! Is there 
aught beside 
Edward can do to honour bravery, 
Even in an enemy ? 

GoR. Nothing but this ; 
Let not base Baliol, with his touch or look, 
Profane my corpse or Swinton's. I 've 

some breath still, 
Enough to say— Scotland — Elizabeth ! 

[Dies. 
Cha. Baliol, I would not brook such 
dying looks. 
To buy the crown you aim at. 

K. Ed. {toViF.) Vipont, thy crossed 
shield shows ill in warfare 
Against a Christian King. 
ViP. That Christian K^ing is warring 
upon Scotland. 



I was a Scotsman ere I was a Templar, 
Sworn to my country ere I knew my 

Order. 
K. Ed. I will but know thee as a 

Christian champion. 
And set thee free unransom'd« 

Enter Abbot of Walthamstow. 

Ab. Heaven grant your Majesty 
Many such glorious days as this has 

been! 
K. Ed. It is a day of much and high 

advantage ; 
Glorious it might have been, had all onr 

foes 
Fought like these two brave champions. 

—Strike the drums, 
Sound trumpets, and pursue the fugitives, 
Till the Tweed's eddies whelm them. 

Berwick's render' d — 
These wars, I trust, will soon find lasting 

close. 
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• P. x6.— In the reign of James I., Sir Wil- 
liam Scott of Buccleuch, chief of the clan 
bearing that name, exchangecL Mrith Sir Thomas 
Inglis of Manor, the estate of Murdiestone, in 
Trfinarkshire, for one-half of the barony of 
Branksome, or Brankholm, lying opon the 
Teviot, abont three miles above Hawick. He 
was probably induced to this transaction from 
the vicinity of Branksome to the extensive 
domain which he possessed in Ettrick Forest, 
and in Teviotdale. In the former district he 
held by occupancy the estate of Buccleuch, and 
much of the forest land on the river Ettrick. 
In Teviotdale, he enjoyed the barony of Eck- 
ford, by a grant from Robert II. to his ancestor, 
Walter Scott of Kirkurd, for the apprehending 
c^Gilbert Ridderford, confirmed by Robert III. 
vd May, 1424. Tradition imputes the exchange 
betwixt Scott and Inglis to a conversation, in 
which the latter — ^a man, it would appear, of a 
mild and forbearing nature — complained much 
of the injuries to which he was exposed from 
the English Borderers, who frequently plim- 
dered his lands of Branksome. Sir William 
Scott instantly offered him the estate of Mur- 
diestone, in exchange for that which was sub- 
ject to such egregious inconvenience. When 
the bargain was completed, he dryly remarked, 
that the cattle in Cumberland were as good as 
those of Teviotdale ; and proceeded to com- 
mence a system of reprisals upon the English, 
which was regularly pursued by his successors. 
In die next reign, James II. granted to Sir 
Walter Scott of Branksome, and to Sir David, 
his son, the remaining^ half of the barony of 
Branksome, to be held in blanche for the pay- 
ment of a red rose. The cause assigned for the 
grant is, their brave and faithful exertions in 
&vour 01 the King against the house of Douglas, 
with whom James had been recently tugging 
for the throne of Scotland. This^ charter is 
dated the 2nd February, 1443 ; and, in the same 
month, i>art of the h&conyr of Langholm, and 
many lands in Lanarkshire, were conferred 
upon Sir Walter and his son by the same 
monarch. 

* P. x6. — ^The ancient barons of Buccleuch, 
both from feudal splendour and from their 
frontier situation, retained in their household 
at Branksome a number of gentlemen of their 
own name, who held lands from their chief, for 
the military service of watching and warding 
his castle. 

♦ P. 16.—" Of a truth," says Froissart, " the 
Scottish cannot boast great skill with the bow, 
but rather bear axes, with which, in time of 
need, they give heavy strokes. " Tne Jedwood 



axe was a sort of partisan, used by horsemen, 
as appears from the arms of Jedburgh, which 
bear a cavalier mounted, and armed with this 
weapon. It is also called a Jedwood or Jed- 
dart staff. 

* P. 16. — Branksome Castle was continually 
exposed to the attacks of the English, both 
from its situation and the restless military dis- 
position of its inhabitants, who were seldom on 
good terms with their neighbours. 

* P. 16. — Sir Walter Scott of Buccleuch suc- 
ceeded to his grandfather. Sir David, in 1492. 
He was a brave and powerful baron, and 
Warden of the West Marches of Scotland. 
His death was the consequence of a feud 
betwixt the Scotts and Kerrs. 

* P. 16. — Among other expedients resorted 
to for stanching the feud betwixt the Scotts and 
the Kerrs, was a bond executed in 1529, be- 
tween the heads of each clan, binding themselves 
to perform reciprocally the four principal pil- 
grimages of Scotland, for the benefit of the 
souls of those of the opposite name who had 
fallen in the quarrel. But either this indenture 
never took effect, or else the feud was renewed 
shortly afterwards. The family of Ker, Kerr, 
or Carr was very powerful on the Border. 

* P. 17. — Padua was long supposed by the 
Scottish peasants to be the prinapal school of 
necromancy. 

* P. 17. — ^The shadow of a necromancer is 
independent of the sim. Glycas informs us 
that Simon Magpus caused his shadow to go 
before him, making people believe it was an 
attendant spirit. 

* P. x8. — The kings and heroes of Scotland, as 
well as the Border-riders, were sometimes 
obliged to study how to evade the pursuit of 
blood-hounds. Barbour informs us that Robert 
Bruce was repeatedly tracked by sleuth-dogs. 
On one occasion, he escaped by wading a bow- 
^ot down a brook, and ascending into a tree 
by a brandi which overhung the water ; thus, 
leaving no trace on land of his footsteps, he 
baffleathe scent. A sure way of stopping the 
dog was to spill blood upon the track, which 
destroyed the discriminating fineness of his 
scent. A captive was sometimes^ sacrificed on 
such occasions. Henry the Minstrel tells a 
romantic story of Wallace, founded on this 
circumstance : — The hero's little band had been 
joined by an Irishman, named Fawdoun, or 
Fadzean. a dark, savage, and suspicious charac- 
ter. After a sharp skirmish at Black-Eme 
Side, Wallace was forced to retreat with pnb; 
sixteen foUowere, xJafc'E.Tv^'^^ -^Aax^vsavi, ^«S:^ -^ 

\ Border \Aood-YtfiVLtieL. \tw xJcvfeTtueax.,^ wj^osav^ 
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Swinton, who distinguished him by a coronet 
set with precious stones, which he wore around 
his hehnet. The family of Swinton is one of 
the most ancient in Scotland, and produced 
many celebrated warriors. 

* P. 35.— The Earls of Home, as descendants 
of the Dunbars, ancient Earls of March, carried 
a lion rampant, argent; but, as a difference, 
chajiged the coloiu- of the shield from gules to 
vert, in allusion to Greenlaw, their ancient 
possession. The slogan, or war-cry, of this 
powerful family was, "A Home I a Home I" 
The Hepbums, a powerful family in East 
Lothian, were usually in close alliance with the 
Homes. The chief of this clan was Hepburn, 
Lord of Hailes; a family which terminated in 
the too famous Earl of Bothwell. 

* P. 35. — Notwithstanding the constant wars 
upon the Borders, and the occasional cruelties 
which marked the mutual inroads, the inhabi- 
tants on either side do not appear to have 
regarded each other with that violent and per- 
sonal animosity which might have been expected. 
On the contrary, like the outposts of hostile 
armies^ they often carried on something resem- 
bling friendly intercourse, even in the middle 
of hostilities ; and it is evident,^ from various 
ordinances against trade and intermarriages 
between English and Scottish Borderers, that 
the governments of both coimtries were jealous 
of their cherishing too intimate a connection. 

* P. 39. — The pursuit of Border marauders 
was followed by the injured party and his 
friends with blood-hounds and bugle-horn, and 
was called the hot-trod. He was entitled, if 
his dog could trace the scent, to follow the 
invaders into the opposite kingdom— aprivilege 
which often occasioned bloodshed. The breed 
of the blood-hound was kept up by the Buc- 
cleuch family on their Border estates till within 
the i8th centiuy. 

* P. 40. — Popular belief, though contrary to 
the doctrines of the Church, made a favourable 
distinction betwixt magicians and necromancers 
or wizards ; the former were supposed to com- 
mand the evil spirits, and the latter to serve, or 
at least to be in league and compact with, those 
enemies of mankind. The arts of subjecting the 
demons were manifold : sometimes the fiends 
were actually swindled by the magicians. 

* P. 40. — A merlin, or sparrow-hawk, was 
actually carried by ladies of^ rank, as a falcon 
was, in time of peace, the constant attendant of 
a knight or baron. Godscroft relates, that when 
Mary of Lorraine was regent, she pressed the 
Earl of Angus to admit a royal garrison into his 
Castle of Tantallon. To this ne returned no 
direct answer ; but, as if apostrophising a goss- 
hawk, which sat on his wnst. and which he was 
feeding during the Queens speech, he ex- 
claimed, " The devil's in this greedy glede, she 
will never be full." — Hume's History 0/ the 
House of Douglas. 1743, vol. ii., p. 131. 
Barclay complains ot the common and indecent 
practice of bringing hawks and hounds into 
churches. 

* P. 4a— The peacock, it is well known, was 
consideredf during the times of chivalry, not 
merely as an exquisite delicacy, Wl a& a^\^\ 
of peculiar solemnity. After oeing toasittA, vt\ 



was again decorated with its plumage, -and a 
sponge, dipped in lighted spirits of wine, was 
placed in its bill. ^ When it was introduced on 
days of grand festival, it was the signal for the 
adventurous knights to take upon them vows to 
do some deed of chivalry, ** before the peacock 
and the ladies.'* The boar's head was also a 
usual dish of feudal splendour. In Scotland it 
was sometimes surrounded with little banners 
displaying the coloiu-s and achievements of the 
baron at whose board it was served. — Pinkek* 
ton's History^ vol. i., p. 432. 

* P. 40.— The Rutherfords of Hunthill were 
an ancient race of Border Lairds, whose names 
occur in history, sometimes as defending the 
frontier against the English, sometimes as dis- 
turbing the peace of their own coimtry. Dickon 
Draw-the-Sword was son to the ancient warrior, 
called in tradition the Cock of Hunthill, remark- 
able for leading into battle nine sons, gallant 
warriors, all sons of the aged champion. 

* P. 40. — ^To bite the thumb, or the glove, 
seems not to have been considered, upon the 
Border, as a gesture of contempt, though so 
used by Shakspere, but as a pledge of mortal 
revenge. It is yet remembered, that a young 
gentleman of Teviotdale, on the morning after 
a hard drinking-bout, observed that he had 
bitten his ^love. He instantly demanded of 
his companion with whom he had quarrelled? 
And, learning that he had had words with one 
of the party, insisted on instant satisfaction, 
asserting that though he remembered nothing 
of the dispute, yet he was siu% he never would 
have bit his glove unless he had received some 
unpardonable insult He fell in the duel, which 
was fought near Selkirk, in zyaz. 

* P. 41. — "John Grahame, second son of 
Malice^ Earl of Mohteith^ conunonly simamed 
yohn with the Bright Swordy upon some dis- 
pleasure risen against him at court, retired with 
many of his clan and kindred into the English 
Borders, in the reign of King Henry the 
Fourth, where they seated themselves; and 
many of their posterity have continued ever 
since. Mr. Sandford, speaking of them, says 
(which indeed was applicable to most of the 
Borderers on both sides), ' They were all stark 
moss-troopers, and arrant thieves: both to 
England and Scotland outlawed; yet some- 
times connived at, because they gave intelli- 
gence forth of Scotland, and would raise ^00 
horse at any time upon a raid of the English 
into Scotland. A saying is recorded of a 
mother to her son (which is now b^ome pro- 
verbial). Ride, Rowley^ hough's i* the pot', that 
is, the last piece of beef was in the pot, and 
therefore it was high time for him to go and 
fetch more.' " — Introduction to the History of 
Cumberland, 

* P. 41.— The gallant and unfortunate Henry 
Howard, Earl of Surrey, was unquestionably 
the most accomplished cavalier of his time ; and 
his sonnets display beauties which would do 
honour to a more polished age. He was be- 
headed on Tower-hiU in 1546; a victim to the 
mean jealousy of Henry VlIL, who could not 
bear so brilliant a character near his throne. 

TVvfe«nia%Qf the supposed bard is founded on 
w^vvicv^fixtX. «8cA\A>^^\a;:^^ the Earl 
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in his travels.^ Cornelius Agrippa, the cele- 
brated alchemist, showed him, m a looking- 
glass, the lovely^ Geraldine to whose service he 
had devoted his pen and his sword. The 
visicm represented her as indisposed, and re- 
clining upon a couch, reading her lover's verses 
by the light of a waxen taper. 

* P. 42. — The jorvtungandr^ or Snake of 
the Ocean, whose folds surroimd the earth, is 
one of the wildest fictions of the Edda. It was 
▼cry nearly caught by the god Thor, who went 
to nsh for it with a hook baited with a bull's 
head. In the battle betwixt the evil demons 
and the divinities of Odin, which is to precede 
the Raptarockr^ or Twilight of the Gods, this 
Snake is to act a conspicuous part. 

* P. 4a.— These were the VcUcyriur^ or 
Selectors of the Slain, despatched by Odin from 
Valhalla^ to choose those who were to die, and 
to distrioute the contest, lliey are all well 
known to the English reader, as Gray's Fatal 
Sisters. 

* P. 42. — ^The northern warriors were usually 
entombed with their arms, and their other 
treasures. Thus, Angantyr. before commencing 
the duel in which he was slain, stipulated, tliat 
if he fell, his sword Tyrfing should be buried 
with him. His daughter, Hervor, afterwards 



took it from his tomb. The dialogue which 
passed betwixt her and Angant3n-'s spirit on 
this occasion has been often translated. The 
whole history may be found in the Hervarar- 
Saga. Indeed, the ghosts of the northern 
warriors were not wont tamely to suffer their 
tombs to be plundered ; and hence the mortal 
heroes had an additional temptation to attempt 
such adventures; for they held nothing more 
worthy of their valour than to encounter super- 
natural beings. — Bariholinus De causis cofi- 
temptce a Danis mortis^ lib. i. cap. 2, 9, 

* P. 43. — ^This was a favourite saint of the 
house of Douglas, and of the Earl of Angus in 
particular, as we learn from the following 
passage :— The Queen-Regent had proposed to 
raise a rival noble to the ducal dignity; and 
discoursing of her purpose with Angus, he 
answered, 'Why not, madam? we are happy 
that have such a princess, that can know and 
will acknowledge men's services, and is willine 
to recompense it; but, by the might of God 
(this was his path when he was serious and in 
anger ; at other times, it was by St. Bryde of 
Douglas), if he be a Duke, I will be a Drake?' 
— So she desisted from prosecuting of that pur« 
pose. — Godscro/t, vol. ii., p. 131. 
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• P. SO. — ^The romance of the Morte Arthur 
contains a sort of abridgment of the most cele- 
brated adventures of the Round Table ; and, 
being written in comparatively modem lan- 
f^uage, gives the general reader an excellent 
idea of what romances of chivalry actually 
were. It has also the merit of being written in 
pure old English ; and many of the wild adven- 
tures which it contains are told with a simpli- 
city bordering upon the sublime. Several of 
these are referred to in the text ; and I would 
have illustrated them by more full extracts, 
but as this curious work is about to be repub- 
lished, I confine myself to the tale of the 
Chapel Perilous, and of the quest of Sir Launce- 
lot after the San^real. 

*' Right so Sir Launcelot departed, and 
when he came to the Chapell Perilous, he 
alighted downe, and tied his horse to a little 
gate. And as soon as he was within the 
churchyard, he saw, on the front of the chapell, 
many faire rich shields turned upside downe ; 
and many of the shields Sir ^ Launcelot had 
scene knights have before; with that he saw 
stand by him thirtie g^eat knights, more, by a 
yard, than any man that ever he had scene, 
and all those grinned and gnashed at Sir 
Launcelot; and when he saw their counte- 
nance, hee dread them sore, and so put his 
shield afore him, and tooke his sword in his 
hand, ready to doe battaile ; and they were all 
armed in black hameis, ready, with their 
shields and swords drawn. And when Sir 
Launcelot would have ^one through them, 
they scattered on every side of him, and gave 
him the way ; and therewith he waxed all Dold, 



and entered into the chapell, and then hee saw 
no light but a dimme lampe burning, and then 
was he ware of a corps covered with a cloath 
of silke ; then Sir Launcelot stooped downe, 
and cut a piece of that cloth away, and then it 
fared under him as the earth liad quaked a 
little, whereof he was afeard, and then hee saw 
a faire sword lye by the dead knight, and that 
he gat in his hand, and hied him out of the 
chappell. As soon as he was in the chappell- 
yerd. all the knights spoke to him with a 
grimly voice, and said, * Knight, Sir Launce- 
lot, lay that sword from thee, or else thou shalt 
die.' — 'Whether I live or die,' said Sir Launce- 
lot, *with no gfreat words get yee it againe, 
therefore fight for it an yee list.* Therewith 
he passed through them ; and, beyond the 
chappell-yerd, there met him a fair damosell. 
and said, ' Sir Launcelot, leave that sword 
behind thee, or thou wilt die for it.' — * I will 
not leave it,' said Sir Launcelot, ' for no threats.' 
— *No?' said she; 'and ye did leave that 
sword, Queen Guenever should ye never sec' 
— ' Then were I a fool and I would leave this 
sword,' said Sir Launcelot. — * Now, gentle 
knight,' said the damosell, 'I require thee to 
kiss me once.' — * Nay,' s^id Sir Launcelot, * that 
God forbid 1' — * Well, sir,' said she, ' and thou 
haddest kissed me thy life dayes had been done; 
but now, alas I ' said she, ' I have lost all my 
labour; for I ordeined this chappell for thy 
sake, and for Sir Gawaine: and once I had 
Sir Gawaine within it ; and at that time he 
fought with that knight which there lieth deA.<L 
in yondet cViapptW, '5>yc Cs-^Jq^xX. \ickR. Xsasxax^ 
and at tYvaX \:vm^\wex«sMa\,tQ«L^>x^^i««xN."«^ 
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ItuiATtl's Lcf[ haut]. And 9x 



luve hod ihy d«Ld body : and I wpuld have 

my life daia, and dnilj 1 should have clipped 

Gueiever,'— 'Yee «y well,' s^ Sir Launce- 
lot; -Jniu pnaerye me lyDm your lublill 
cimft.' Aad ueiewilh he took hu hone, anc 
duiartcd from her." 

■•p. so-— Ono day, when Arlharwat holding 
B high feul with hit Knighu of iht Kouoi 
Table, ihe Ssn£iud, at vessel out of which Ihi 



the biru of the land>, suddvnly ap- 

rihii vision H'us.tliUalllheknigbu 

^ alaa 1 it could only- be revealed to 
at once accomplished in earthly 



QpEained tho knigiUt bb 



■ ubie or silver, a^ th 
Sancgieall, the which SL 



eLord, 



chivalry, i 



Builty inlriEuc wilh Quce 
only audi disgntcchjl Jlsule 

endlong in ■ wild forest, and t 



:at unto the choppell doo] 
re altar, full richly arrayed wi 






and fomi. 
n he fomi 



ire candlestick, which bearc 

•ilver. And when Sit Lanneeloc saw this light, 

pell, but he could find do place where bee might 
enter. There wai he pasiine heavie anc" 

"^ off h'iB saddle M^hi! 



bridle, and let him 

belme, and uneiided his iwoid, and laid 

downe 10 sleepe upon his shield, befon 



ele Lord, when shaU this son-o^l 
when skUl the holy yess 
. . .-e liirougli 1 shall be b\e . .... . . 

^niJured thus JoDg for lictVe ti»v^^^^' 



upon his hands, and upcn 

kiued it^ And uon be < 
said. ' Lord God, 1 thanli 
of this great malady.' 



PetcKour's hmub 

both his hands, and oi^ 
here withia tb 



.e, that bee had 






Bui he rooke repoK 



dressed him upright, and kissed the aosie. 
Then anon his iquite brought him his amtt 

said hee, '1 thanke God right heaicQ^fii 
through the holy vessekl 1 am healed ; Bat I 
' ■ " ■■ ■ '' ' this sleqniig 



kuiKht 




hath had 


either 






oawak 


dm-rag the 


tune Ihi 


Ibishotr 


vewdi 


hath he 






Idarei 


right w 


^'.ir^i; 


^d th^squ 




knight 


edwithsom 




ofdBdlr 


smno, whereof 


he has neve 




ed.'-^ 


niy£.itV.s=idtl 


leltnight,'* 




hebci: 



ne quesi Di Lue sancgreaii. — ■ air. sua 
luhe, 'here 1 have brought yooallymr 

-, save yonrhelme and your sword; and, 

Iherefote, by mine assent, now may ye lake 



^d when he was c 



laked and lure than is the liefe of the fiD-ODe, 

hee from this holy place ; ' and when Sir 
.Aimoeloi heard this, 



^^7^"^"^ 
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the Earl of Dorset, and prefixed to the Transla- 
tion of Juvenal. After mentioning a plan of 
sappl3ring machinery from the guardian angels 
of lungdoms, mentioned in the Book of Daniel, 
he adds : — 

**Thus^ my lord, I have, as briefly as I 
could, given your lordship, and by you the 
world, a rude draught of what I have been 
long labouring in my imagination, and what I 
had intended to have put in practice (though 
fiar unable for the attempt of such a poem j ; 
and to have left the stage, to which my genius 
never much inclined me, for a work which 
would have taken up my life in the performance 
of it. This, too, I had intended chiefly for the 
honour of my native country, to which a poet 
is particularly obliged. Of two subjects, Doth 
relating to it, I was doubtful whether I snould 
choose that of King Arthiu: conquering the 
Saxons, which, being farther distant in time, 
gives the greater scope to my invention ; ^ or 
that of Edward the Black Prince, in subduing 
Spain, and restoring it to the lawful prince, 
thougn a great tyrant, Don Pedro the Cruel ; 
which, for the compass of time, including only 
the e3q>edition of one year, for the greatness of 
the action^ and its answerable event, for the 
magnanimity of the English hero, opposed to 
the ingratitude of the person whom he restored, 
and for the many beautiful episodes which I 
had interwoven with the principal design, to- 

f ether with the characters of the chiefest 
Inglish persons (wharein, after Virgil and 
Spenser, I would have taken occasion to repre- 
sent my living friends and patrons of the 
noblest families, and also shadowed the events 
of future aees in the succession of our imperial 
line), — with these helps, and those of the 
madiines which I have mentioned, I might 
perhaps have done as well as some of my pre- 
decessors, or at least chalked out a way for 
others to amend my errors in a like design ; but 
being encouraged only with fair words by 
King Qiarles 11., my little salary ill paid, and 
no prospect of a future subsistence, I was 
then discouraged in the beginning of my 
attempt ; and now age has overtaken me, and 
want, a more insufferable evil, through the 
change of the times, has wholly disabled me." 
♦P. 51.— ITie "History of Bevisof Hamp- 
ton" is abridged by my friend, Mr. George 
Ellis, with that liveliness which extracts amuse- 
ment even out of the most rude and unpromis- 
ing of our old tales of chivalry. Ascapart, a 
most important personage in the romance, is 
thus described in an extract : — 

" This geatmt was mighty and strong, 
And full thirty foot was long. 
He was bristled like a sow ; 
A foot he had between each brow ; 
His lips were great, and hung aside ; 
His eyen were hollow, his mouth was wide ; 
XiOthly he was to look on than, 
And hker a devil than a man. ' 

His staff was a young oak. 
Hard and heavy was his stroke." 

specimens of Metrical Romances^ 
vol. ii., p. Z36. 

I am happy to say that the memory of Sir 



Bevis is still fragrant in his town of Southamp- 
ton ;^ the gate of which is sentinelled by the 
effigies of that doughty knight-errant and his 
gigantic associate. 

* P. 51. — The ruinous castle of Norham 
(anciently called Ubbanford) is situated on the 
southern bank of the Tweed, about six miles 
above Berwick, and where that river is still the 
boundary between England and Scotland. 
The extent of its ruins, as well as its historical 
importance, shows it to have been a place of 
munificence as well as strength. Edward I. 
resided there when he was created umpire of 
the dispute concerning the Scottish succession. 
It was repeatedly taken and retaken during the 
wars between England and Scotland ; and, in- 
deed, scarce any happened in which it had not 
a principal share. Norham Castle is situated 
on a steep bank, which overhangs the river. 
The repeated sieges which the castle had sus- 
tained rendered frequent repairs necessary. In 
1x64, it was almost rebuilt by Hugh Pudsey, 
Bishop of Durham, who added a huge keep, or 
donjon ; notwithstanding which, King Henry 
II., in 1Z74, took the castle from the bishop, 
and committed the keeping of it to William de 
Neville. After this period it seems to have 
been chiefly garrisoned by the King, and con- 
sidered as a royal fortress. The Greys of Chil- 
lingham Castle were frequently the castellans, 
or ca]^tains of the garrison : yet, as the castle 
was situated in the patrimony of St. Cuthbert, 
the property was in the see of Durham till the 
Reformation. After that period it passed 
through various hands. At the union of the 
crowns, it was in the possesion of Sir Robert 
Carey (afterwards Earl of Monmouth), for his 
own life, and that of two of his sons. After 
King James's accession, Carey sold Norham 
Castle to George Home, Earl of Dunbar, for 
;^6,ooo. See his curious Memoirs, published 
by Mr. Constable of Edinburgh. 

According to Mr. Pinkerton, there is in the 
British Museum, Cal. B. 6. 2x6, a curious 
memoir of the Dacres on the state of Norham 
Castle in 1532, not long after the battle of 
Flodden. The inner ward, or keep, is repre- 
sented as impregnable : — " The provisions are 
three great vats of salt eels, forty-four kine, 
three hogsheads of salted salmon, forty quarters 
of grain, besides many cows and four hundred 
sheep, lying under the castle-wall nightly ; but 
a number of the arrows wanted feathers, and a 
good Fletcher [«.*., maker of arrows] was re- 
quired." — History of Scotland^ vol. il, p. 201, 
note. 

^ The ruins of the castle are at present con- 
siderable, as well as picturesque. They consist 
of a large shattered tower, with many vaults, 
and fragments of other edifices^ enclosed within 
an outward wall of great circtut. 

* P. 51. — It is perhaps unnecessary to remind 
my readers that the donjon^ in its proper signi- 
fication, means the strongest part of^a feudal 
castle; a high square tower, with walls of 
tremendous thickness, situated in the centre of 
the other buildings, from which, however, it 
was usually detached. Here^ in casi^ <:i>^ >^^ 
outward defences \>wsiR ^^coi^^^ ^^ ^jpsrsssa. 
retreated to Taak«X\i«x\B«.%\aBA.» TBfc<^a«i?=«^ 
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called DUH. Burlaw: 



* P. (..—The anisls of Milan *tre t 
in Ihe Middls Ages for ihtir skill in un 
MA upeAHlrom the followia^ passage, LD 
Frohsart gives ui account of the pKparatiOLj& 
made by Henry, Earl of Hertford, afterwatJs 
Henrv iv., aiid UTloinas, Duke of NorfoU-, 
Eail Mariscbal, fot theii pnposed combat in 
IheliatsatCovenlry;— "Theseiwolordi — ' 



bardj., .1 



mourfroil 



Galeas, Duke ofMiianr The Duke coi 
wilb joy, and gave the knight, called bii 
Fiajicis, who had brought the message, Iht 

When he had selected ^hu. °he wiihed for \n 

cJ bit abundant knre to- the Earl, ordered fDm 



at Earlof Crauford, » 



am DabXwho u™, a^^mg^o 






The Scottish knight, being a wag, appeared 
toiirlenjy, hut bearing a m^pie instead of 
to rhyme to the vaunting insciiptioD of £ir 

Whoso picks at her, I shall pick at his nese,§ 

This affront could only be expiated by a juit 
wiih sharp lances. In the course, Daliell Itf. 
his helmet unlaced, so that It gave way at the 
touch of his antagonist's lance, and he thus 
avoided the shock of the encounter. This bap- 









hundred pount 

detected. This being agreed 



aking in the I 



■■ ' i, hehiis 



addilii 



DalieU demanded the forfeit. whicCaRa 

eid to him, saying, he surpassed the English 
lb in »it and valour, l^is mutt appui a 
the reader a singiUar specimen of the boiaDar 
of that time. I 5uspecl the Jockey Qub would 
w z I-,,..... j--.-jon from HemylV. 



—Lord Man 






In e; 



n, Loidi 



of the Cone 



Champion, as the ancestors of Marmicn hid 
riy been to the Dukes of Nornumdr. 

assed through four successive barons fiom 

who married Mazera, his gtand^daughls- 
: reign of Richard I., by [he supptad 
of Royal Championnand to do the service 



n Dymoke, 



i Fnpaied. % Aimoui. 



SlAaa 



. .__ianni™u»l 

Hereditary Champion of EngUod at t^ 
resent day. The (amily and possesskmi d 
reville have merged in the Earls of J'enati 

ut only revived the titles of an old one in u 
naginaiy personage. 

It was one of the MarmioD family wbo, ia 
le reign of Edward II., performed UK 



nach lit Nortfauilir 
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:s became so proude, altar 



EoElishnK 



ge ihem aac 



'^About this Erme Ihf 
nwle yn IJncotnahir, I 

Sdy brought a haulni< 

HarmioD, knlshl. with a Iclicf of ctrnnnaDde- 
nenl of her lady^ that - - - - 

So he went to Norhai 

of mats, the very flour of'meo of ijie ScMtisk 



burien of t]» taJ3, behind w hDmcanTwilliani 
ricbJy amyed. as a1 ^litterioc in gold^ am 
weuina Lhe heauloie, his lady's present 

" Then said Thomas Gray to Marmion ' S! 
Knight, yebe cum hither to feme your helmet 

and I forsake God if I reuue not thy ' ' ' 
duds or alyvi, or I myself wyl dyi 



mi ''"ann; 



_ " Then Thomas Gni 
wtnidid them and thei 



broDEhi ihem to the foute men I 



ought to iiave been William : fat William Henui 
of Fixd wax luubadd to the lanvius Lady Ford, 

rames IV. BO dear. Moreover, the uid Wil- 
laam Heron vfis, at Che time supposed, a pri- 
■Oder in Scoiland, iteinE aurrendered by Henry 
VIII., on account of hu share in tlie sfauehtet 
of Sir Kohert Ker of CeBtfbrd. Hiiwifi, re- 
prejenttd in tite text aa re»diag at the Court 
at Scotland, was, in fact, livlDE in her own 
castle at Ford.-See Sir RifUABO Hehon's 
chrioua Caiialogj, aflkl HtnK F^milr. 

• p. M,— The slory of Periiin WatbecV, or 
Richard, Duke of York, is well known. In 

4fid James rv., after confemtu upon him tn 
mamago his own relation, the Lady Catherine 
Gordon, made war on England in behalf of 

England, Suitey advanced into Berwickshire 



treated, after tailing the inconadetable focTresl 
' p. m'.— The ganiwns of the English canlei 

lioDrs 10 Scotland. ' Sir Richard Maitland of 
Ledmetcm wrow a poem, called "The Blind 
Boron^s Comfort," wben his barony of Blylhe,. 
■n Laaderdale, was harriid l^ Rowlmd 
Fouler, the English captain of Wark, with hit 
^j^y^^W inenomberof aoomon. They 

npit, 30 horses and maris; the wtole f^t™ 
of his house of BIylhc. worth 100 pounds ScriU 
{/» 63. Sd.}, and everything elw that wu 

■ P- S4.— This cburchnian seems to have been 
akni to WelMh. the vicar of St. Thomas oT 
Eieter, a leader among the Cornish insurgents 
in ISW "Thia man," says Hoimshed, "had 
many good things m him. He wm of no gteat 



changed upon the Uee^oThisoii 

* P. u.— Sanu Ronliawai-ar Palerraa, aDt^ 
471 of a veryDDbfe faniQy, wid wban vcnr' 
mUE, ahhmred so mtu^ the vanltiea of thia 

solnng 10 dedicate hemlT wholly u God kV 
ighly, thai she, by divine inqiitHion, foniMk 
T fether'i honse, and nerer was more beard 
till her hndywaslotuid in thatden ofaieok, 
I that almost inacceanble mountain, where 
1* the ciupel it built : and they affirm 



■eWth 



fa of angdi : fcr 



tis)in the days of the Saint; and even now b 

In this Irightliil place Uls holy woman lived ■ 
great manyyean, feeding only on what sba 

^ng into a narrow and dreadful cleft in a 



^ornfT Ic Sicih and Malla, 
D^en (son to the poeiX p. 107. 



Id Malta, by Mr. John 
>od the soporific 
Rabelais. " But G^antna 



begin, you and I, the seven 
psalmii, to try whether you shall t 
bill asleep.' The conceit pleased 
very well; and b^iniiing "■-- '- 

Ihey Ml aslt 



It of thesi 
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different holy shrines; travelling incessantly • 
and subsistinjg by charity: whereas the Pil^m 
retired to his usual ^ home and occupations, 
when he had paid his devotions at the parti* 
cular spot which was the object of his pil- 
grimage. The Palmers seem to have been the 
QufstioMarii of the ancient Scottish canons 
ia4a and zto6. 

P. 5S-— ot. Regulus {Scottice, St. Rule), a 
monk of Patrae, in Achaia, warned by a vision, 
is said, a.d. 370, to have sailed westward, 
until he landed at St Andrews, in Scotland, 
where he founded a chapel and tower. The 
latter is still standing, and, though we may 
doubt the precise date of its foundation, is 
certainly one of the most ancient edifices in 
Scotland. A cave, nearly fronting the ruinous 
castle of the Archbishops of St. Andrews, bears 
the name of this religious person. It is difficult 
of access; and the rock m which it is hewn is 
washed by the German Ocean. It is nearly 
round, about ten feet in diameter, and the same 
in height. On one side is a sort of stone altar ; 
on the other, an aperture into an inner den, 
where the miserable ascetic, who inhabited this 
dwelling, probably slept At full tide, egress 
and regress are hardly practicable. As 
Regulus first colonised the metropolitan see of 
Scotland, and converted the inhabitants in the 
vicinity, he has some reason to complain that 
the ancient name of Kilrule (Ctlla^ Reguli) 
should have been superseded, even in favour 
of the tutelar saint of Scotland. The reason 
of the change was, that St. Rule is said to 
have brought to Scotland the relics of St 
Andrew. 

* P. 55* — St. Fillan was a Scottish saint of 
some reputation. Although Popery is, with 
us, matter of abomination, j^t the common 
people still retain some of the superstitions con- 
nected with it. There are in Perth^re several 
wells and springs dedicated to St. Fillaou which 
are still places of pilgrimage and offerings, 
even among the Protestants. They are held 
powerful in cases of madness ; and, in some 
of very late occurrence, lunatics have been left 
all night bound to the holy stone, in confidence 
that the saint would cure and unloose them 
before morning. 

• P. ^6. — Ettrick Forest, now a range of 
mountainous sheep-walks, was anciently re- 
served for the pleasure of the royal chase. 
Since it was disparked, the wood has been, by 
degrees, almost totally destroyed, although, 
wherever protected from the sheep, copses soon 
arise without any planting. When the King 
hunted there, he often summoned the array of 
the country to meet and assist his sport Thus. 
in 1538, James V. made "proclamation to all 
lords, barons, gentlemen, land ward-men, and 
freeholders, that they should compear at £din- 
burgh, with a month s victuals, to pass with the 
King where he pleased, to danton the thieves 
of Tiviotdale, Annandale, Liddisdale, and 
other parts of that country ; and also warned all 
gentlemen that had good dog^ to bring them, 
thaX he mieht hunt m the said country as he 

pleased : The whilk the Eai\ of Argyle, the 

.|:ar/ of Huntley, the Ear\ ot MVwAc^ «av^ 

so all the rest of ihe gentlemen o( lYveHv^ViXaxi^ 



did, and brought their hoimds with them in 
like manner, to htmt with the King as he 
pleased. 

"The second day of June the King -put. 
out of Edinbuigh to the hunting, with many of 
the nobles and gentlemen of Scotland with mm. 
to the number of twelve thousand men ; and 
then past to Meggitland, and hounded and 
hawked all the country and bounds ; that is to 
say, Crammat, Pappertlaw, St Mary-laws, Car- 
lavrick. Chapel, Ewindoores, and Longnope. 
I heard say, tie slew, in these bounds, eighteen 
score of harts."t 

lliese huntings had, of course, a militaiy 
character, and attendance upon them was a ixut 
of the duty of a vassal. The Act for abolishing 
ward or military tenures in Scotland, enume- 
rates the services of huntinjg^, hostine, watdiing, 
and warding, as those which were in future to 
be illegal 

Taylor, the water-poet, has given an account 
of the mode in which these huntings were con- 
ducted in the Highlands of Scotland in die 
seventeenth century, having been present at 
Braemar upon such an occasion : — 

"lliere did I find the trtdy noble and rig^t 
honourable lords, John Erskine, Earl of Mar; 
James Stewart Earl of Murray ; Geoige Gor- 
don, Earl of Engye, son and heir to the Mar- 
quis of Huntley; James Erskine, Eari of 
Buchan : and John, Lord Erskine, son and heir 
to the Elarl of Mar, and their Countesses, with 
my much honoured, and my last assured and 
approved friend, Sir William Murray, kn^t 
of Abercamey, and hundreds of others, knigfis, 
esquires, and their followers; all and eveiy 
man, in general, in one habit, as if hycaxjgas 
had been there, and made laws of eqnaUty; 
for once in the year, which is the whole month 
of August, and sometimes part of September, 
many of the nobility and gentry of the kingdom 
(for their pleasure) do come into these High- 
land countries to hunt ; where they do conform 
themselves to the habit of the Uighlandmen, 
who, for the most part, speak nothing bat 
Irish ; and, in former time, were those people 
which were called the Red^hattks^ Their hamt 
is — shoes, with but one sole a-piece ; stockings 
(which they call short-hose), made of a warm 
stuff of diverse colours, which they call tartan ; 
as for breeches, many of them, nor their fore- 
fathers, never wore any, but a jerkin of die 
same stuff that their hose is of; their garters 
bein^ bands or wreaths of hay or straw ; w^ 
a plaid about their shoulders ; which is aman^ 
of diverse colours, much finer and lighter stof 
than their hose; with blue flat caps <mi thdr 
heads; a handkerchief, knit with two knots, 
about their necks : and thus are they attiitd. 
Now theu: weapons are — ^long bowes and forked 
arrows, swords and targets, harquebosses, 
muskets, durks, and Lochaber axes. ¥^ 
these arms I found many of them armed for the 
hunting. As for their attire, any man, c^ what 
degree soever, that comes amongst them, mat 
not disdain to^ wear it ; for, if they do, then 
they will disdain to hunt, or willingly to faring 

\ 9\tscottie's History of Scoiltmi^ feBa 
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in their doRS : but if men be kind unto them, 
and be in their habit, then are thev conquered 
with kindness, and the sport will be plentiful. 
This was the reason that 1 found so many noble* 
men and gentlemen in those shapes. But to 
proceed to the himting : — 

" My good Lord of Marr having put me into 
that snape, I rode with him from his house, 
where I saw the ruins of an old castle, called 
the Castle of Kindrojp^hit It was built by King 
Malcom Canmore (^r a hunting-house), who 
reigned in Scotland when Edward the Con- 
lessor, Harold, and Norman William reigned 
in England. I speak of it, because it was 
the last house I saw in those parts; for I 
was the i^>ace of twelve days after, before 
I saw either house, corn-field, or habitation 
for any creature but deer, wild horses, wolves, 
and such like creatures, — which made me 
doubt that I should never have seen a house 
again. 

"Thus, the first day, we travelled eight 
miles, where there were small cottages, built 
on purpose to lodge in, which they call Lon- 
quhards. I thank my good Lord Erskine, he 
commanded that I should always be lodged in 
his lodging : the kitchen being always on the 
side of a mmk ; many kettles and pots boiling, 
and many spits turning and winding, with great 
variety of cheer, — ^as venison baked ; sodden, 
rosk, and stewed beef;^ mutton, goats, kid, 
hares, fresh salmon, pigeons, hens, capons, 
chickens,^ partridges, muir-coots, heath-cocks, 
cai>erkellies, and termagants ; good ale, sacke, 
white and claret, tent (or allegant), with most 
potent aquavitae. 

'*A11 these, and more than these, we had 
continually in superfluous abundance, caught 
by £dconers, fowlers, fishers, and brought by 
my lord's tenants ana purveyors to victual our 
camp, which consisteth of fourteen or fifteen 
hundred men and horses. The manner of the 
hunting is this : Five or six hundred mei} do 
rise eany in the morning, and they do disperse 
themselves divers ways, and seven, eight, or 
ten miles compass, they do bring, or chase in, 
the deer in many herds (two, three, or four 
hundred in a herd), to such or such a place, as 
the noblemen shall appoint them ; then, wnen 
day is come, the lords and gentlemen of their 
compsmies do ride or go to the said places, 
sometimes wading up to the middles, through 
bums and rivers ; and then, they being come 
to the place,^ do lie down on the ground, till 
those foresaid scouts, which are called the 
Tinkhell, do bring down the deer ; but, as the 
proverb says of the bad cook, so these tinkhell 
men do lick their own fingers; for, besides 
tJieir bows and arrows, which they carry with 
them, we can hear, now and then, aharquebuss 
or a musket go off, which they do seldom dis- 
charge in vain. Then, after we had staid there 
three hours, or thereabouts^ we might perceive 
the deer appear on the hills round about us 
(their heads makine a show like a wood), 
which, being followed close by the tinkhell, are 
chased down into the valley vmere we Xvy ; then 
all the valley, on each side, being way-laid with 
a hundred couple of strong Irish greyhounds, I 
they are all let loose, as occasion serves, upon 1 



the herd of deer, that with dogs, guns, arroivs, 
durks, and daggers, in the space of two hours, 
fourscore fat deer were slain ; which after are 
dbposed of, some one way, and some another, 
twenty and thirty miles, and more than enough 
left for us, to make merry withall, at our 
rendezvous." 

* P. 57. — This beautiful sheet of water forms 
the reservoir firom which the Yarrow takes it 
course. It is connected with a smaller lake, 
called the Loch of the Lowes, and surrounded 
by mountains. In the winter, it is still fre- 

2uented by flights of wild swans ; hence my 
iend Mr. Wordsworth's lines : — 

"The swan on sweet St. Mary's Lake 
Floats double, swan and shadow." 

Near the lower extremity of ^e lake are 
the ruins of Dryhope Tower^ the birthplace of 
Mary Scott, daughter of Philip Scott of Dry- 
hope, and famous by the tramtional name of 
the Flower of Yarrow. She was married to 
Walter Scott of Harden, no less renowned for 
his depredations than his bride for her beauty. 
Her romantic appellation was, in later days, 
with equal justice, conferred on Miss Mary 
Lilias Scott, the last of the elder branch of the 
Harden family. The author well remembers 
the talent and spirit of the latter Flower of 
Yarrow, though age had then injured the charms 
which procured ner the name. The words 
usually sung to the air of " Tweedude," begin* 
ning, "What beauties does Flora disclose,' 
were composed in her honour. 

* P. 58.— The chapel of St. Mary of the 
Lowes feU lacMius)was situated on the eastern 
side of the lake, to which it gives name. It 
was injured by the clan of Scott, in a feud with 
the Cnmstouns ; but continued to be a place 
of worship during the seventeenth centurv. 
The vestiges of the building can now scarcely 
be traced ; but the burial-erotmd is still used 
as a cemetery. A funeral, in a spot so very 
retired, has an uncommonly striking effect. 
The vestiges of the chaplain's house are yet 
visible. Being in a high situation, it com* 
manded a full view of the lake, with the oppo' 
site mountain of Bourhope, belonging, with the 
lake itself, to Lord Napier. On the jeft hand 
is the tower of Dryhope, mentioned in a pre- 
ceding note. 

* P. 58. — At one comer of the burial-ground 
of the demolished chapel, but without its 
precincts, is a small mound, called Binram's 
Corse^ where tradition deposits the remains of 
a necromantic priest, the former tenant of the 
chaplainry. 

* P. 58. — Loch-skene is a mountain lake, of 
considerable size, at the head of the Moffat- 
water. The character of the scenery is un- 
commonly savage ; and the earn, or Scottish 
eagle, has^ for many ages, built its nest yearly 
upon an islet in the lake. Loch-skene dis- 
charges itself into a brook, which, after a short 
and precipitate course, falls from a cataract of 
immense height and eloomy grandeur, called, 
from its appearance, me " (^rey Mare's Tail.'* 
The " Giant's Grave," aftexw«xd& xnjeosCwsoR^^ 
is a sort ot trcncVv, viVivdcv. \s«ax^ >CnaX x»ssv^ 
a Utt\e wav itom Ocvt foov ol ^^ laxax^^x. v«- 
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has the appearance of a battery, designed to 
command the pass. 

* P. 58. — Lmdisfiutw, an isle on the coast tA 
Northomberiand, was called Holy Island, firom 
the sanctity of its ancient monastery, and £rom 
its having been the Episcopal seat m the See of 
Durham during the early a^es of Brttirit 
Christianity. A succession oTholy men held 
that office : but their merits were swallowed 
up in the superior fame of St. Cuthbert, who 
wasrixth Bishop of Durham, and who bestowed 
the name of his ** patrimony" upon the exten* 
STe property of the See. The ruins of the 
monastery upoB Holy Island betoken ^reat 
anciqjuity. The arches are. in general, strictly 
Saxon, and the pillars woich support them, 
short, strong, and massy. In some places, 
however, there are pointed windows, which 
indicate that the building has been repaired at 
a period long subsequent to the original foun- 
dation. The exterior ornaments of the build- 
ing, being of a light sandy stone, have been 
wasted, as described in tht text. Lindisfame 
is not properly an bland, but rather, as the 
venerable Bede has teimea it, a semi-tsle ; for, 
although surrounded by the sea at full tide, the 
«bb leaves the sands dry between it and the 
opposite coast of Northumberland, from which 
it IS about three miles distant. 

* P. 6r. — She was the daughter of King 
Oswy, who, in gpratitude to Heaven for the 
irreat victtMry which he w(mi in 655. a^^ainst 
Penda, the Pagan King of Mercia, dedicated 
Edelileda, then but a year old, to the service 
<rf' God, in the monastery of Whitby, of which 
St. Hilda was Uien abbess. She afterwards 
adorned the place of her education with great 
■sagnificence. 

* P. 61. — ^Thesc two^ mirades are much 
insisted upon hy all ancient writers who have 
occasion to mention either Whitby or St. Hilda. 
The relics of the snakes which infested the pre- 
cincts of the convent, and were, at the abbess's 
prayer, not only beoeaded, but petrified, are 
atill found about the rocks, and are termed by 
Protestant fossilists, Ammonita. 

The other miracle is thus mentioned by Cam- 
den : — " It is also ascribed to the power of her 
ssuictity, that these wild geese, which, in the 
winter, fly in great flocks to the lakes and 
rivers unfrozen in the southern parts, to the 

freat amazement of every one, fall down sud- 
enly upon the ground, when they are in their 
flight over certain neighbouring fields here- 
alwuts : a relation I should not have made, if I 
had not received it from several credible men. 
But those who are less inclined to heed super- 
stition, attribute it to some occult quality in the 
ground, and to somewhat of apathy between it 
and the geese, such as they say is betwixt 
wolves and scylla roots : For that such hidden 
tendencies and aversions, as we call sympathies 
and antipathies, are implanted in many things 
by. provident Nature for the preservation of 
tmm, is a thing so evident that everybody 
Brants it." Mr. Charlton, in his History of 
IVkitiy, points out the true origin of the fable, 
&om the number of sea-gulls tokt, when flying 
6rom a storm, often alient neax 'W\n\\sy ; axva 
6rom the wroodcocks^ and other birds ot i^faasac^ 



who do the same upon their arrival on shnre, 
after a long fl^ht. 

* P. 6i.->St. Cuthbert was, ia the choice of 
his sepukhie, one of the most mutable asd on- 
reasonable saints in the Calendar. He died 
A. D. 688, in a hermitage upon tJie Fame lalaads, 
having resigned the bishc^ric of LJndis&me, 
or Holy Island, about two years beforct His 
body was brought to Limiis&me, wheie it r»> 
mained until a descent of the Danes, aboot 793, 
when the monastery was nearly destroyed, tht 
monks fled to Scotland with what they deemed 
their chief treasure, the relics of St. CutUieit. 
The Saint was, however, a most capridoos 
fellow-traveller; which was the more iatoier* 
able, as, like Sinbad's Old Man of the S^ he 
journeyed upon the shoulders oi his oon»' 

rions. They paraded him throoah Scodaoid 
several years, and came as far west as 
Whithem, in Galloway, whence they attenqited 
to sail for Ireland, but were driven bade by 
tempests. He at length made a hakat N«r- 
ham ; firom thence he went to Mebose, where 
he reosained stationary for a short time, and 
then caused himself to be launched upon the 
Tweed in a stone coffin, which landed him at 
Tillmouth, in Northumberland. 

The resting-place of the remains of dia 
Saint is not now matter of tmocrtahity. Se 
recently as 17th Bfay, 1837, 1x39 years after 
his death, their discovery and disinterment 
were effected. Under a blue stone in the 
middle of the shrine of St. Cuthbert, at the 
eastern extremity of the dioir of Dnrinun 
Cathedral, there was then found a walled 
erave, containing the coffins of the Saint. Ihe 
first, or outer one, was ascertained to be that 
of Z541, the second of Z04Z ; the third, or inner 
one, answering in every particular to tiie 
description of that of 698, was found to con* 
tain, not indeed, as had be^ averred then, and 
even until 1539, the incorruptible body, but the 
entire skeleton of the Saint ; the bottom of the 
grave being perfectly dry, free firom ofiienshre 
smell, and without the slightest S3rmptom diat 
a human body had ever undergone deoonqxMi* 
tion within its walls. The skeleton was found 
swathed in five silk robes of emblematical on- 
broidery, the ornamental parts laid with gold 
leaf, and these again covered with a robe d 
linen. Beside the skeleton were also deported 
several gold and silver insignia, and odier 
relics of the Saint 

* P. 61.— Every one has heard, dmt wben 
David I., with his son Henry, invaded North- 
umberland in J Z36, the Englida host mw^**^ 
against them under the £)ly banner of Sc 
Cuthbert; to die efficacy of which was iaumted 
the great victory which they obtained m the 
bloody battle of Northallerton, or Cntoninoor. 
The conquerors were at least as much indebted 
to the jealousy and intractability of the diffe- 
rent tribes who composed David's army ; aoong 
whom, as mentioned in the text^were dw Gal- 
wegians, the Britons of Strath-Clyde, the men 



t He restuned the bishopric of Lindis&nie, 
which, owin^ to bad health, he again rdin- 
^c^acu^ut^ ^«n3^\w less than three months bdfors 
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of Teviotdale aad Lothian, widi many Nofman 
and German warriors, who asserted the cause 
of the Empress Maud. See Chalmers' Cale^ 
doHia^ vol. i., p. 6a9 ; a most laborious, curious, 
and interesting publication, from which con- 
querable defects of style and manner ought not 
to turn aside the Scottish antiquary, 

* P. 6i.^;^uthbert, we have seen, had no 
great reason to spare the Danes, when oppor- 
tunity offered. Accordingly, I find, in Simeon 
of Duiham, that the Saint appeard in a vision 
to Alfred, when lurking in the marshes of 
Glastonbury, and promised him assbtance and 
victory over his heathen enemies ; a consolation 
which, as vras reasonable, Alfred, after the 
victory of Ashendown, rewarded by a royal 
offering at the shrine of the Saint. As to Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, the terror spread before 
his army, when he marched to punish the 
revolt of the Northumbrians in 1096, had forced 
the monks to fly once more to Ho(y Island with 
the body of the Saint. It was, however, re- 
placed before William left the north ; and, to 
balance accocuts, the Omqueror having inti- 
mated an indiscreet curiosity to view the 
Saint's body, he was, while in the act of com- 
xaanding the shrine to be opened, seized with 
heat aiKi sickness, accompanied with such a 
panic terror, that, notwithstanding there was a 
sumptuous dinner prepared for him, he fled 
without eating a morsel (which the monkish 
historian seems to have thought no small 
part both of the miracle and the penance), and 
never drew his bridle till he got to the river 
Tees. 

* P. 61, — Although we do not learn that Cuth- 
bert was, during his life, such an artificer as 
Dunstan, his brother in sanctity, yet, since his 
death, he has acquired the reputation of forging 
those Enirochi which are found among the 
rocks of Holy Island, and pass there by the 
name of St. Cuthbert^s Beads. While at this 
task, he is supposed to sit during the night 
upon a certain rock, and use another as his 
anvil. This story was perhaps credited in 
former days ; at least the Saint's legend con- 
tains some not more probable. 

* P. 61.— Ceowulf, or Colwulf, King of 
Northumberland, flourished in the eighth cen- 
tary. He was a man of some learning : for the 
venerable Bede dedicates to him his *' Eccle- 
siastical History." He abdicated the throne 
about 738, and retired to Holy Island, where he 
died in the odour of sanctity. Saint as C^wulf 
was, however, I fear the foundation of the 
penance-vault does not correspond with his 
character ; for it is recorded among his memo- 
ToUfiliay that, finding the air of the island raw 
and cold, he indulgjed the monks, whose rule 
had hitherto confined them to milk or water, 
with the comfortable privilege of using wine or 
ale. If any rigid antiquary insists on this 
objection, he is welcome to suppose the 
penance-vault was intended, by the founder, 
for the more genial purposes of a cellar. 

* P. 69. — ^That there was an ancient priory 
at Tynemouth is certain. Its ruins are situated 
on a high rocky point ; and, doubtless, many 
a vow was made to the shrine by the distressed 
Mariners who drove towards the iron-bound 



coast of Northumberland in stormy weather. 
It was anciently a nunnery ; for Virca, abbess 
of Tynemouth, presented St. Cuthbert (yet 
alive) with a rare winding-sheet, in emttlati<m 
of a holy lady called Tuda, who had sent him 
a coffin : But, as in the case of Whitby, and of 
Holy Island, the introduction of ntms at Tyne- 
motith in the reign of Henry VIII. is an ai>- 
achronism. The nunnery at Holy Island ia 
altogether fictitious. Indeed, St. Cuthbert was 
unlikely to permit such an establishment ; for, 
notwithstanding his accepting the mortuary 
gifts above-mentioned, and hb carrying on a 
visiting acquaintance with the Abbess of CxAdt- 
ingham, he certainly hated the whole female 
sex ; and, in revenge <^ a sUppery trick played 
to him by an Irish princess, he, after deaths 
inflicted severe penances on such as presumed 
to approach within a certain distance of his 
shrine. 

* P. 63. — It is well known that the religions^ 
who broke their vows of chastity, were sub- 
jected to the same penalty as the Roman 
vestals in a similar case. A small niche, suffi- 
cient^ to enclose their bodies, was made in the 
massive wall (rf the convent ; a slender pittance 
of food and water was deposited in it ; and the 
awful words, Vads in Pace, were the signal 
for immuring the criminal. It is not likely that^ 
in later times, this punishment was c^ten re* 
scMTted to ; but among the ruins of the Abbey 
of Coldingham were, some years ago^ discovered 
the remams of a female skeleton, which, from 
the shape of the niche and position of tfaa 
figure, seemed to be that of an immured nun. 

* P. 67. — The accommodations of a Scottish 
hostelrie, or inn, in the i6th century, may be 
collected from Dunbar's admirable tale of 
"The Friars of Berwick." Simon Lawder, 
"the gay ostlier," seems to have lived very 
comfortably ; and his wife decorated her person 
with a scarlet kirtle, and a belt of silk and 
silver, and rings upon her fingers, and feasted 
her paramour with rabbits, capons, partridges, 
and Bordeaux wine. At least, if the Scottish 
inns were not good, it was not for want of 
encouragement fi-om the legislature, who, so 
early as the reign of James I.^ not only 
enacted that in all boroughs and fairs there be 
hostellaries, having stabtes and chambers, and 
provision for man and horse, but by another 
statute ordained that no man. travelling oa 
horse or foot, should presume to lodge anywhere 
exce]^ in these hostellaries ; and that no person, 
save innkeepers, should receive such travellers, 
under the penalty of frarty shillings for exer- 
cising such hospitality.f But, in spite c^ these 
prpvident enactments, the Scottish hostels are 
but indifferent, and strainers continue to find 
reception in the houses of individuals. 

* P. 68. — Among other omens to which faith- 
ful credit is given amone the Scottish peasantry, 
is what is called the " dead-bell," explained by 
my friend James Hogg to be that tinkling in 
the ears which the country people regard as 
the secret intelligence of some friend's ^cease. 

* P. 69. — A vaulted hall under the ancient 

\ ]anve& \., ^aK\\axcvc£nX \, ck^. -^V- ^^i^*!- 
ment \u. cap. ^(>. 
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castle of Gifford or Yester (for it bears either 
name indifferently), the construction of which 
has from a vtxy remote period been ascribed to 
magic. The Statistical Account of the Parish 
of Garvald and Baro gives the following ac- 
count of the present state of this castle and 
apartment : — Upon a peninsula, formed by 
the water of Hopes on the east and a large 
rivulet on the west, stands the ancient castle of 
Yester. Sir David Dalrymple, in his Annals, 
relates, that * Hugh Gifford de Yester died iu 
Z967: that in his castle there was a capacious 
cavern, formed by magical art, and called in 
the country Bo-Hall, i.e.. Hobgoblin Hall' 
A stair of twenty-four steps led down to 
this apartment, which is a large and si>acious 
hall, with an arched roof; and though it hath 
stood for so many centuries, and been exposed 
to the external air for a period of fifty or^ sixty 
years, it is still as firm and entire as if it had 
only stood a few years. From the floor of this 
hall, another stair of thirty-six steps leads 
down to a pit which hath a communication 
with Hopes-water. A great part of the walls 
of this large and ancient castle are still stand- 
ing. There is a tradition that the castle of 
Yester was the last fortification, in this country, 
that surrendered to General Gray, sent into 
Scotland by Protector Somerset." •— Statistical 
Account, vol. xiii. 1 have only to add. that, 
in X737; the Goblin Hall was tenanted oy the 
Marquis of Tweeddale's falconer, as I learn 
from a poem by Boyse, entitled " Retirement," 
written upon visiting Yester. It is now ren- 
dered inaccessible by the fall of the stair. 

* P. 69. — In 1263, Haco, Kinjs of Norway, 
came into the Frith of Clyde with a powerful 
armament, and made a descent at Largs, in 
Ajrrshire. Here he was encountered and de- 
feated, on the and October, by Alexander III. 
Haco retreated to Orkne}^, where he died soon 
after this disgrace to his arms. There are 
still existing, near the place of battle, many 
barrows, some of which, having been openeo, 
were found, as usual, to contain bones and 
urns. 

* P. 70. — "Apentacle is a piece of fine linen, 
folded with five comers, according to the five 
senses, and suitably inscribed with characters. 
This the magician extends towards the spirits 
which he invokes, when they are stubborn 
and rebellious, and refuse to be conformable 
unto the ceremonies and rites of magic." — See 
the Discourses concerning Devils and Spirits 
annexed to Reginald Scott's Discovery of 
Witchcraft^ ed. 1665, p. 66. ^ 

* P. 7a — It is a popular article of faith that 
those who are bom on Christmas, or Good 
Friday, have the power of seeing spirits, and 
even of commanding them. The Spaniards im- 
puted the haggard and downcast looks of their 
Philip II. to the disagreeable visions to which 
this privilege subjected him. 

* P. 71. — The following extract from the 
Essay upon the Fairy Superstitions, in the 
'•Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border,' vol. il, 
will show whence many of the particulars of the 

combat between Alexander 111. and the Goblm 
Knight are derived :— 
Gcrvaae of Tilbury {Otia Imptrial ap 



Serif t, rgr, Brunsvic., vol. L p. 797) relates 
the following popular story concermng a fiury 
knight: — " Osbert, a bold and powerfm baron, 
visited a noble family in the vicinity of Wandle- 
bury, in the bishopric of Ely. Among other 
stories related in the social circle of his friends, 
who, according to cu8tom,^unused each other 
by repeating ancient tales and traditions, iie 
was informmi, that if any knight, unattended, 
entered an adjacent plam by moonlight, and 
challenged an adversary to appear, he would 
be immediately encountered dv a spirit in the 
form of a knight. Osbert resolved to make the 
experiment, and set out, attended by a single 
s<iuire, whom he ordered to remain without ue 
limits of the plain, which was surrounded t^an 
ancient intrenchment. On repeating the chal- 
lenge, he was instantly assailed by an adver* 
sary, whom he quickly unhorsed^ and seized 
the reins of his steed. During this operatic, 
his ghostly opponent sprung up, and darting 
his ^pear, like a javelm, at Osbert^ wounded 
him in the thigh. Osbert returned m triumph 
with the horse, which he committed to tne 
care of his servant^ The horse was of a sable 
colour, as well as his whole accoutrements, and 
apparently of great beauty and vigour. He 
remained with his keeper till cock-crowing, 
when, with eyes flashing fire, he reared, spum«i 
the ground, and vanished. On disarming him- 
self, Osbert perceived that he was wounded, 
and that one of his steel boots was full of blood. 
Gervase adds, that, "as long as he lived} the 
scar of his wound opened afresh on the anmver- 
sary of the eve on which he encountered the 
spirit." Less fortunate was the ^lant Bo- 
hemian knight, who, travelling by night with a 
single companion, *'came in sight of a fairy 
host, arrayed under displayed banners. De- 
spising the remonstrances of his friend, the 
knight pricked forward to break a lance with a 
champion, who advanced from the ranks appa* 
rently in defiance. His companion beheld the 
Bohemian overthrown, horse and man, by his 
aerial adversary ; and returning to the spot 
next moming, he found the mangled corpses of 
the knight and steed." — Hierarchy 0/ Biesud 
Angels, p. 554. ^ 

Besides these instances of Elfin chivalry 
above quoted, many others might be alleged in 
support of employmg fairy machinery in this 
manner. I'he forest of Glenmore, in the Nordi 
Highlands, is believed to be haunted byas^t 
called LhamjdearXt in the array of an ancient 
warrior, having a bloody hand, from which he 
takes his name. He insists upon those with 
whom he meets doing battle witn him ; and the 
clerg^yman, who makes up an account of the 
district, extant in the Macfarlane MS. in the 
Advocates' Library, gravely assures us. that, in 
his time, Lham-dearg ^ fought with three 
brothers whom he met in his walk^ none of 
whom long survived the ghostly conflict. Bar- 
clay, in his " Euphormion," gives a singidar 
account of an officer who had ventured, with 
his servant, rather to intrude upon a hatmted 
house in a town in Flanders, than to put np 
with worse quarters elsewhere. After taking 
\^e u^^aa^. V^ccAMlvons of providing fires, lights, 
«cv^ «3ra«., >^«^ \)'aiL^«& ^Siv \&a^lg,ht, wheo 
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GoodfeUow, and Jack o' Lanthern 

" She was pinch'd, and pull'd, shr 
And he by Fnai'i lanilurH led 

■; The Hiilor 

vteisly alluded to by Reginald Scott, in his 
''Discovery of Witchcraft?' I have penned a 
copy in the valuable library of my friend Mr. 

"Aneidolea of IJterature," that there is one 
an the ejiceilent collectiou of the Marquis of 
Stafford. 

orih='-?y;iT, atoTi™3e'i from EdinbJ^lL' 
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hnlaioed a gallery of great length and 
Iwa magnilicent sIairT:ase, now ouite destroyed. 

been ^ more splendid than was usual in Scot. 
tish castles. TTie castle belonged originally to 
the Chancellor, Sir William Ccfchlou, and pro- 
hahlyowed lo bim its first enlargement, is, well 
as its being taken by the Earl uf Danglas, who 

Cdecessor, Earl William, beheaded in Ediu. 
gh Castle, with his brother, in 1440. It ii 
said to have been totally demolished on tbaE 
occa^on; but the present state of the ruin 
shows the contrary. In 1483, it was garrisoRed 

^iu^ji^'n'r' ' ™ ""' "°°™""- "^"' 

curred by seducin 



the barony and castte of Crichion fell la tb 
share of the Earl of Bucdeoch. They wet 
afterwards the property of the FrinEles I 
Clilton, and are now that of Sir John Ca! 
lander. Baronet, it were to be wished the prt 

at present used as a fold for sheep, and wintei 
feS ruins^ii Scotla^dwhich Sfiplayso^eirS 

called the /fo«»J/w. The epiihlt. whit* i 

old ca^tlei in Scotland, Is of Saracenic origiE 
It occurs twice in Ihe '' Epittela llimrarvl 



word applies to the dungeons of the ancieni 

building was originally derived. 
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And Keppi&t forth, wilh ciovitch gow^f 

And BstkvxUl Btlkmlti cried bold. 

I'o CUK bi> Kxilditn lo cnoue, 
Bat tbcce he caughL a wellcomc cold. 

The EoifliBhnieD tlru^ht down him tlmw. 
ThiK Hibum ihraugh hi« hardy heari 
Hii l^ul fine in con Bid (aund," &c 

FloAin FuM, B Poem : ediud by 

H.Weber. iLdin. tSsS. 

Adadi VB5 gruidralber to Juno, Earl of 

Bolhwdl, too well luuttja Id the history of 

Queen Mary. 

■ J*. 7«.— This uoiy ii told by Piticollie uriih 

leeJm of ^otliuid, boili 

flxiy and BiKtccQ yean, that ihcy r^hould be 
ready, within twenty daya, lo pobi with him, 
with forty days' viclua], and to meet at the 
BiuTow.muir of Ediaburgh, and there to pu^ 
forward where he pleased. Kis pTDclamatioDt 
vere hastily obeyed, conirary to the Council ol 
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' P. 79-— The Borough, or Gnomon Moor of 

Edinburgh, was of very greai extent, mdiinc 
from the souibem wbIIi of the dry to the 
bottom of Braid Hills. It was andenily i 

nuisaiioe, that the inhahiiants of Edmhiigli 

wood™ galleries, projecting over the street, u 
order to encourage them to conuime the timber, 
wblch rhev ucm to have done very eflcctuaHy. 
When James IV. mustered the array of the 
kingdom then, in IS13, IbcBorough-niDorwa^, 
according to Hawlnomden, "a lield spacious, 
and deliehlful by the shade of nuinv stately 
and aged oaks." Upon that, and similar ocd' 
sions, the roj-at standard is traditionally said to 
have been displayed from the Hare-Dtane.l 
high stone, now built uito the tvall, on the kfi 
hand of the highway leading towards Btaid, 
not far from thelead of Bmntsfidd Links. 'Ibi 

Bri^ word Har, Hgnifying an army. 

* S. 70.— Hie welAnown armi of Seotlmd. 
Ifyou will believe Boeihiiu and Budiinan, thl 
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maure^ was first assumed by Echaius, King of 
Scotlwid, contemporary of Charlemagne, and 
founder of the celebrated League with France ; 
but later antiquaries make poor Eochy, or 
Achy, little better than a sort of King of 
Brei^Ebrdt whom old Grig (who has ^ also 
swelled into ^ Gregorius Magnus) associated 
with himself in the important duty of govern- 
ing some part of the north-eastern coast of 
Scotland. 

* P. So.— The Old Town of Edinburgh was 
secured on the north side by a lake, now 
drained, and on the south by a wall, which 
there was some attempt to make defensible 
even so late as 1745. The gates, and the 
greater part of the wall, have been pulled 
down, in the course of the late extensive Mid 
beautiful enlargement of the city. My in- 
gezuous and valued friend, Mr. Thomas Clamp- 
bell, proposed to celebrate EUlinbuigh under 
the epithet here borrowed. But the " Queen of 
the North" has not been so fortunate as to 
receive from so eminent a pen the proposed 
distinction. 

* P. 83.— This is no poetical exaggeration. 
In some of the counties of England, distin- 
guished for archery, shafts of this extraordinary 
ieogth were actually used. Thus, at the battle 
of Blackheath, between the troops of Henry 
VII. and the Cornish insurgents, in 1496, the 
bridge of Dartford was defended by a picked 
.band of archers from the rebel army, *' whose 
arrows," says Hollinshed, "were in length a 
fitll cloth yard." The Scottish, according to 
Ascham, had a proverb, that every English 
.archer carried, under his belt twenty-four 
Scots, in allusion to his bundle of unerring 
shafts. 

* P. 83. — ^The Scottish burgesses were, like 
yeomen, appointed to be armed with bows and 
sheaves, sword, buckler, knife^ spear, or a 
good axe instead of a bow, if worth ;£ioo; 
their armour to be of white or bright harness. 
They wore whiie hats.^ i.e., bright steel caps, 
widbiout^ crest or visor. By an Act of James 
W.Ahsaxwea^otischawiHgs areappointed to be 
held four times a-year, under the aldermen or 
baiUfis. 

* P. 83. — Bows and quivers were in vain re- 
commended to the peasantry of Scotland^ by 
ra>eated statutes ; spears and axes seem umvpr- 
sally to have been used instead of them. Their 
defensive armour was the plate-jack, hauberk, 
or brigaiitine ; and their missile weapons cross- 
bows and culverins. All wore swords of excel- 
lent temper, according to Patten ; and a volum- 
inous handkerchief round their neck, "not 
for cold, but for cutting." The mace also 
was much used in the Scottish army: The 
old poem on the battle of Flodden mentions 
a band-* 

" Who manfully did meet their foes, 
With leaden mauls, and lances long." 

When the feudal array of the kingdom was 
called forth, each man was obliged to appear 
widi forty dUtys' provision. When this was ex- 
pended, which took place before the battle of 
Flodden, the army melted away of course. 
Almost all the Scottish forces, except a few 



knights, men-at-arms, and the Border-pridcers, 
who f<n-med excellent light cavalry, acted iq>on 
foot. 

* P. 83.-~-In all transactions of great or petty 
importance, and among whomsoever takmg 
place, it would seem that a present of wine 
was a uniform and indispensable preliminary. 
It was not to Sir John Falstaff alone that sudi 
an introductory preface was necessary, how- 
ever well judged and acceptable on the part of 
Mr. Brook ; for Sir Ralph Sadler, while on an 
embassy to Scotland in X539-40, mentions, 
with complacency, "the same night cam« 
Rothesay (the herald so called) to me again, 
and brought me wine from the Kmg, both while 
and red. —Clifforct* Editum^ p. to. 

* P. 84. — Few readers need to be reminded 
of this belt, to the weight of which James 
added certain ounces every year that he lived. 
Pitscottie founds his belief, that James was not 
slain in the battle of Flodden, because the 
English never had this token of the iron belt to 
show to any Scottishman. The person and 
character of James are delineated according 
to our best historians. His romantic disposi- 
tion, which led him highly to relish gai^, ap- 
proaching to license, was, at the same time, 
tinged with enthusiastic devotion. These pro- 
pensities sometimes formed a strange contrast. 
He was wont, during his fits of devotion, to 
assume the dress, and conform to the rules, of 
the order of Franciscans; and when he had 
thus done penance for some time in Stirling, to 
plunge agun into the tide of pleasure. Pkx>- 
oably^ too, with no unusual inconsistency, he 
sometimes laughed at the superstitious ol»er- 
vances to which he at other times subjected 
himself. 

* P. 84. — It has been already noticed (see 
note to stanza xiii. of canto 1.) that King 
James's acquaintance with Lady Heron of Ford 
did not commence until^ he marched into 
England. Our historians impute to the King's 
infatuated passion the delays which led to the 
fatal defeat of Flodden. The author of " The 
Genealogy of the Heron Family " endeavours, 
with laudable anxiety, to clear the Lady Ford 
from this scandal ; that she came and went, 
however, between the armies of James and 
Surrev is certain. See Pinkerton s Histoty^ 
and toe authorities he refers to, voL ii., p. 99. 

* P. 84. — " Also the Queen of France wrote 
a love-letter to the King of Scotland, calling 
him her love, blowing him that she had 
suffered much rebuke m France for the dor 
fending of his honour. She believed surel) 
that he would recompense her again with some 
of his kingly support in her necessity ; that is 
to say, that he would raise her an army^ 
and come three foot> of ground on English 
ground, for her sake. To that effect she sent 
him a ring off her finger, with fourteen thou- 
sand French crowns to pay his expenses.*' 
PiTSCOTTiB, p. 110.— A turquois ring: pro- 
bably this fatal gift is, with James's sword and 
dagser, preserved in the College of H^alds, 
London. 

* P. 86.— Archibald Douglas, Earl of Angus, 
a man remarkable for ^Uvcvg^x^cw cJl Xsk^ 'kq^ 
mind, acquVred x]tve v^v>3^act u^xqa qR. BeU-t>«- 
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Cat upon the followine remarkable occasion : — 
James die Third, of whom Pitscottie complains 
that he delighted more in music and '* policies 
of building than in hunting, hawking, and 
other noble exercises, was so ill advised as to 
make favourites of his architects and musicians, 
whom the same historian irreverently terms 
masons and fiddlers. His nobility, who did 
not sympathise in the Ring's respect for the fine 
arts, were extremely incensed at Uie honours 
conferred on those persons, particularly on 
Cochrane, a mason, who had been created £su-I 
of Mar : and, seizing the opportunity when, in 
X482, the King had convoked the whole airay 
of the country to march against the English, 
they held a midnight council in the church of 
Lauder, for the purpose of forcibly removing 
these minions from the King's person. When 
all had agreed on the propriety of this measure. 
Lord Gray told the assembly the ai)ologue of 
the Mice, who had formed a resolution that it 
would be highly advantageous to their com- 
munity to tie a bell round the cat's neck, that 
they might hear her approach at a distance ; but 
which public measure unfortunately miscarried, 
from no mouse being willing to undertake the 
task of fastening the bell. ** I understand the 
moral," said Angus, '*and, that what we pro- 
pose may not lack execution, I will bell th* 
cat:* 

* P. 86. — ^Angus was an old man when the 
war against England was resolved upon. He 
earnestly spoke against that measure from its 
commencement ; and, on the eve of the battle 
of Flodden, remonstrated so freely upon the 
impolicy of fighting^ that the King said to him. 
with scorn and indignation, "if he was afraid 
he might go home." The Earl burst into tears 
at this insupportable insult, and retired accord- 
ingly, leaving his sons George, Master of 
Angus, and Sir William of Glenbervie, to com- 
mand his followers. They were both slain in 
the battle, with two hundred gentlemen of the 
name of Douglas. The aged Earl, broken- 
hearted at the calamities of his house and his 
country, retired into a religious house, where 
he died about a year after the field of 
Flodden. 

* P. 86.— The ruins of Tantallon Castle 
occupy a high rock projecting into the German 
Ocean, about two miles east of North Berwick. 
The building formed a principal castle of the 
Douglas faiml3r, and when the Earl of Angus 
was banished, in 1537, it continued to hold out 
against James V. ^ 'Tne King went in person 
against it, and for its reduction, borrowed from 
the Castle of Dunbar, then belonging to the 
Duke of Albany, two great cannons, *' Thrawn- 
mouth'd Meg and her Marrow;" also, "two 

S^reat botcards, and two moyan, two double 
alcons, and four Quarter falcons.'' Yet, not- 
withstanding all tnis apparatus, James was 
forced to raise the siege, and only afterwards 
obtained possession of Tantallon by treaty with 
the governor, Simon Panango. When the 
Earl of Angus returned from banishment, upon 
the death of James, he again obtained posses- 
aion of Tantallon, and it actually afibrded re- 
fuge to an English ambassador, under cVtcutcv- 
nances similar to those descrV\)ed Vn, lYve texx. 



This was no other than the celebrated Sir 
Ralph Sadler, who resided there for some time 
under An^^ s protection, after the failure of 
his negotiation for matching the infant Mary 
with Edward VI. 

* P. 86. — A very ancient sword, in possession 
of Lord Douglas, bears, among a great d«fd of 
flourishing, two hands pointing to a heart, 
which is placed betwixt them, and the date 
1330^ being the year in which Bruce charged 
the Good Lord Douglas to carry his heart to the 
Holy Land. 

* P. 8^. — A German general^ho commaoded 
the auxiliaries sent by the Duchess of Bur- 
gundy with Lambert Simnel. He was de- 
feated and killed at Stokefield. The name of 
this German general is preserved by that of the 
field of battle, which is called, after him. Swart- 
moor. There are songs about him long current 
in England. — See Dissertation pr^ed to 
Ritson's Ancient Songs, ZToa. p. IxL 

* P. 88.— The Cross of Edinburgh was an 
ancient and curious structure. The lower part 
was an octagonal tower, sixteen feet in dk- 
meter, and about fifteen feet high. At each 
angle there was a^ pillar, and between them an 
arch, of the Grecian shape. Above these was 
a projecting battlement, with a turret at each 
comer, and medallions, of rude but curious 
workmanship, between them. Above this rose 
the proper Cross, a column of one stone, up- 
wards of twenty feet high, surmounted with 
a unicorn. This pillar was preserved in the 
grounds of the property of Drum, ndar Edin- 
burgh, and now stands within the railings of 
the Cathedral Church (St. Giles's) of ^in- 
burgh. 

* P. 89. — ^This supernatural citation is men- 
tioned by all our Scottish historians. It was, 
probably, like the apparition at Linlithgow, 
an attempt, by those averse to the war, to 
impose upon the superstitious temper of James 

* P. 00. — ^This relates to the catastrophe of 
a real Robert de Marmionj in the reign of 
King Stephen, whom William of Newbury 
describes with some attributes of my fictitious 
hero : Homo bellicosus, /erocia, et astvcia 
fert mUlo suo tempore imparl* This Baron, 
having expelled the monks from the chturdi of 
Coventry, was not long of experiencing the 
Divine judgment, as the same monks, no 
doubt, termed his disaster. Having wi^ed a 
feudal war with the Earl of Chester, Marmion's 
horse fell, as he charged in the van of his troop 
against a body of Uie Earl's followers: the 
rider's thigh being broken by the fall, his head 
was cut o£f by a common foot-soldier, ere he 
could receive any succour. The whole story u 
told by William of Newbury. 

* P. 91.— The lol of the heathen Danes (a 
word still applied to Christmas in Scotland) 
was solemnised with great festivity, llie 
humour of the Danes at table disqplayed itself 
in pelting each other with bones ; and Torfieus 
tells a long and curious story, in the Histinyof 
Hrolfe Kraka, of one Hottus, an inmate <^die 
Court of Denmark, who was so generally as- 
sailed with these missiles, that he constructed, 

oux <3ll ^^ \]«nie& >mV<2gl -which he was over- 
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* My lord, if ye have taken from him his head, 
dispone upon the body as ye please : ' and with 
that called for his horse, and leaped thereon ; 
and when he was on horseback, he said to the 
Earl in this manner, * My lord, if I live, you 
shall be rewarded for your labours that you 
have used at this time, according to your 
demerits.* 

* * At this laying the Earl was hiehly offended, 
and cried for horse. Sir Patrick, seeing the 
Earl's fury, spurred his horse, but he was 
chased near Edinbursh ere they left him ; and 
had it not been his Ted horse was so tried and 
good, he had been taken." — Pitscottis's 
History, p. 39. 

* P. 97. — Lest the reader should partake of 
Che Earl's astonishment, and consider the crime 
as inconsistent with the manners of the period, 
I have to remind him of the numerous fcMrgeries 
(partly executed by a female assistant) devised 
by Robert of Artois, to forward his suit against 
the Countess Matilda ; which, being detected, 
occasioned his flight into England, and proved 
the remote cause of Edward the Third's me- 
morable wars in France. John Harding, also, 
was expressly hired by Edward VI. to forgesuch 
documents as might appear to establish the 
claim of fealty asserted over Scotland by the 
English monarchs. 

* P. q8.— On the evening previous to the 
fnemocable battle of Flodden, Surrey's head- 

Quarters were at Barmoor Wood,^ and King 
ames held an inaccessible position on the 
ridge of Flodden-hill, one of the last and lowest 
enunences detached from the ridge of Cheviot. 
The 'I'ill, a deep and slow river, winded 
between the armies. On the morning of the 
9th September, 1513, Surrey marched in a 
north-west^ly direction, and crossed the Till, 
with his van and artill^, at Twisel Bridge, 
nigh where that river joins the Tweed, his 
rear-guard column passing about a mile higher, 
by a ford. This^ movement had the double 
effect of placing his army between King James 
and his surolies from Scotjand, and of striking 
the Scottish monarch with surprise, as he 
seems to have relied on the depth of the river 
in his front. But as the passage,-both over the 
bridge and through the ford, was difficult and 
slow, it seems possible that the English might 
have been attacked to great advantage while 
struggling with these natural obstacles. I 
know not if we are to impute James's forbear- 
ance to want of military skill, or to the ro* 
mantic declaration which Pitscottie puts in his 
mouth, *' that he was determined to have his 
enemies before him on a plain fleld," and 
therefore would suffer no interruption to be 
given, even by artillery, to their passing the 
river. 

* P. 99. — The reader cannot here expect a 
full account of the battle of Flodden ; but, so 
far as is necessary to understand the ro- 
mance, I beg to remind him, that, w^n the 
English army, by their skilful countermarch, 
were fairly placed between King James and 
his own country, the Scottish monarch resolved 
to fight ; and, setting fire to his tents, de- 
scended from the ridge o( ¥\oddeiv to mcmt^ 
the oeigiibouring eminence o{ BmnVsiotv^, otv 



which that village is built. Thus the two 
armies met, almost without seeing each other, 
when, according to the old poem of ** Kfedden 
Field," 

'* The English line stretch'd east and west, 
And southward were tlieir faces set; 
The Scottish northward pnsudly preat, 
And manfully their foes they met." 

The English army advanced an four dinskns. 
On the right, which first engaged, wen the 
s(His of Earl Surrey, namely, lliomas Hovaid, 
the Admiral of England, and Sir Edmund, the 
Knight-Marshal of the army. Their diviaoos 
were sqwra t ed from each other ; but, at the 
request of Sir Edmund, his brother's hattalkw 
was drawn very near to his own. The centre 
was commanded by Surrey in p«arsoxi ; the left 
wing bv Sir Edwu^ Stanley^ with the men of 
Lancashire, and of the palatinate of Gheter. 
Lord Dacre, with a large body of hone, 
formed a reserve. When the smoke^ which 
the wind had driven between the armies, was 
somewhat dispersed, they perceived the Scott, 
who had moved down the hill in a similar 
<n'der of bautle, and in de^ saleoce. The Eails 
of Huntlv and of Home comnoanded thdr kft 
wing, and charged Sir Edmund Howaod irith 
such success as entirely to defeat his nait of 
the English right wing. Sir Edmund's mnna 
was beaten down, and he himself escaped with 
difficulty to his brother's division. The Ad- 
miral, however, stood firm ; and Dacre advanc* 
ing to his support with the reserve of cavidry, 
probably between the interval of the diviskns 
commanded by the brothers Howard, aprnan 
to have kept the victors in effectual check. 
Home's men, chiefly Borderers^ bqgan to pfl- 
lage the baggage of both armies ; sod their 
leader is brand^ by the Scottish historiaas 
with negligence or treachery. On the other 
hand, Huntly, on whom they bestow auuiy 
encomiums, is said bj^the English historians 10 
have left the field after the first charge. Meaa- 
while the Admiral, whose flank these diicft 
ought to have attacked, availed himself of tfadr 
inactivity, and pushed forward against another 
large division of the Scottish army in his fixNit, 
headed by the Eaiis of Crawfora and Moot' 
rose, both of whom wece slain, and their £9roes 
routed. On the left^ the success of the English 
was yet more decisive ; for the Scottish right 
wing, consisting of undisciplined Highlanders, 
commanded by Lennox and Argyle, was un- 
able to sustam the charge of Sir Edward 
Stanley, and especially the severe execntion of 
the lAncashire archers. Tlie Vimg and 
Surrey, who^ commanded the respective 
centres of their armies, wore meanwhile en* 
gaged in close and dubious conflict. James, 
surrounded by the flower of his kingdom, ano 
impatient of the galling discharge of arrows, 
supported also by his reserve under Bothwell, 
charged with such fiiry that the standard of 
Surrey was in danger. At that critical mo* 
ment, Stanley, who had routed die left wins 
of the Scottish, pursued his career (tf victory, 
and arrived on the right flank, and in the rear 
. oC James's division, which, throwing itself 
\ vwXA 9k oxOi%^^>s^>ax»i ^be battle till night caae 
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Surrey then drew back his forces ; for the 
Scottish centre not having been broken, and 
tkdlr left wing being victorious, he yet doubted 
tke event oT the field. The Scottkh vamy, 
however, felt their loss, and abandoned the 
Add of battle in disorder, before dawn. They 
kwt, perhaps, firom eight to ten thousand men ; 
tmt tlwt mduded the very prine of their 
BobUity, gentry, and even clergy. Scarce a 
fiu^Nr of eminence but has an ancestor killed 
at Floddcn ; and there is no province in Scot- 
land, even at this day, where the battle 
is mentioned without a sensation of terror 
aad sorrow. The English lost also a great 
number of men, perhaps within one-third of 
liM vanquished, but they were of in/ierior 
note. 

** P. xoo. — Sir Brian Tunstall, called, in the 
romantic language of the time, Tunstall die 
Undefiled, was (me of the few Englishmen of 
rmk slain at Flodden. He figures in the 
andent English poem, to which I may safely 
raftar my readers ; as an edition, with full ex- 
planatorynoteSjlias been pubiudiea by ray friend, 
Mr. Houry Weber. Tunstall. periiaps,derived 
his epithet of undefiled firom his white armour 
mid banner, the latter bearing a white cock, 
about to crow, as well as from his unstained 
loyalty and kmghtly fiuth. His place of resi- 
dmce was Tfauriand Castle. 

* P. lox. — There can be no donbt that King 
Tames feU in the battle of Fkxiden. He was 
killed, soys die curious Frendi Gazette, within 
a lance's length of the Earl of Surrey ; and the 
same account adds, that none of his divisiim 
were made prisoners, though manv were killed ; 
a circumstance that testifies the desperation of 
their resistance. The Scottish historians re- 
cord many of the idle reports which passed 
among the vulgar of their day. Home was 
accused, by the popular voice, not only 
ci failing to suj^port the King, but even of 
having carried him out of the field and^ mur- 
dered nim. And this tale was revived in my 
remembrance, by an unanthenticated story of 
a skeleton^ wrapped in a bull's hide, and sur- 
rounded with an iron chain, said to have been 
found in the well of H(xne Castle; for which, 



on inquiry, I could never find any better autho- 
rity than the sexton of the parish having said 
that, if the well were cleaned omit he would 
not be surprised at such a discovery. ^ Home 
was the chamberlain of the King, and his prime 
favourite ; he had much to lose (in fact did 
lose all) in consequence of James's death, and 
nothing eardily to gain by that event ; but the 
retreat or inactivity of the left wing which he 
commanded, after defeating Sir Edmund 
Howard, and even the circumstance of his 
returning unhurt, and loaded with spoil, from 
so fatal a conflict, rendered the propagation df 
any calumny against htm easy and acceptable. 
Other reports gave a still more romantic turn 
to the King's fate, and averred that James, 
weary of greatness, after the carnage amon^ 
his nobles, had gone on a pil^mage, to ment 
absolution for the death of his father, and the 
breach of his oath of amity to Henry. In par* 
ticular, it was objected to the EngUsh that 
they could never show the token of the iron 
belt ; whichj however, he was likely enough to 
have laid aside on the day of battle, as encum- 
bering his personal exerdons. They produce 
a better evidence, the monarch's sword and 
dagger, which are still preserved in the Herald's 
Cculege in London. Stowe has recorded a de- 
grading story of the disgrace with which the 
remains of the unfortunate mcMiarch. MFere 
treated in his time. An imhewn column niarie» 
the spot Ddiere James fell, still called the King's- 
Stone. 

* P. X03.'— This storm of Lichfield cathedral^ 
which haid been garrisoned on the part of the 
King, took place m the Great Civil War. Lord 
Brow, who, with Sir John Gill, commanded 
the assailants, was shot with a musket-ball- 
throueh the visor df his helmet. The royalists 
remariced, that he was killed by a shot fired 
icom St. Chad's cathedral, and upon St.. 
Chad's Day, and received his death-wotmd in 
the verv eye with which, he had said, he hoped 
to see tne ruin of all the cathedrals in Engkmd. 
The magnificent church in quesdoti siufered 
cruelly upon this^ and other occasions; the 
principal spire being ruined by the fire of the 
oesi^ers. 
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• P. 109. — Ua-Var, as the name is pro- 
nounced, or more properly Uaighmor, is a 
moimtain to the north-east of ^ the village of 
Callander in Menteith, deriving its name, 
which signifies, the great den, or cavern, from 
a sort of retreat among the rocks on the south 
ride, said, by tradition, to have been the abode 
of a fiant. In latter times, it was the refuge 
of robbers and banditti, who have been only 
extirpated within these forty or fifty years. 
Strictly speaking, this stronghold is not a cave, 
the name would imply, out a sort of small 



as 



enclosure, or recess, surrounded with large 
rocks, and open above head. 

* P. 109. — ** The hounds which we call Saint 
Hubert's hounds, are commonly all blacke, yet 



neuertheless, the race is so mingled at these 
days, that we find them of all colours. These 
are tne hoimds which the abbots of St. Hubert 
haue always kept some of their race or kind, in 
honour or remembrance of the saint, which 
was a hunter with S. Eustace. Whereupon 
we may conceiue that (by the grace of (iod^ 
all good huntsmen shall follow them into para- 
dise." — The Noble Art of Venerie or Hunt- 
itWf translated and collected for the Use 0/ 
edl Noblemen and Gentlemen. Lond. x6is«. 
4to,p. 15. 

* P. 109.-— When the stag turned to bay, the 
ancient hunter had the perilous task of going 
in upon, and kiUin^ or dsaa&Avc%>2GA^«s^Rxa&» 
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held particularly dangerous, a wound received 
from a stag's horn being then deemed poison- 
ous, and more dangerous than one from the 
tusks of a boar, as the old rhyme testifies— 

'* If thou be hurt with hart, it brings thee to 
thy bier, 
But barber's hand will boar's hurt heal, there- 
fore thou need'st not fear." 

At all times, however, the task was dangerous, 
and to be adventured upon wisely and warily, 
either by getting behind the stag while he was 
gazing upon the hounds, or bjr watching an 
opportunity to gallop roundly in upon him, 
and kill him with the sword. 

* P. izo.-^Until the present road was made 
through the romantic pass which I have pre- 
sumptuously attempted to describe in the pre- 
ceding stanzas, there was no mode of issuing 
out of the defile called the Trosachs, excepting 
by a sort of ladder, composed of the branches 
and roots of trees. 

* P. zii. — The clans who inhabited the ro- 
mantic regions in the neighbourhood of Loch 
Katrine, were, even until a late period, much 
addicted to predatory excursions upon their 
Lowland neighboiu^ 

^ ■* P. zza. — If force of evidence could autho- 
rise us to believe facts inconsistent with the 
general laws of nature, enough might be pro- 
duced in favour of the existence of ue Second- 
sight. It is called in Gaelic Taiskitaraugh, 
from Taish^ an unreal or shadowy appear- 
ance; and those possessed of the faculty are 
called TaisAatrtHf which may be aptly trans- 
lated visionaries. Martin, a steady believer 
in the second-sight, gives the following account 
of it : — 

*\ The second-si^ht b a singular facultjr of 
seeing an otherwise invisible object without 
any i>revious means used by the person that 
used it for that end ; the vision nuuces such a 
lively iihpression upon the seers, that they 
neither see nor think of anything else, except 
the vision, as long as it continues ; and then 
they appear pensive or jovial, according to the 
object that was represented to them. 

At the sight of a vision, the eyelids of the 
person are erected, and the eyes continue star- 
ing until the object vanish. This is obvious to 
others who are by when the persons happen 
to see a vision, and occurred more than once 
to my own observation, and to others that were 
with me. 

** If a woman is seen standing at a man's left 
hand, it is a presage that she will be his wife, 
whether they be married to^ others, or unmar- 
ried at the tune of the apparition. 

" To see a spark of nre fall upon one's arm 
or breast, is a forerunner of a dead child to be 
seen in the arms of those persons; of which 
there are several fresh instances. 
^ "To see a seat empty at the time of one's 
sitting in it. is a presage of that person's death 
soon after. ' Martin's Description of the 
Western Islands ^ 1716, 8vo, p. 300. etseq. 

To these particulars innumerable examples 
jni/^ht be added, all attested by grave and 
credible authors. But, in despite o( «v\de<(\ce 
which neither Bacon, Boyle, not JoViu^ti vtex^ 



able to resist, the TatscA, with all its visionary 
properties, seems to be now tmiversally aban* 
doned to the use of poetry. The exquisitely 
beautiful poem of Locniel will at once occur to 
the recollection of every reader. 

* P. zza. — ^The Celtic chieftains, whose lives 
were continually exposed to peril, had usially, 
in the most retired spot of their domains, 
some place of retreat tor the hour of neoes* 
sity, which, as circumstances would admit, 
was a tower, a cavern, or a rustic hut, in a 
strong and secluded situation. One of these 
last gave refuge to the unfortunate Charles 
Edward, in his perilous wanderings after the 
battle of Culloden. 

* P. ZZ3. — ^lliese two sons of Anak flourished 
in romantic fable. The first is well known to 
the admirers of Ariosto, by the name of Ferratu 
He was an antagonist of Orlando, and was at 
length slain by him in single combat. 

Ascapart, or Ascabart, makes a very ma- 
terial figtu-e in the History of Bevis of Hamp- 
ton, by whom he was conquered. His efifigies 
may be seen guarding one side of a gate at 
Southampton^ while the other is occupied by Sir 
Bevis himself. 

* P. ZZ3.— The Highlanders, who carried 
hospitality to a pimctilious excess, are said to 
have considered it as churlish to ask a stranger 
his name or lineage before he had taken re- 
freshment. Feuds were so fre<|uent among 
them, that a contrary rule would in many cases 
have produced the discovery of some circum- 
stance which might have excluded the guest 
from the benefit of the assistance he stood in 
need of. 

* P. ZZ5. — To a late period Highland diief- 
tains retained in their service the bard, as a 
family officer. 

* P. iz6. — The ancient aiid powerful family 
of Graham (which, for metrical reasons, is here 
spelt after the Scottish pronounciation) held 
extensive possessions in the cotinties of Dum- 
barton and Stirling. Few families can boast 
of more historical renown, having chum to 
three of the most remarkable characters in the 
Scottish annals. Sir John the Graeme, the 
faithful and undaunted partaker of the laboon 
and patriotic warfare of Wallace, fell in the un- 
fortunate field of Falkirk, Z398. The cele- 
brated Marquis of Montrose, in whom De Retz 
saw realised his abstract idea of the heroes of 
antiquity, was the second of these worthies. 
And, notwithstanding the severity of his 
temper, and the rigour with which he executed 
the oppressive mandates of the princes whom 
he served, I do not hesitate to name as a third, 
John Graeme of Claverhouse, Viscount of Dun- 
dee, whose heroic death in the arms of victory 
may be allowed to cancel the memory of his 
cruelty to the nonconformists during the leigns 
of Charles II. and James II. 

* P. zz6.— I am not prepared to show that 
Saint Modan was a penormer on the harp. It 
was, however, no unsaintly accomplishment: 
for Saint Dunstan certainly did play upon that 
instrument, which retaining, as was natural, a 
portion of the sanctity att^^ed to its master's 

I character, announced future events by its spon- 
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* p. z 16. —The downfall of the Douglasses of 
the house of Angus during the reign of James 
V. is the event lOluded to in the text. 

* P. 117. — ^This was by no means an uncom- 
vaxxx occurrence in the Court of Scotland ; nav, 
the presence of the sovereign himself scarcely 
restrained the ferocious and inveterate feuds 
which were the perpetual source of bloodshed 
among the Scottish nobility. The murder of 
Sir William Stuart of Ochiltree, called The 
Bloody^ by the celebrated Francis, £arl of 
Bothwell, may be named among many. See 
JoHNSTONi Hixtoria Rerutn Briianntcarumj, 
ab anno 1572 ad annum i6a8. Amstelodami, 
1655, fol. p. 13s. 

* P. X17. — ^The exiled state of this powerful 
race is not exaggerated in this and suosequent 
passages. Thehatred of James against the 
race <tf Douglas was so inveterate, that nu- 
merous as their allies were, and disr^arded 
as the regal authority had_ usually been in 
similar cases, their nearest friends, even in the 
most remote parts of Scotland, durst not enter- 
tain them, unless under the strictest and closest 
disguise. 

* P. 1x7. — ^The parish of Kilmaronock, at the 
eastern extremity of Loch Lomond, derives its 
name from a cell or clu^l, dedicated to St. 
Maronock, or Mamock, or Maronnan, about 
whose sanctity very little is now remembered. 
There b a fountain devoted to him in the same 
parish ; but its virtues, like the merits of its 
patron, have fallen into oblivion. 

* P. 1x7. — ^Thb is a beautiful cascade made 
bv a mountain stream called the Keltie, at a 
place called the Bridge of Bracklinn, about a 
mile from the village of Callander in Menteith. 

* P. 1x7.— Archibald, the third Earl of 
Douglas, was so unfortunate in all his enter- 
prises, that he acquired the epithet of Tine- 
man, because he tinedt or lost, his followers in 
every battle which he fought. ^ 

* P. XI 8. — ^The ancient warriors, whose hope 
and confidence rested chiefly in their blades, 
were acctistomed to deduce omens from them, 
especially from such as were supposed to have 
been fabricated by enchanted skill, of which we 
have various instances in the romances and 
legends of the time. 

* P. X18. — ^The connoisseurs in pipe-music 
affect to discover, in a well-composed pibroch, 
the imitative sounds of march, conflict, flight, 
pursuit, and all the "current of a heady fight' 

* P. xxS.— Besides his ordinary name and 
surname, which were chiefly used in the inter- 
course with the Lowlands, every Highland 
chief had an epithet expressive of his patriar- 
dial dignity as head of the clan, and which 
was common to all his predecessors and succes- 
sors, as Pharaoh to tne kings of Egypt, or 
Arsaces to those of Parthia. ^ This name was 
usually a patronymic, expressive of his descent 
from the founder of the family. Thus the Duke 
of Argyle is called MacCallum More, or the 
son of Colin the Great. 

* P. 133. — ^When a chieftain designed to sum- 
mon his clan, upon any sudden or important 
emergency, he slew a goat^ and making a cross 
of any light wood, seared its^ extremities in the 
fire, and extinguished them in the blood of the 



animal. This was called the Fiery Cross^ also 
Crean Tarighy or the Cross ofShamty because 
disobedience to what the symbol implied in- 
ferred infamy. It was delivered to a swift 
and trusty messenger, who ran^ull speed with 
it to the next hamlet, where he presented it to . 
the^ principal person, with a single word, im- 
plying the place of rendezvous. He who re- 
ceived the symbol was bound to send it forward, 
with equal despatch, to the next village ; and 
thus it passed with incredible celerity through 
all the district which owed allegiance to the 
chief, and also among his allies and neigh- 
bours, if the danger was common to them. At. 
sight of the Fiery Cross, every man, from six- 
teen years old to sixty, capable of bearing arms, 
was obliged instantly to repair, in his best arms 
and accoutrements, to the place of rendezvous. 
He who failed to appear, suffered the extre- 
mities of fire and sword, which were emble- 
matically denounced to the disobedient by the 
bloody and burnt marks upon this warlike 
si^aL During the civil war of X745-6, the 
Fiery Cross often made its circuit ; and upon 
one occasion it passed throujp;h the whole dis- 
trict of Breadalbane, a tract of thirty-two miles, 
in three hours. 

* P. 133. — The state of religion in the middle 
ages afforded considerable facilities for those 
whose mode of life excluded them from regular 
worship, to secure, nevertheless, the ghostly 
assistance of confessors, perfectly willing to 
adapt the nature of their doctrine to the neces- 
sities and peculiar circumstances of their flock. 
Robin Hood, it is well known, had his cele- 
brated domestic chaplain, Friar Tuck. 

• P. 124. — ^The legend which follows is' not of. 
the author's invention. It is possible he may 
differ from modem critics, in supposing that 
the records of human superstition, if peculiar 
to, and characteristic of, the country in which 
the scene is laid, are a l^itimate subject of 
poetry. He gives, however, a ready assent to 
the narrower proposition wnich condemns all 
attempts of an irregular and disordered fancy 
to excite terror, by accumulating a train of 
fantastic and incoherent horrors, whether bor- 
rowed from all countries, and patched upon a 
narrative belonging to one which knew them 
not, or derived from the author's own imagina- 
tion. In the present case, therefore^ I appeal 
to the record which I have transcribed, with 
the variation of a very few words, from the geo- 

Saphical collections made by the Laird of 
acfarlane. I know not whemer it be neces- 
sary to remark, that the miscellaneous con- 
course of youths and maidens on the night and 
on the spot where the miracle is said to have 
taken place, might, even in a credulous a|;e, 
have somewhat diminished the wonder which 
accompanied the conception of Gilli-Doir- 
Magrevollich. 

"There is hot two myles from Inverloghie, 
the church of Kilmalee, in Lochyeld. In an- 
cient tymes there was ane church builded upon 
ane hill, which was above this church, which 
doeth now stand in this toune ; and ancient men 
doeth say, that th^ was a battell foughten on 
ane litle hill not the tenth part of a. va>jl«.5'^^\sw 
this cb,ucc\i,\>«c«xVacax« ttvwiViVvOBk.^^^ ^v^w^x. 



4i6 



Scott's Poetical Works. 



know what they were. And long tyme there- 
after, certaine herds of that toane, and of the 
next tonne, eaHed Umiatt, both wenches aad 
youthes, did on a tyme conveen with others oa 
chat hill ; and the day beii^ somewhat cold, 
did gather the bones or the dead men that were 
slarne long tyme before in that place, and did 
nudce a ftre to warm them. At last they did 
all remove from the fire, except one makt at 
wench, which was verie cold, and she did re- 
maine there for a space. She being ^uyetKe 
her alone, without anie other companie, took 
up her cloadu above her knees, or thereby, to 
warm her; a wind did caant and cast the 
ashes npon her, and she was conceived of ane 
man-chyld. Several] tymes thereafter she was 
verie nek, and at last she was knowne to be 
with chyld. And then her pctrents did ask at 
her the matter heiroflf, which the wench could 
not weel answer ^Hiich way to satisfie them. 
At last she resolved them with ane answer. As 
fortune fell npon her concerning this marvellous 
miracle, the chyld being borne, his name was 
called GUi-doir MagktrvoUichf (hat b to say, 
the Btack Child, S<m to the Bones. So called, 
his grandfather sent him to school, and so be 
was a good schollar, and godlie. He did btiild 
this church which doeth now stand in Lochyeld, 
called Rifanalie."-- Macfaklams, ntsmfra, ii. 
x88. 

* P. X94. — ^The snoady or riband, with which 
si Scottish lass braided her hair, hatd an emble- 
matical signification, and applied to her maiden 
character. ^ It was exchanged for the eureka 
toff or coif, when she passed, by marrioge, 
into the matron state. But if the damsel was 
so unfortunate as to lose pretensions to the 
name of maiden, without gaining a right to 
that of matron, ^e was neither permitted to 
use the snood, nor advanced to the graver 
dignity of the curch. In old Scottish songs 
there occur many sly allusions to such misfor- 
tune ; as in the old words to die popular tune 
of " Ower the muir amang the heather." 

** Down amang the broom, the broom^ 
Down amans the broom, my dearie. 
The lassie lost ner silken snood, 
That gard her greet till she was wearie." 

* P. 134. — Most great families in the High- 
lands were supposed to have a tutelar, or rather 
a domestic spirit, attached to them, who took 
an interest in their prosperity, and intimated, 
by its wailings, any approaching disaster. A 
superstition of the same kind is, I believe, 
nniyersally received by the inferior ranks of the 
native Irish. 

* P. Z34.-^A preside of the kind alluded to 
in the text, is still believed to announce death 
to the ancient Highland £unily of M'Lean of 
Lochbuy. The spirit of an ancestor slain in 
battle is heard to gallop along a stony bank, 
and then to ride thnce around the family resi- 
dence, ringing his fairy bridle, and tluas inti- 
mating the approaching calamity. 

* P. las.— The present brogtte of the High- 
landers is made of half-dried leather, with holes 
to admit and let out the water ; for walking 
the moors dry-shod is a matter aXto^elVvec owt ^a<3v.v»i<: ai> avi^ 
ef the question. The ancient bu&Vui waa «u^\ ^^u ^wec^» 



ruder, being made of undressed deer's hide, 
with the hanr outwards; a circumstance vdiich 
procured the Highlanders the w^U-known 
epithet of Red.aka$Uts, 

* P. zad.— The Coronach of the Highlanders, 
like the Vtaiaius of the Romans, and the 
Ululoo of the Irish, was a wild expressMHi of 
lamentacion, poured forth by the mourners 
over die body of a departed fhend. When tht 
words of it were articulate, they expressed tlM 
praises of the deceased, and the k>ss the dan 
would sustain by his death. 

* P. xat. — It may be necessary to inform the 
southern reader, that the heath on the Scottish 
moorlands is often set fire to, that the sheep 
may have the advantage of the young herbage 
produced, m room of the tou«i old heather 
plants, lliis custom (execrated by sportanen) 
produces occasionally the most beautiful noc- 
turnal a{n>earances, similar almost to the dis- 
charge of a volcano. This simile is not new 
to poetry. The charge of a warrior, m the fine 
ballad of Hardyknutc, is said to be ** tike file 
to heather set.*^ 

* P. xa8. — ITiis is a very steep and most ro- 
mantic hollow in the mountain of B«ivenne, 
overhanging the south-eastern extremity of 
Loch Katrine. It is surrounded with stupen- 
dous pocks^ and overdiadowed with burcb-trees, 
minffled with oaks, the spontaneous productxm 
of the mountain, even where its clifib vpptu 
denuded of soil. 

* P. X30. — ^The Highlanders, like all rude 
people, had various superstitious modes of m- 
quiring into futurity. One of the most noted 
was the Taghairmy mentioned in the text. A 
person was wrapped up in the skin of a newly- 
slain bullock, and deposited beside a waterfirll, 
or at the bottom of a precipice, or in some 
other strange, wild, and unusual situation, 
where the scenery around him sugg^ed noth- 
ing but objects of horror. In this situation, ht 
revolved m his mmd the question proposed ; 
and whatever was impressed upon him by hb 
exalted imagination, passed for the inspiration 
of the disembodied ^irits, who haunt the dno' 
late recesses. 

* P. X3X.— There is a rock so named in the 
Forest of Glenfinlas, by which a turaidtuaiy 
cataract takes its course. This wild place is 
said in former times to have afforded refuge to 
an outlaw, who was supplied with provisij^ 
by a woman, who lowered them down fron 
the brink of the precipice above. His water he 
procured for himself, by letting down a fla^n, 
tied to a string, into the black pool beneath the 
fall. 

» P. 131.— Though tbb be in the text de- 
scribed as a re^nse of the Tagfaairm, or Oracle 
of the Hide, it was of itself an at^ury fre- 
quently attended to. The fate of ^e batde 
was often anticipated in the imagination of the 
combatants^ by observing which party fiist shed 
blood. It IS said that the Highlanders aadcr 
Montrose were S9 deeply indued with tto 
notion, that fin the morning of the battle of 
Tippermoor, they murdered a defenceless herds- 
man, whom they found in the fields, merely to 
secure an advantage of so much consequence to 
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* p. 133. — Fairies, if not positively maleyo- 
lent, are capricious, and easily offenoed. Like 
other proprietors of forests, they are pecu- 
liarly jealous of their rights of vert^ and 
venison. This jealousy was also an attribute 
of the northern Duergar^ or dwarfs ; to many of 
whose distinctions tne fairies seem to have 
succeeded^ if, indeed, they are not the same 
class of bemg^ 

* P. 133. — ^As the Daoifie SAi*, or Men of 
Peace, wore green habits, they were supposed 
to take offence when any mortals ventured to 
assume their favourite colour. Indeed,^ from 
some reascm which has been, perhaps, originally 
a general superstition, green is held in Scotland 
to be unlucky to particular tribes and counties. 
The Caithness men, who hold this belief, allege 
as a reason, that their bands wore that colour 
when they were cut off at the battle of Flod- 
den ; and for the same reason they avoid 
crossing the Ord on a Monday, being the day 
of the week on which their ill-omened array set 
forth. Green is also disliked \iy those of the 
name of Ogilvy ; but more especially is it held 
fatal to the whole clan of Grahame. It is re- 
membered of an aged gentleman of that name, 
that when his horse fell in a fox-chase, he ac- 
counted for it at once by observing that the 
whipcord attached to his lash was of this un- 
lucky colour. 

* P. 133. — The elves were supposed greatly 
to envy the privileges acquired by C^istian 
initiation, and they gave to those mortals who 
had fallen into their power a certain precedence, 
founded upon this advantageous^ distinction. 
Tamlane, in the old ballad, describes his own 
rank in the fairy procession : — 

** For I ride on a milk-white stteed. 
And aye nearest the town ; ^ 
Because I was a christen'd knight, 
They gave me that renown." 

* P. 137. — St. John actually used this illus- 
tration when engaged in confuting the plea of 
law {M-oposed for the unfortunate Earl 01 Straf- 
ford : '* It was true we gave laws to hares and 
deer, because they are beasts of chase ; but it 
was never accounted either cruelty or foul play 
to knock foxes or wolves on the head as they 
can be found, because they are beasts of prey. 
In a word, the law and humanity were sdike ; 
the one being more fallacious, and the other 
more barbarous, than in any age had been 
vented in such an authority.' — Clarendon's 
History of the Rebellion.'* Oxford, 1703, fol. 
vol. p. 183. 

* P. 137. — ^The Scottish Highlanders, in 
former times, had a concise mode of cooking 
their venison, or rather of dispensing with cook- 
ing it, which appears greatly to have surprised 
the French whom chance made acquainted 
with it The Vidame of Charters, when a hos- 
tage in England, during the^ reign of Edwamd 
VI., was permitted to travel into Scotland, and 
penetrated as far as to the remote Highlands 
\au ^n fond des Sauva^es). After a great 
hunting party, at which a most wonderful 

Quantity of game was destroyed, he saw 
lese Scottish Savages devour a part of their 
venison raw, without any farther preparation 
a D 



than compressing it between two batons of 
wood, so as to force out the blood, and render 
it extremely hard. This they reckoned a great 
delicacy ; and when the Viciame partook of it, 
his compliance with their taste rendered him 
extremely popular. 

* P. 138.^ — ^There is scarcdy a more dis- 
orderly period in Scottish history than that 
which succeeded the battle of Flodden, and oc- 
cupied the nunority of James V. Feuds of 
ancient standing broke out like old wounds, 
and^ every quarrel among the independent 
nobility, which occurred daily, and almost 
hourly, gave rise to fresh bloodshed. 

* P. Z40.— This incident, like some other 
passages in the poem, illustrative of the cha- 
racter of the ancient Gael, is not imaginary, 
but borrowed from fact The Highlanders, 
with the inconsistency of most nations in the 
same state, were alternately capable of great 
exertions of generosity, and of cruel revenge 
andperfidy. 

* P. X40. — The torrent which discharges itself 
from Loch Vennachar, the lowest and eastmost 
of the three lakes which form the scenery ad- 
joining to the Trosachs, sweeps through a flat 
and extensive moor, called Bochastle. Upon 
a small eminence, called^ the Dun of Bochastle, 
and indeed on the plain itself, are some in- 
trenchments, which have been thought Roman. 
There is, adjacent to Callander, a sweet villa, 
the residence of Captain Fairfoul, entitled the 
Roman Camp. 

* Pi 14a — The duellists of former times clid 
not always stand upon those punctilios respect- 
ing equality of arms, which are now judged 
essential to fair combat. It is true, that in 
former combats in the lists, the parties were, by 
the judges of the field, put as nearly as possible 
in the same circumstances. But in private 
duel it was often otherwise. 

* P. X41. — A round target of l^ht wood, 
covered with strong leather, and studded witli 
brass or iron^ was a necessajry part of a High- 
lander's equipment. In charging regmar 
troops, they received the^ thrust of the bayonet 
in this buckler, twisted it aside, and used the 
broadsword against the encumbered soldier. 
In the civil war of 1745, most of the front rank 
of the clans were thus armed ; and Captain 
Grose informs us, that, in 1747, the privates of 
the 42nd regiment, then in Ifianders, were, for 
the most part, permitted to carry targets. — ' 
Military AntiguitteSf voL i. p. 164. 

* P. 142. — Every burgh of Scotland, of the 
least note, but more especially the considerable 
towns, had their solemn play, or festival, when 
feats of archery were exhibited, and prizes dis- 
tributed to those who excelled in wrestlipg, 
hurling the bar, and the other gymnastic exer- 
cises of the period. Stirling, a usual place of 
royal residence, was not likely to be deficient 
in pomp upon such occasions, especially since 
James V. was very partial to them. His 
ready participation Sn these popular amuse- 
ments was one cause of his acquiring the title 
of King of the Commons, or Rex Plebeiorum^ 
as Leslie has Latinised it.^ The usual prize to 
the best shooter was a silver arto'« . ^n^Scw ^ 
one is pTCSCxvodi aX. ^O^xV «cA. ^x'^ «^i5«&. 
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Jahn, Abbot of Unrcuan, 6u«n of May. nci 

taAt," uyi J<^n KiwMt, '^wcfc BiirmJ up Ic 

vcan t«ft Uld tlamned by aUtaLe Htid Acl dj 
Fmiuiiiunl; yet would theyDM be fatbiddcn.' 
AooDrdinely,tbey raised a very Eerioiu lumult, 
«d M leDgth made pnsonera the muismtu 
Tho eodeavoved fo iiEppreu jt, and ttould 
vol leleaie Ihem lill Ihry oiioried a formal 

•hue oflhe (UiCDrbance. It would seem, from 



Tryed a wtwUdc : 
And theKfare tbeie wu y-KI ten 

• P. 146.— The Scottiali arm[« connsled 
diiefly of the Taobiliiy and bvuns, with iheii 
VUSIIU, who held landl under tbem, Ibr Qulicary 

clan JD the Higl^iS and Boi^cn wu of °a 

■dih feudal prindplei. li flowed Jioio the 
Palria FslrUiu, exaibed by the chieftain 
u RpRunting the Drisiiial father of the whole 
ii«pc,iuidwmonenoMycd in contradiction to 
the feudal itwerior- 

to'<:Sl S'j^Vr ^nW^sun"' tr«lld^ 

The glH-nuidcn w " a'ne^ssa^^I^'^anl! 
Her dUtf »u tumbling and dancing : and 
therefore the Anglo-Sax^n version of SalnE 
Uark's GoMel Ktalei Herodias [o have vaulted 
or tumbled tefbre KinE Herod. 

* P. l«.-Thcro ue leveral instanCES, al 



tbeirdenth-bed. Such an anecdote ii men. 
Hd W t)K late Mr. Riddel of Clenriddel, 

air culled the "Dandling of tb't Bainu, for 
which a certain Gallovidian laird ii »id id have 
evinced this lining mark ot partiality. It ii 
populary told ctf a Vinous fireebooier, thai he 
composed the tune knowii by the name of 
Macpbervm'i Rant while under sentence of 
death, and played it at the galloiKS-Dte. 
Some apiriled wortjs have been adapted lo it 
by Bums. A similar story b recoonte' -' ~ 
Welsh bard, who composed and played 
■ -■- — "-■■ DqfyMf a 



ited of a 

. — . - — composed and playi " 

ith-bed the air called Oajyddji Garrttt 

ed' in the^rasicbs, anS cl<^ 
iathe 



It was greatly posterior ir 

■JamesV. 

ta». — This discovery wilt 



of the beaaliiia Xrabian'tale 
Vet the incident is ool bor. 
legarii story, but from Scouiib 
s V.| t>f whom «e arc trcadn?. 
whole nod u 
rendered hts re 



n thei 



i! subjecl 



rmeddB 



ifmssevcndi 



jylroi 



a jnstifiaUe matin 
averse the vkdnaga 
mdt^uiiei. Toe 



™W*" 



«llin£ in the disguise of a beggar. The 
V is perhaps the best comic ballad in any 



plaint of the Papingo : — 
Adieuj fair Snawdoun, with thv lowers high. 
Thy chaple-royal, park, and table round ; 

Wbilk doth againe tby rc^aJ rock rebound." 
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:iS.-A belief 
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the vulgar in Selkirkshire. A copious fountain 
upon the ridge of Minchmore, called the Cheese- 
well, is supposed to be sacred to these fanciful 
spirits, and it was customary to propitiate^ them 
by throwing in something upon passing it. A 
pm was the usual oblation ; and the ceremony 
IS still sometimes practised, though rather in 
jest than earnest. 

* P. Z56.— The flexibility of the Italian and 
Spanish languages, and perhaps the liveliness 
of their genius, renders these countries distin- 
guished for the talent of improvisation, which 
is found even among the lowest of the people. 
It is mentioned by Baretti and other travellers. 

* P. 156. — I have used the freedom, here 
and elsewhere, to alter the orthography of the 
name of my gallant countryman, in order to 
apprise the Southern reader of its legitimate 
sound ;— Grahame being, on the other side of 
the Tweed, usually pronounced as a dissyllable. 

* P. 157. — Almost all the Spanish historians, 
as well as the voice of tradition, ascribe the in- 
vasion of the Moors to the forcible violation 
committed by Roderick upon Florinda, called 
by the Moors, Caba or Cava. She was the 
daughter of Count Julian, one of the Gothic 
monarch's principal lieutenants, who, when 
the crime was perpetrated, was engaged in the 
defence of Ceuta against the Moors. In his 
indignation at the ingratitude of his soverei|;n, 
and the dishonour of his daughter. Count Julian 
forgot the duties of a Christian and a patriot, 
and^ forming an alliance with Musa, then the 
Cakph's lieutenant in Africa, he countenanced 
the mvasion of Spain by a body of Saracens 
and Africans, commanded by the celebrated 
Tarik ; the issue of which was the defeat and 
death of Roderick, and the occupation of 
almost the whole peninsula by the Moors. 

* P. xs8.— The Tecbir (derived from the 
words ^ /me acbar, God is most mighty) was the 
original war-cry of the Saracens. It is cele- 
brated by Hughes in the Siege of Damascus : — 

'* We heard the Tecbir ; so these Arabs call 
Their shout of onset, when, with lou(l appeal. 
They challenge Heaven, as if demanding 
conquest." 

TheLe/itt well known to the Christians dur- 
ii^ the crusades, is the shout oiAlla iUaAlla^ 
the Mahommedaii confession of faith. It is twice 
used in poetry by my friend Mr. W, Stewart 
Rose, in the romance of Partenopex, and in the 
Crusade of St. Lewis. 

» P. ISO. -yCount Julian, the father of the 
injured Florinda, with the connivance and as- 
sistance of Oppas, Archbishop of Toledo, in- 
vited, in 7x3, the Saracens into Spain. A con- 
siderable army arrived under the command of 
Tarik, or Tariff ^ who bequeathed the well- 
known name of Gibraltar {Gibel al Tarik^ or the 
mountain of Tarik) to the place of his landing. 
He was joined by Coimt Julian, ravaged Anda- 
lusia, and took Seville. In 7x4, they returned 
with a still greater force, and Koderick marched 
into Andalusia at the head of a great army, to 

S've them battle. The field was chosen near 
eres. 

"* P. 160. — ^The bolero is a very light and 
active dance, much practised by the Spaniards, 



in which castanets are always used. Mozo and 
fKMchacha are equivalent to our phrase of lad 
and lass. 

* P. t6x. — ^The heralds, at the coronation of 
a Spanish monarch, proclaim his name three 
times, and repeat three times the word, Cas~ 
tiliay Castilittf Castilia t which, with all other 
ceremonies, was carefully copied in the mock 
inauguration of Joseph Bonaparte. 
^ * P. x63. — ^Those who were disposed to be- 
lieve that mere virtue and energy are able of 
themselves to work forth the salvation of an 
oppressed people, surprised in a moment of 
confidence, deprived of their officers, armies, 
and fortresses, who had every means of resis- 
tance to seek in the very moment when they 
were to be made use of, and whom the numer- 
ous treasons amonz the higher orders deprived 
of confidence in their natural leaders, — those 
who entertained this enthusiastic but delusive 
opinion may be pardoned for expressing their 
disappointment at the protracted warfare in the 
Penmsula. There are, however, another class 
of persons, who, having themselves the highest 
dread or veneration, or something allied to 
both, for the power of the modem Attila, will 
nevertheless give the heroical Spaniards little 
or no credit for the long, stubborn, and un- 
subdued resistance of three years to a power 
before whom their former well-prepared^ well- 
armed, and numerous adversaries fell m the 
course of as many months. While these 
gentlemen plead for deference to Bonaparte, 
and crave 

" Respect for his great place, and bid the devil 
Be duly honoured for his burning throne," 

it may not be altogether unreasonable to claim 
some modification of censure upon those who 
have been long and to a great extent success- 
fully resisting this great enemy of mankind. 
That the energy of Spain has not uniformly 
been directed by conduct equal to its vigour, 
has^ been too obvious ; that her armies, under 
their complicated disadvantages, have shared 
the fate of such as were defeated after taking 
the field with every possible advantage of arms 
and discipline, is surely not to be wondered at 
But that a. nation, under the circumstances of 
repeated discomfiture, internal treason, and 
the mismanagement incident to a temporary 
and hastily adopted government, should have 
wasted, by its stubborn, uniform, and pro- 
longed resbtance, myriads after myriads of 
those soldiers who had overrun the worjd— 
that some of its provinces should^ like Galicia. 
after being abajidoned by their allies, ana 
overrun by their enemies, nave recovered their 
fireedom l>y their own unassisted exertions; 
that others, like Catalonia, undismayed by the 
treason which betrayed some fortresses, and the 
force which subdued others, should not only 
have continued their resistance, but have at- 
tained over their victorious enemy a superiority, 
which is even now enabling them to. besiege 
and retake the places of strength which had 
been wrested from them, is a tale hitherto 
untold in the revolutionary war. To say 
that such a people cannot Im, «»i.bd»»^^^«is^^ 



420 



ScotVs Poetical Works. 



protested that Spain could not defend herself 
tor a year, or Portugal tor a month ; but that 
a resistance which 1^ been continued for so 
long a space, when the usurper, except during 
the short-lived Austrian campaign, had no other 
enemies on the Continent, should be now less 
successful, when repeated defeats have broken 
the reputation of the French armies, and when 
they are likely (it would seem almost in despera- 
tion) to seek occupation elsewhere, is a pro- 
phecy as improbable as ungracious. 

* P. 162. — ^The interestmg account of Mr. 
Vaughan has made most readers acquainted 
with the first siege of Zaragoza.t The last and 
fatal siege of that gallant and devoted city is 
detailed with great eloquence and precision in 
the Edinburgh AntiueU Register for x8oq — a 
work in which the affairs of Spain have been 
treated of with attention corresponding to their 
deep interest, and to the peculiar sources of in- 
formation open to the historian. The following 
«re a^ few brief extracts fkom this splendid 
historical narrative : — 

" A breach was soon made in the mud walls, 
and then, as in the former siege, the war was 
carried on in the streets and houses ; but the 
i*'rench had been taught by experience, that 
in this species of warfare the Zaragozans de- 
rived a superiority from the feeling and prin- 
ciple which inspired them, and the cause for 
which they fought. The only means of con- 
quering Zaragoza was to destroy it house by 
house, and street by street ; and upon this 
system of destruction they proceeded. Three 
companies of miners, and eight companies of 
sappers, carried on this subterraneous war ; 
the Spaniards, it is said, attempted to opj^se 
them by countermines ; these were operations 
to which they were wholly unused, and, ac- 
cording to the French statement, their mmers 
were every day discovered and suffocated. 
Meantime, the bombardment was incessantly 
kept up. ' Within the last forty-eight hours,' 
said Palafox in a letter to his friend General 
Doyle, * 6,000 shells have been thrown in. Two- 
thirds of the town are in ruins, but we shall 
perish under the ruins of the remaining third 
rather than surrender.' In the course of the 
siege, above 17,000 bombs were thrown at the 
town ; the stock of powder with which Zaragoza 
had been stored was exhausted ; they had 
none at last but what they manufactured day 
by day ; and no other cannon-balls than those 
wnich were shot into the town, and which they 
collected and fired back upon the enemy." 

In the midst of these horrors and privations, 
the^ pestilence broke out in Zaragoza. To 
various causes, enumerated by the annalist, he 
adds, "scantiness of food, crowded c^uarters, 
unusual exertion of body, anxiety of mmd, and 
the impossibility of recruiting their exhausted 
strength by needful rest, in a city which was 
almost incessantly bombarded, and where every 
hour their sleep was broken by the tremendous 
explosion of mmes. There was now no respite, 

t See Narrative of the Siege of Zaragoza, by 
Richard Charles Vaughan, Esq., 1809. The 
Ri^ht Honourable R. C. Vaughan is now 
British Minister at Washington, i^^*^. 



either by day or night, for this devoted city ; 
even the natural order of light and darkness 
were destroyed in Zaragoza ; by day it was in- 
volved in a red sulphureous atmosphere of 
smoke, which hid the fiace of heaven ; by night, 
the fire of cannons and mortars, and the flames 
of btuming houses, kept it in a state of terrific 
illumination. 

'*When once the pestilence had begun, it 
was impossible to check its progress, or confine 
it to one quarter of the city. Hospitals were 
immediately established, — there were above 
thirty of them ; as soon as one was destroyed 
by the bombardment, the patients were re- 
moved to another, and thus the infection was 
carried to every part of Zaragoza. Famine 
aggravated the evil ; the city had probably not 
been sufficiently provided at the commence- 
ment of the siege, and of the provisions which 
it contained, much was destroyed in the daily 
rum which the mines and bombs had effected. 
Had the Zaragozans and their garrison pro- 
ceeded accordmg to military rules, they would 
have smrendered before the end of January: 
their batteries had then been demolished, there 
were open breaches in many parts of ^eir 
weak walls, and the enemy were already within 
the city. On the 30th, above sixty houses 
were blown up, and the French obtained pos- 
session of the monasteries of the Augustinesand 
Las Monicas, which adjoined each other, two 
of the last defensible places left The enemy 
forced their way into the church ; every column, 
every chapel, every altar, became a p<Mnt of 
defence, which was repeatedly attacked, taken, 
and retaken ; the pavement was a>vered with 
blood, the aisles and body of the church strewed 
with the dead, who were trampled under foot 
by the combatants. In the midst of this con- 
flict, the ro(^, shattered by repeated bombs, 
fell in ; the few who were not crushed, after 
a short pause, which this tremendous shock, 
and their own unexpected escape, occasbned, 
renewed the fight with rekindlKl fury ; firesh 
parties of the enemy poured in ; monks, and 
citizens, and soldiers came to the defence, 
and the contest was continued upon the ruins, 
and the bodies of the dead and the dying." 

Yet, seventeen dajrs after sustaining these 
extremities, did the heroic inhabitants of Zara- 
goza continue their defence ; nor did they then 
surrender until their despair had extracted 
from the French generals a capitulation, moie 
honourable than has been granted to iottxtsaa 
of the first order. 

Who shall venture to refuse the Zarasoiaiis 
the eulogium conferred upon them by ue elo- 
quence of Wordsworth : — ** Most elorioody 
have the citizens of Zaragoza proved that the 
true army of Spain, in a contest of this natnre, 
is the whole people. l*he same city has also 
exemplified a melancholy, yea, a dismal truth,— 
yet consolatory and full of joy, — that when > 
people are called suddenly to fight f<M- their 
liberty, and are^ sorely nressed upon, their bat 
field of battle is the floors upon which their 
children have played ; the chambers where the 
family of each man has slept (his own or bi$ 
neighbours') ; upon or under the roofs by which 
\\)m?j Wn^ been sheltered; in the gaideos o< 
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their recreation ; in the street, or in the market- 
place ; before the altars of their temples, and 
among their congregated dwellings, blazing or 
uprooted. 

** The government of Spain must never for- 
get Zaragoza for a moment. Nothing is want- 
ing to produce the same effects everywhere, 
but a leading mind, such as that cxxy^ was 
blessed with. In the latter contest this has 
been proved ; for ZsursLgozsL contained, at that 
time, bodies of men from almost all parts of 
Spain. The narrative of these two sieges 
should be the manual of ever^ Spaniard. He 
may add to it the ancient stories of Numantia 
ana Saguntum ; let him sleep upon the book 
as a piUow, and, if he be a devout adherent 
to the religion of his country, let him wear it 
in his bosom for his crucifix to rest upon." — 
Wordsworth oh tfu Convention 0/ Cintra. 

* P. 164. — Before finally dismissing the en- 
chanted cavern of Don Roderick, it may be 
noticed that the legend occiurs in one of Calde- 
ron's plays, entitled La Virgin del Sagrario. 
The scene opens with the noise of the chase, 
and Kecisundo, a predecessor of Roderick 
upon the Gothic throne, enters pmrsuing a stag. 
The animal assumes the form of a man, and 
defies the king to enter the cave, which forms 
the bottom of the scene, and engage with him 
in single combat The king accepts the chal- 
lenge, and they engage accordingly, but with- 
out aidvantage on either side, which induces 
the Genie to inform Redsundo, that he is not 
the monarch for whom the adventure of the 
enchanted cavern is reserved, and he proceeds 
to Dredict the downfall of the Gothic monarchy, 
ana of die Christian religion, which shall attend 
the discovery of its mysteries. Redsundo, 
appalled by these prophecies, orders the cavern 
to he secured by a gate and bolts of iron. In 
the second part of the same play, we are in- 
formed that Don Roderick had removed the 
barrier, and transgressed the prohibition of his 
ancestor, and had been apprised by the prodigies 
which he discovered of the approaching ruin of 
his kingdom. 

* P. 164. — I have ventured to apply to the 
movements of the French army that sublime 
passage in the prophedes of Joel, which seems 
applicable to them in more respects than that I 
haVe adopted in the text. One would think their 
ravages, their military appointments, the terror 
whk^ they spread among invaded nations, 
their military discipline, their arts of political 
intrigue and deceit, were distinctly pointed out 
in the following verses of Scripture : — 

" 2. A day of darknesse and of gloominesse, 
a day of clouds and of thick darknesse, as the 
morning spread upon the mountains : a great 
people and a strong ; there hath not been ever 
the like, neither ^lall be any more after it, 
even to the yeares of many generations. 3. A 
fire devoureth before them ; and behind them 
a flame bumeth : the land is as the garden of 
£den before them, and behinde them a desolate 
wilderness ; yea, and nothing shall escape them. 
4. The appearance of them is as the appearance 
of horses ; and as horsemen, so shall they 
runne. 5. Like the noise of chariots on the 
tops of mountains shall they leap, like the 



noise of a flame of fire that devoureth the 
stubble, as a strong people set in battel array. 
6. Before their face the people shall be much 
pained; all faces shall gather blackncsse. 7. 
They shall run like mighty men ; they shall 
climb the wall like men o« warre; and they 
shal march every one on his wayes, and they 
shall not break their ranks. 8. Neither shall 
one thrust another ; they shall walk every one 
in his path ; and when they fall upon the sword» 
they shall not be wounded. 9. 'I'hey shall run 
to and firo in the dtie : they shall run upon the 
wall, they shall climbe up upon the houses? 
they shall enter in at the windows like a thief. 
zo. The earth shall quake before them; the 
heavens shall tremble : the sunne and the moon 
shall be dark, and the starres shall withdraw 
their shining." 

In verse aoth also, which announces the re> 
treat of the northern army, described in such 
dreadful colours, into a "land barren and 
desolate," and the dishonour with which God 
afiiicted them for having "magnified them- 
selves to do great things,' there are particulars 
not inapplicsu>le to the retreat of Massena :-« 
Divine Providence having, in all ages, attached 
disgrace as the natural punishment of cruelty 
and presumption. 

* P. Z65.— Even the unexamined gallantry of 
the British army in the campaign of xSio-t i, 
although they never fought but to conquer, will 
do them less honour in history than their hu- 
manity, attentive to soften to the utmost of their 
power the horrors which war, in its mildest 
aspect, must always inflict upon the defenceless 
inhabitants of the country in which it is waged, 
and which, on this occasion, were tenfold aug- 
mented by the barbarous cruelties qIl the 
French. _ Soup-kitchens were established by> 
subscription amcmg the officers, wherever the 
troops were quartered for any length of time. 
The commissaries contributed the heads, feet, 
&c., of the cattle slaughtered for the soldiery ; 
rice, vegetables, and bread, where it could be 
had, were purchased by the officers. Fifty or 
sixty starvmg peasants were daily fed at one 
of these regimental establishments, and earned 
home the relics to their famished households. 
The emaciated wretches, who could not crawl 
from^ weakness, were speedily employed in 
pruning their vines. ^ While pursuing^ Mas^ 
sena, the soldiers evinced the same spirit of 
humanity. Is it possible to know such . 
facts without feeling a sort of confidence, that 
those who so well deserve victory are most 
likely to attain it ? — It is not the least of Lord 
Wellington's military merits, that the slightest 
disposition towards marauding meets immediate 
punishment. Independently of all moral obli- 
gation, the army which is most orderly in a 
mendly country, has always proved most for- 
midable to an armed enemy. 

* P. 165. — ^The French conducted thb me- 
morable retreat with much of t\i^/an/aronncu/e 
proper to their country, by which they attempt 
to impose upon others, and perhaps on them- 
selves, a belief that they are triumphing in the 
very moment of their discomfiture. On the 
30th March, 1811, their reax-^aax^ N»"a& c««^- 
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well posted, and conceivmg themselves safe 
from mfantry (who were indeed many miles in 
the rear), and from^ artillery, they indulged 
themselves in parading their bands of musicj 
and actually performed *' God save the King/ 
Their minstrelsy was, however, deranged jby 
the undesired accompaniment of the British 
horse-artillery, on whose part in the concert 
they had not calculated. The surprise was 
sudden, and the rout complete; for the 
artillery and cavalry did execution upon them 
for about four miles, pursuing at the gallop as 
oltea as they sot beyond the range of the guns. 

* P. 165. — In the severe action of Fuentes 
d'Honoro, upon 5th May, x8zz. the strand mass 
of the Frencn cavalry attacked the right of the 
British position, covered by two gtms of the 
horse-artillery, and^ two squadrons of cavahy. 
After suffering considerably from the fire of the 
nms, which annoyed them in every attempt at 
formation, the enemy turned their wrath en- 
tirely towards them, distributed brandy among 
their troopers, and advanced to carry the field- 
pieces with tne desperation of drunken fury. 
They were in no wise checked by the heavy loss 
whidi they sustained in this daring attempt, 
but closed, and fairly mingled with the British 
cavalry, to whom they bore the proportion of 
ken to one. Captain Ramsay (let me be per- 
mitted to name a gallant countrjrmanX who 
commanded the two guns, dismissed them at 
the gallop, and putting hiinself at the head of 
the mounted artillerymen, ordered them to fall 
upon the French, sabre-in-hand. This very 
unexpected conversion of artillerymen into 
dragoons contributed greatly to the defeat of 
the enemy, already disconcerted bjr the recep- 
tion they had met from the two British squad- 
rons : and the appearance of some small re- 
inforcements, notwithstanding the immense 
disproportion of force, put them to absolute 
rout. A colonel or major of their cavalry, and 
many prisoners (almost all intoxicated), re- 
mained in our possession. Those who consider 
for the moment the difference of the services, 
and how much an artilleryman is necessarily 
and naturally^ led to identify his own safety 
and utility with abiding by the tremendous 
implement of war, to the exercise of which he 
is chiefly, if not exclusively, trained, will know 
how to estimate the presence of mind which 
commanded so bold a manoeuvre^ and the 
steadiness and confidence with which it was 
executed. 

* P. 165. — The gallant Colonel Cameron was 
wounded mortally during the desperate contest 
in the streets of the village called Fuentes 
d'Honoro. He fell at the head of his native 
Highlanders, the 71st and 79th, who raised a 
dr^idful shriek of grief and rage. They 
charged, with irresistible fury, the finest body 
of French grenadiers ever seen, being a part of 
Boiu^arte s selected guard. The officer who 
led the French, a man remarkable for stature 
and symmetry, was killed on the spot. The 
Frenchman who stepped out of his rank to take 
aim at Colonel C^ameron was also bayoneted, 



pierced with a thousand wounds, and almost 
torn to pieces by the furious Highlanders, who, 
under the command of Colonel (^dogan, bore 
the enemy out of the contested ground at the 
point of the bajronet. Massena pays my 
countrymen asingular comj^imentin his account 
of the attack and defmce of this village, in 
which he says the British lost many officers, 
and Scotch, 

* P. 166. — Nothing during the war of Portu- 
gal seems, to a distinct observer, more deserv- 
ing of praise than the self-devotion of Field- 
Marshal Beresford. who was contented to 
undertake all the hazard of obloquy which 
plight have been founded upon any miscarriage 
in the highly important experiment of training 
the P(Mtuguese troops to an improved state <» 
discipline. In exposing his military reputatioa 
to the censure of imprudence frtnn the most 
moderate, and all manner of unutterable 
calumnies from the ignorant and malignant, he 
placed at stake the dearest pledge which a 
military man had to offer, and nothing but the 
deepest conviction of the high and essential im- 
portance attached to success can be supposed 
an adei^uate motive. How great the chance of 
miscarriage was supposed, may be estimated 
from the general opmion of officers of unques- 
tioned talents and experience, possessed of 
every opportuni^ of information ; how com- 
pletely the experiment has succeeded, and how 
much the spirit and patriotism of our ancient 
allies had been underrated, b evident, not only 
from those victories in which th^ have borne a 
distinguished share, but from the liberal and 
highly honourable manner in which these 
opinions have been retracted. The success of 
this plan, with all its important consequences, 
we owe to the indefatigable exertions en Field- 
Marshal Beresford. 

* P. z66. — ^This stanza alludes to the various 
achievements of the wariike family of Graeme, 
or Grahame. They are said, by tradition, to 
have descended from the Scottish chief, under 
whose command his countrymen stormed the 
wall built by the Emperor Severus between 
the Friths of Forth and Qyde, the fragments 
of which are still popularly called Gineme's 
Dyke. Sir John the Graeme, "the hardyy 
wight, and wise," is well known as the friend 
of Sir William Wallace. Aldeme, KHsythe, 
and Tibbermuir, were scenes of the victmes of 
the heroic Msuxiuis of Montrose. The pass of 
Killycrankie is famous for the action between 
King William's forces and the Higfalandeis in 
1689. 



t(i 



Where glad Dundee in faint huzzas expired." 

It is seldom that one line can number so 
many heroes, and yet more raure when it csn 
app^ to the glory of a living dysiM»ndfl»* in 
support of its ancient renown. 

The allusions to the private history and dtt- 
racter of General CTrahame may be illustrated 
by referring to the eloquent and affecting speech 
of Mr. Sheridan, upon the vote of thanks to the 
Victors of Barossa. 
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* p. X70. — "Barnard Castle" saith old 
Leland, "standeth sutelvupon Tees." It is 
founded upon a very high bank, and its ruins 
impend over the river, including within the 
area a circuit of six acres and ui)wards. This 
once magnificent fortress derives its name from 
its founcur, Barnard Baliol, the ancestor of the 
diort and unfortunate dynasty of that name, 
whidi succeeded to the Scottish throne under 
the patronage of Edward I. and Edward III. 
Baliol's Tower, afterwards mentioned in the 
poem, is a round tower of great size, situated 
at the western extremity of the building. It 
bears marks of great antiquity, and was re- 
maricable for the curious construction of its 
vaulted roof, which has been lately greatly 
injured by the operations of some persons, to 
whom the tower has been leased for the 
purpose of making patent shot I The prospect 
nrom the top of Ballet's Tower commands a rich 
and magnificent view of the wooded valley of 
the Tees. 

*P. X7X. — ^The use ofcomplete suits of armour 
was fiUlen into disuse dunng the Civil War, 
though they were still worn by leaders of rank 
and unportance. " In the reign of King James 
I.," says oiu* military antiquary, **no great 
alterations were made in the article of defensive 
armour, excej^t that the buff-coat, or jerkin, 
which was originally worn under the cuirass, 
DOW became frequently a substitute for it, it 
having been found that a good buff leather 
would of itself resist the stroke of a sword ; 
this, however, only occasionally took place 
among the light-armed cavalry and infantry, 
complete suits of armour being still used 
among the heavy horse. Buff-coats continued 
to be worn by the city trained-bands till within 
the memory of persons now living, so that de- 
fensive armour ma^Ty in some measure^ be said 
to have terminated in the same materials with 
which it began, that is, the skins of animals, or 
leather." — Grose's Military Antiquitits, 
Lond. x8ox, 4to, voL ii. p. 333. 

Of the buiOf-coats, which were worn over 
the corslets, several are yet preserved; and 
Captain Grose has given an engraving of one 
which was used in the time of Charles I. by 
Sir Francis Rhodes, Bart, of Balbrough-Hall, 
Derbyshire. 

* P. X7X. — In this character I have attempted 
to iketcn one of those West India adventurers, 
who, during the course of th^ seventeenth cen- 
tury, were popularly known by the name of 
Bucaniers. ^ The successes of the English in the 
predatory incursions upon Spanish America, 
during the reign of Elizabeth, had never been 
forgotten; and, from that period downward, 
the expkxits of Drake and Kaleigh were imi- 
tated, upon a smaller scale indeed, but with 
equally desperate valour, by small bands of 
pirates, gathered from all nations, but chiefly 
French and English. The engrossing policy of 
the Spaniards tended greatly to increase the 
number of these freebooters, from whom their 



commerce and colonies suffered, in the issue, 
dreadful calamity. 

* P. X79. — ^The well-known and desperate 
battle of Long-Marston Moor, which temunated 
so unfortunately for the cause of Charles, com- 
menced under very different auspices. Prince 
Rupert had marcned with an army of 30,000 
men for the relief of York, then besieged by Sir 
Thomas Fairfax, at the head of the Parliamen* 
tary army, and the Earl of Leven, with the 
Scottish auxiliary forces. In this he so com« 
pletely succeeded, that he compelled the be- 
siegers to retreat to Marston Moor, a large open 
plain, about eight miles distant firom the city. 
Thither they were followed by the Prince, who 
had now united to his army the garrison of 
York, probably not less than ten thousand men 
strong, under the gallant Marquis (then Earl) 
of Newcastle. Wmtelocke has recorded, widi 
much impartiality, the following particulars of 
this eventful day: — "The right wingof the 
Parliament was commanded by Sir Thomas 
Fairfax, and consisted of all his horse, and 
three regiments of the Scots horse ; the left 
wing was commanded by the Eari of Man- 
ch»ter and Colonel Cromwell. One body of 
their foot was commanded by Lord Fairiiuc, 
and consisted of his foot, and two brigades m 
the Scots foot for reserve ; and the mam body 
of the rest of the foot was commanded v$ 
General Leven. 

" The right wing of the Prince's army was 
commanded by the Earl of Newcastle; the 
left wing by tlie Prince himself; and the main 
body by Gieneral Goring, Sir Charles Lucas, 
and Major-General Porter. Thus were bodi 
sides drawn up into battalia. * 

'* July 3rd, X644. In this posture both armies 
faced each other, and about seven o'clodun the 
morning the fight began between them. The 
Prince, with his left wing, fell on the Pariia- 
ment's right wing, routed them, and pursued 
them a great way ; the like did General Gorin|;, 
Lucas, and Porter, upon the Parliament's mam 
body. The three generals, giving all for lost, 
hasted out of the field, and many of their 
soldiers fled, and threw down their arms ; the 
King's forces too eagerly following them, the 
victory, now almost achieved by them, was 
again snatched out of their hands. For Colonei 
(>omwell, with the Inave regiment 0^ his 
countrymen, and Sir Thomas Fair&x^having 
rallied some of his horse, fell upon the Prince's 
r^ht wing, where the Elarl of Newcastle was, 
and^ routed them ; and the rest of their com* 
panions rallying, they fell aJl together upon the 
divided bodiesot Rupertand Goring, and totally 
dispersed th^n, and obtained a comi^ete vic- 
tory, after three hours' fight. 

"From this battle and the pursuit, some 
reckon were buried 7.000 Englishmen : aU agree 
that above 3«ooo of tne Prince's men were dain 
in the battle, besides those in the chase, and 
3,oco prisoners taken, many of their cKvcC 
officers, tweut^-^N« '\}\iec«& ^1 C£ftaDaaas;»^SssiN>i- 
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seven colourst. 10,000 arms, two waggons of 
carabins and pistols, 130 barrels of powder, and 
all their bag and baggage." — Whitelocke's 
Memoirs^ fol. p. So. I^nd« i68a. 

• P. 174, — Monckton and Mitton are villages 
near the river Ouse, and not very distant frum 
the field of battle. The particulars of the 
action were violently disputed at the time. 

• P. 174.— Cromwell, with his regiment of 
cuirassiers, had a principal share in turning the 
iate of the day at Marston Moor ; which was 
equally matter of triumph to the Independents, 
and of grief and heart-burning to the Presby- 
terians and £0 the Scottish. ^ 

• P. 174. — In a poem, entitled, " The Lay of 
the Reedwater Minstrel," Newcastle, itk>o, 
this tale, with many others peculiar to the 
valley of the Reed, is commemorated : — "The 
particulars of the traditional story of Parcy 
Reed of Troughend, and the Halls of Girson- 
ifield. the author had from a descendant of the 
family of Reed. From his account, it appears 
that Percival Reed. £squire, a keeper of Keeds- 
dale, was betrayed by the Halls (hence deno- 
minated the false-hearted Ha's) to a band of 
moss-troopers of the name of Crosier, who slew 
him at Batinghope, near the source of the 
Reed. 

" The Halls were, after the murder of Parcy 
Reed, held in such universal abhorrence and 
contempt by the inhabitants of Reedsdale, for 
their cowaixily and treacherous behaviour, that 
ithey were obliged to leave the countiy. In 
another passage, we are informed that the 
ffhost of the injured Borderer is supposed to 
haunt the banks of a brook called the Pringle. 
These Reeds of Troughend were a very ancient 
fjEunily, as may be conjectured from their deriv- 
ing their surname from the river on which they 
had their mansion. An epitaph on one of their 
tombs affirms that the family held their lands 
of Troughend, which are situated on the Reed, 
nearly opptosite to Otterbum, for the incredible 
space of nine hundred years. 

• P. X74. — Risingham, upon the river Reed, 
near the beautiful namlet of Woodbum, is an 
ancient Roman Station, formerly called Habi- 
tancum. Camden says, that in his time the 
popular account bore, that it had been the 
abode of a deity, or giant, called Magon ; and 
appeals, \xx support of this tradition, as well as 
to the etymology of Risingham, or Reisenham, 
which signifies, in German, the habitation of 
the giants, to two Roman altars taken out of 
the river, inscribed, Deo Mogonti Caden- 
ORUM. About half-a-mile distant from Rising- 
ham, upon an eminence covered with scattered 
birch-trees and fragments of rock, there is cut 
upon a large rock, in eUto rr/<>v<7, a remarkable 
figure, called Robin of Risingham, or Robin of 
Reedsdale. It presents a hunter, with his bow 
raised in one hand, and in the other what 
seems to be a hare. There is a quiver at the 
back of the figure, and he is dressed in a long 
coat, or kirtle, coming down to the knees, and 
meeting close, with a girdle bound round him. 
Dr. Horseley, who saw all monuments of anti- 
qmty with Roman eyes, inclines to think this 
figure a JRoman archer : and cettau\\\ \.hebo>N 



ffj^urc u xvuiiiaii artjner ; ana ccx^.auw'v vn^ oonk \ mates 

£$ rather of the ancient size than of iWx. >n\v\c>\\p. \\. 



was so formidable in the hand of the English 
archers of the Middle Ages. But the rudeness 
of the whole figure prevents our founding 
strongly upon mere inaccuracy of proportion. 
The popular tradition is, that it represents a 
giant, whose brother resided at Woodbum, and 
he himself at Risingham. It adds, that they 
subsisted by hunting, and that one of them, 
finding the game become too scarce to support 
them, poisoned his companion, ia whose me- 
mory the monument was engraved. What 
strange and tragic circumstance may be con- 
cealed under this legend, or whether it is 
utterly apocryphal, it is now impossible to 
discover. 

* P. 174. — ^The " statutes of the Bucaniers" 
were, in reality, more equitable than could 
have been expected from the state of society 
under which they had been formed, lliqr 
chiefly related, as may readily be conjectured, 
to the distribution and the inheritance cKf their 
plunder. 

When the expedition was completed, the fund 
of prize-money acquired was thrown together, 
each party taking his oath that he had retained 
or concealed no part of the common stock. If 
any one transgressed in this important parti- 
cular, the punishment was, his bemg set ashore 
on some desert key or island, to shift for 
himself as he could. The owners of the vessel 
had then their share assigned for the expenses 
of the outfit. These were generally old pirates, 
settled at Tobago, Jamaica, St. Domingo, or 
some other French or English settlement. The 
surgeon's and carpenter s salaries, with the 
price of provisions and ammunition, were also 
defrayed. Then followed the compensation 
due to the maimed and wounded, rated accord- 
ing to the damage they had sustained ; as six 
hundred pieces of eight, or six sJaves, for the 
loss of an arm or a leg, and so in proportion. 

'* After this act of justice and humanity, the 
remainder of the booty was divided into as 
many shares as there were Bucaniers. The 
commander could only lay claim to a single 
share, as the rest ; but they complimoited hud 
with two or three, in proportion as he had 
acquitted himself to their satisfaction. When 
the vessel was not the property of the whole 
company,.the person who had fitted it out, and 
furnished it with necessary arms and ammuni- 
tion, was entitled to a third of all the prizes. 
Favour had never any influence in the division 
of the booty, for every share was determmed 
by lot. Instances of such rigid justice as this 
are not easily met with, and they extended 
even to the dead. Their share was given to 
the man who was known to be their companion 
when alive, and therefore their heir. If the 

Eerson who had been killed had no intimate, 
is part was sent to his relations, when they 
were known. If there were no friends nor 
relations, it was distributed in charity to the 
poor and to churches, which were to pray for 
the person in whose name these benefactions 
were given, the fruits of inhuman, but neces- 
sary piratical plunder."— Rayn A l's History 0) 
European Settlements in the East and lVe4 
[ndies^lfy Justamond. Lond. 1776, 8vo, iiL 
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* p. X77. — ^The view from Barnard Castle 
commandis the rich and magnificent valley of 
Tees. Immediately adjacent to the river, the 
banks are very thickly wooded ; at a little dis- 
tance they are more open and cultivated ; but, 
being interspersed with hedge-rows, and with 
isolated trees of great size and age, they still 
retain the richness of woodland scenery. The 
river itself flows in a deep trench of solid rock, 
chiefly limestone and marble. The finest view 
of its romantic course is from a handsome 
modem-built bridge over the Tees, by the late 
Mr. Morritt of Rokeby. 

* P. 178. — The ruins of this abbey, or priory 
(for Tanner calls it the former, and Leland 
the latter), are beautifully situated upon the 
an^le formed by a little dell called ThorsgiD, at 
its junction wiw the Tees. 

* P. 178. — Close behind the George Inn at 
Greta Bridge, there is a well-preserved Roman 
encampment, surrounded witn a triple ditch, 
lying between the river Greta and a brook 
c^led the Tutta. The four entrances are easily 
to be discerned. 

. * P. z/S. — lliis ancient manor long gave 
name to a family by whom it is said to have 
been possessed from the Conquest downward, 
and who are at different times distinguished 
in history. It was the Baron of Rokeby 
who finally defeated the insurrection of the 
Earl of Northumberland, tempore Hen, IV. 
The Rokeby, or Rokesby, family continued to 
be distinguished until the great Civil War, 
when, having embraced the cause of Charles 
I., they suffered severely by fines and con- 
fiscations. The estate then passed from its 
ancient possessors to the family of the Robin- 
scms, from whom it was purchased by the 
father of my valued friend, the present pro- 
prietor. 

* P. Z78. — ^What follows is an attempt to 
describe the romantic glen, or rather ravine, 
through which the Gretafinds a passage between 
Rokeby and Mortham; the former situated 
upon the left bank of Greta, the latter on the 
right bank, about half-a-mile nearer to its 
junction with the Tees. 

* P. 179. — "Also I shall show very briefly 
what force conjurers and witches have in con- 
straining the elements enchanted by them or 
9thers, that they may exceed or fall short of 
their natural order: premising this, that the 
extream land of North Finland and Lapland 
was so taught witchcraft formerly in heathenish 
times, as if they had learned this cursed art 
from Zoroastres the Persian ; though other in- 
habitants by the sea-coasts are reported to be 
bewitched with the same madness; for they 
exercise this devilish art, of all the arts of the 
world, to admiration; and in this, or other 
such like mischief, they commonly agree. The 
Finianders were wont^ formerly, amongst their 
other errors of gentilisme, to sell winds to 
merchants that were stopt on their coast by 
contrary weather ; and when they had their 
price, they knit three magical knots, not like 
to the laws of Cassius, bound up with a thong, 
and they gave them unto the merchants ; ob- 
serving that rule, that when they unloosed the 
first they should have a good gale of wind; 



when the second, a stronger wind ; but when 
they untied the third, they should have such 
cruel tempests, that they should not be able to 
look out of the forecastle to avoid the rocks, nor 
move a foot to pull down the sails, nor stand at 
the helm to govern the ships ; and they made 
an unhappy trial of the truth of it who denied 
that there was any such power in these knots." 
^ * P. X79. — " Ericus, King of Sweden, in his 
time was held second to none in the magical 
art; and he was so familiar with the evil 
spirits, which he exceedingly adored, that 
which way soever he turned bis cap, the wind 
would presently blow that way. — Olaus 
Magnus's History of the Goths^ Stuedes, and 
Vafidals, London, 1658, folio, pp. 45and 47. ' 

• P. 179.—" The Demon Frigate." This is an 
allusion^ to- a well-known nautical superstition 
concerning a fantastic vessel, called by sailors 
the Flying Dutchman, and supposed to be seen 
about the latitude of the Cape of Good Hope. 
She is dbtinguished from earthly vessels by 
bearing a press of sail when all others are 
unable, from stress of weather, to show an inch 
of canvas. The cause of her wandering is not 
altogether certain ; but the general account is, 
that she was originally a vessel loaded with 
great wealth, on board of which some horrid 
act of murder and piracy had been committed ; 
that the plague broke out among the wicked 
crew who had perpetrated the crime, and that 
they sailed in vain from port to port, offering, 
as the price of shelter, the whole of their ill- 
gotten wealth ; that they were excluded from 
every harbour, for fear of the contagion which 
was devouring them ; and that, as a punish- 
ment of their crimes, the apparition of the 
ship still continues to haunt those seas in 
which the catastrophe took place, and is con- 
sidered by the mariners as the worst of all 
possible omens. 

• P. 179. — What contributed much to the 
security of the Bucaniers about the Windward 
Islands, was the great number of little islets, 
called in that country ^O'f. These are small 
sandy patches, appearing just above the surface 
of the ocean, covered only with a few bushes 
and weeds, but sometimes affording springs of 
water, and, in general, much frequented by 
turtle. Such little uninhabited spots afforded 
the pirates good harbours, either for refitting 
or for the purpose of ambush ; they were oc- 
casionally the hiding-place of their treasure, 
and often afforded a shelter to themselves. As 
many of the atrocities which they practised on 
their prisoners were committed m such spots, 
there are^ some of these keys which even now 
have an indifferent reputation among seamen, 
and where they are with difficulty prevailed on 
to remain ashore at^ night, on account of the 
visionary terrors incident to places which have 
been thus contaminated. 

• P. 180. — The castle of Mortham, which 
Leland terms " Mr. Rokesby 's Place, in ripa 
citer^ scant a quarter of a mile from Greta 
Bridge, and not a quarter of a mile beneath 
into Tees," is a picturesque tower, surrounded 
by buildings of different ages, now converted 
into a farm-house and o€&c«.'%. 



426 



Scott* s Poetical Work&, 



ing a high bank, at the bottom of which the 
Greta winds out of the dark, narrow, and ro- 
mantic dell, which the text has attempted to 
describe, and flows onward through a more 
open valley to meet die Tees about a quarter of 
a mile from the castle. Mortham is surrounded 
by old trees, happily and widely grouped with 
Mr. Morritt^s new plantations. 

* P. x8i. — If time did not permit the Buca- 
niers to lavish away their plunder in their' 
usual debaucheries, they were wont to hide it, 
with many superstitious solemnities, in the 
desert islands and keys which they frequented, 
and where much treasure, whose lawless owners 
perished without reclaiming it, is still supposed 
to be concealed. The most cruel of mankind 
are often the most superstitious; and these 
pirates are said to have had recourse to ahoirid 
ritual, in order to secure an unearthly guardian 
to their treasures.^ They killed a Negro or 
Spaniard, and buried him with the treasure, 
believing that his spirit would haunt the spot, 
and temfy away all intruders. I cannot pro- 
duce any other authority on which this oistom 
is ascribed to them than that of maritime tra- 
dition, which is, however, amply sufficient for 
the purposes of poetry. 

"^P. z8x. — All who are conversant with the 
administration of criminal justice, must re- 
member many occasions in which malefactors 
appear to have conducted themselves with a 
species of infatuation, either by making unne- 
cessary confidences respecting their guilty or by 
sudden and involuntary allusions to circum- 
stances bv which it could not fail to be exposed. 
A remarkable instance occurred in the cele- 
brated case of Eugene Aram. A skeleton 
beine found near Knaresborough, was sup- 
posed, by the persons who gathered around the 
spot, to be the remains of one Clarke, who had 
disappeared some years before, under circum- 
stances leadine to a suspicion of his having 
been murdered. One Houseman, who had 
mingled in the crowd, suddenly said, while 
looking at^ the skeleton, and hearing the 
opinion which was buzzed around, *'That is 
no more Dan Clarke's bone than it is mine!" — 
a sentiment expressed so positively, and with 
such peculiarity^ of manner, as to lead all who 
heard him to infer that he must necessarily 
know where the^ real body had been interrea. 
Accordingly, being apprehended, he confessed 
having assisted^ £ugene Aram to murder 
Clarke, and to hide his body in Saint Robert's 
Cave. It happened to the author himself, 
•while conversing with a person accused of an 
atrocious crime, for the purpose of rendering 
him professionaJ assistance upon his trial, to 
hear the prisoner, after the most solemn and 
reiterated protestations that he was guiltless, 
suddenly, and, as it were, involuntarily, in the 
course of his communications, make such an 
admission as was altogether incompatible with 
innocence. 

* P. 183.— After the battle of Marston Moor, 
the Earl of Newcastle retired beyond sea in 
disgust, and many of his followers laid down 
their arms, and made the best composition they 



to their estates and degrees of delinquency, 
and these fines were often bestowed upon'such 
persons as had deserved well of the commons. 
In some circumstances it happened that the 
oppressed cavaliers were fain to form £unily 
alliances with some powerful person among the 
triumphant party. 

* P. 183.—" What mannor of cattle-stealers 
they are that inhabit these valleys in the 
marches of both kingdoms^ John Lesley, a 
Scotche man himself, and Bishop of Ross, will 
inform you. They sally out of their own 
borders in the night, in troops, through unfire- 
quented by-ways and many intricate windings. 
All the day-time they refresh themselves and 
their horses in lurking holes they had pitched 
upon before, till they arrive in the dark in 
these places they have a design upon. As soon 
as they have seized upon the booty, they, in 
like manner, return home in the night, through 
blind ways, and fetching^ many a compass. 
The more skilful any captain is to pass through 
those wild deserts, crooked turnings, and deep 
precipices, in the thickest mists, his reputation 
IS the greater, and he is looked upon as a man 
of an excellent head." — Camden's BritoHMia, 

The inhabitants of the valleys of Tyne and 
Reed were, in ancient times, so inordinately 
addicted to these depredations, that in 1564, 
the Incorporated Merchant-adventurers ra 
Newcastle made a law that none bwn in 
these^ districts should be admitted apprentice. 
The inhabitants are stated to be so generally 
addicted to rapine, that no faith comd be re- 
posed in those proceeding from **such lewde 
and wicked progenitors." This r^^ulation con- 
tinued to stand unrepealed until 1771. A 
beggar, in an old play, describes himself as 
" bom in Redesdale, in N(Mthumberland, and 
come of a wight-riding surname, called the 
Robsons, good nonest men and true, savwga 
little shifting for their livings God htlf 
them I" — a description which would have 99- 
plied to most Borderers on both sides. 

* P. 184. — After one of the recent battles, 
in which the Irish rebels were defeated, one ot 
their most active leaders was found in a bog, 
in which he was immersed up to the shoulders, 
while his head was concealed by an impending 
ledge of turf. Being detected and seized, not- 
withstanding his precaution, he became soli- 
citous to know how his retreat had been dis- 
covered. ** I caught, " answered the Sutherland 
Highlander, by whom he was taken, "the 
sparkle of your eye." Those who are accos* 
tomed to mark hares upon their form usually 
discover them by the same circumstance. 

* P. 186.— The troops of the King, when 
they first took the field, were as well disciplined 
as could be expected from circumstances. Bat 
as the circumstances of Charles became less 
favourable, and his funds for regularly paying 
his forces decreased, habits of military license 
prevailed among them in greater excess. Lacy 
the player, who served his master during the 
Civil War, brought out, ^ter the Restoration, 
a piece called The Old Troop, in whidi he 
seems to have commemorated some real ind- 
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ciently express their habits. We have Flea-flint 
Plunder-Master-General, Captain Ferret-farm, 
and Quarter-Master Bum-drop. The officers 
of the Troop are in league with these worthies, 
and connive at their plundering the country 
for a suitable share in the booty. All this was 
undoubtedly drawn from the life, which Lacy 
had an opportunity to study. The mond of 
the whole is comprehended in a rebuke given 
to the lieutenant, whose disorders in the 
country are said to prejudice the King's cause 
more than his courage in the field could recom- 
pense. The piece b by no means void of 
uurcical humour. 

* P. x86.— The banks of the Greta, below 
Ruthoford Bridge, abound in seams of greyish 
slate, which are wrought in some places to a 
very s[reat depth under ground, thus forming 
artificial caverns, which, when the seam has 
been exhausted, are gradually hidden by the 
nndenvood which grows in profusion upon the 
romantic banks of the river. In times of pub- 
lic ccmfusion, they might be well adapted to the 
purposes of bandittL 

* P. 188.— There was a short war with Spain 
in Z635-6, which will be found to agree pretty 
well with the chronology of the poem. But pro- 
bably Bertram held an opinion very common 
among the maritime heroes of the age, that 
** there was no peace beyond the Line." The 
Spanish guarda-costas were constantly em- 
ployed in aggressions upon the trade and settle- 
ments of uie English and French; and, by 
their own severities, gave room for the system 
of bucaniering, at first adopted in self-defence 
and retaliation, and afterwards persevered in 
irom habit and thirst of plunder. 

^ P. z88. — The laws of the Bucaniers, and 
their successors the Pirates, however severe 
and equitable, were, like other laws, often 
set aside by the stronger party. Their quarrels 
about the division of the spoil fill their history, 
and they as fi^uently arose out of mere frolic, 
or the tyrannic^ humour of their chiefs. An 
anecdote of Teach (called Blackbeard) shows 
that their habitual indifference for human life 
extended to their companions, as well as their 
enemies and captives : — 

"One night, drinking in lus cabin witn 
Hands, the pilot, and another man. Black- 
beard, without any provocation, privately draws 
out a small pair of pistols, and cocks them 
under the table, which being perceived by the 
man, he withdrew upon deck, leaving Hands, 
the pilot, and the captain together. When the 
pistols were ready, he blew out the candles, 
and, crossing his hands, discharged them at 
his company. Hands, the master, was shot 
through the knee, and lamed for life; the 
other pistol did no execution." — Johnson's 
History of Pirates* Lond. 1734, 8vo, voL i., 
p. 38. 

* P. 189. — ^The last verse of this song is 
taken firom the fragment of an old Scottish 
ballad, of which I only recollected two verses 
when the first edition of Rokeby was published. 
Mr. Thomas Sheridan kindly pointed out to 
me an entire copy of this beautiful song, which 
seems to express the fortunes of some followers 
of the Stuart family :— 



"It was a' for our rightful king, 
That we left fair Scotland's strand, 
It was a' for our rightful king 
That we e'er saw Irish land. 

My dear, 
That we e'er saw Irish land. 

" Now all is done that man can do, 
And all is done in vain 1 
My love 1 my native land, adieu 1 
For I must cross the main, 

My dear. 
For I must cross the main. 

*' He turned him round and right about. 
All on the Irish shore, 
He gave his bridle-reins a shake. 
With, Adieu for evermore. 

My dear 1 
Adieu for evermore I 

" The soldier firae the war returns, 
And the merchant frae the main, 
But I hae parted wi' my love, 
And ne'er to meet again, 

My dear, 
And ne'er to meet again. 

" When day is gone and night is come. 
And a' are boun' to sleep, 
I think on them that 's far awa 
The lee-lang night, and weep. 

My dear. 
The lee-lang night, and weep.** 

* P. zoa— This is a fragment of an old cross 
called Kere<ross or Ree^crosSy with its pedi- 
ment, surrounded by an intrenchment, upon 
the very summit of the waste ridge of Stan- 
more, near a small house of entertainment 
called the Spittal. The situation of the cross, 
and the pains taken to defend it, seem to indi- 
cate that it was intended for a land-mark of 
importance. 

* P. xgo. — About the year of God 866, the 
Danes, under their celebrated leaders Inguar 
(more properly Agnar) and Hubba, sons, it is 
said, or the still more celebrated Regnar Lod- 
brog, invaded Northumberland, bringing with 
them the magical standard, so often mentioned 
in poetry, called Rbafbn, or Rumfan, from its 
bearing the figure of a Raven. The Danes 
renewed and extended their incursions, and 
bqgan to colonise, estiablishing a kind of capital 
at York, from which they spread their con- 
quests and incursions in every direction. Stan- 
more, which divides the mountains of West- 
moreland and Cumberland, was probably the 
boundary of the Danish kingdom in that 
direction. 

* P. 190. — ^The heathen Danes have left 
several traces of their religion in the ui>per 
part of Teesdale. Balder-garth, which derives 
its name from the unfortunate son of Odin, is 
a tract of waste land on the very ridge of Stan- 
more ; and a brook which falls into the Tees ' 
near Barnard Castle is named after the same 
deity. A field upon the bank of the Tees is 
also termed Woden-Croft, from the supreme 
deity of the Edda. 

* P. 191.— The O'Neale Vv«^ xnwssvV— A«t 
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duripg the reign of Elizabeth— was Hugh, the 
grandson of Con O'Neale, called Con Bacco, 
or the Lame. His father, Matthew O'Kellv, 
was illegitimate, and, being the son of a black- 
smith's wife, was usually called Matthew the 
Blacksmith. His father, nevertheless, destined 
his succession to him : and he was created, by 
Elizabeth, Baron of Dungannon. Upon the 
death of Con Bacco, this Matthew was slain 
by his brother. Hugh narrowly escaped the 
same fate, and was protected by the English. 
Shane O'Neale, his uncle, called Shane Dymas, 
was succeeded by Turlough Lynogh O'Neale ; 
after whose death Hugh, having assumed the 
chieftainship, became nearly as formidable to 
the English as any by whom it had been pos- 
sessed. He rebelled repeatedly, and as often 
made submissions, of which it was usually a 
condition that he should not any longer assume 
the title of O'Neale : in lieu of which he was 
created Earl of Tyrone. But this condition he 
never observed longer than until the pressure 
of superior force was withdrawn. His baffling 
the gallant Earl of Essex in the field, and over- 
reaching him in a treaty, was the induction to 
that nobleman's tragedy. Lord Mountjoy suc- 
ceeded in finally subjugating O'Neale ; but it 
was not till the succession of James, to whom 
he made personal submission, and was received 
with civility at court. 

* P. 191. — ^The chief victory which Tjrrone 
obtained over the English was in a battle fought 
near Blackwater, while he besieged a fort gar- 
risoned by the English, which commanded the 
passes into his country. 

Tyrone is said to have entertained a per- 
sons animosity against the knight-marshal, bir 
Henry Bagnal^ whom he accused of detaining 
the letters which he sent to Queen Elizabeth, 
explanatory of his conduct, and offering terms 
of submission. The river, called by the English 
Blackwater. is termed ^ in Irish, Avon-Duff, 
which has tne same signification. Both names 
are mentioned by Spenser in his " Marriage of 
the Thames and the Medway." But I under- 
stand that his verses relate not to the Black- 
water of Ulster, but to a river of the same name 
in the south of Ireland : — 

'* Swift Avon-Duff, which of the Englishmen 
Is called Blackwater." 

* P. 191. — " Eudox.. What is that which you 
call Tanist and Tanistry? These be names 
and terms never heard of nor known to us. 

'* Jren. It is a custom amongst all the Irish, 
that presently after the death of one of their 
chiefe lords or captaines, they doe presently 
assemble themselves to a place generally ap- 
pointed and knowne unto them, to choose 
another in his stead, where they do nominate 
and elect, for the most part not the eldest sonne, 
nor any of the children of the lord deceased, 
but the next to him in blood, that is, the eldest 
and worthiest, as commonly the next brother 
unto him, if he have any, or the next cousin, or 
so forth, as any is elder in that kindred or sept ; 
and then next to them doe they choose the 
next of the blood to be Tanist, who shall next 
succeed him in the said captainry, if he live 



" the good old rule 

Sufficeth them ; the simple plan. 

That they should take who have the powoTi 
And they should keep who can." 

* P. xgj«. — ^The Irish chiefs, in their inter- 
course with the English, and with each odier, 
were wont to assume the language and style of 
independent royalty. 

* P. Z93.~Neal Naighvallach, or Of the Nine 
Hostages, is^ said to have been monarch of all 
Ireland, during the end of the fourth or begin* 
ning of the fifth century. He exercised a pre- 
datory warfare on the coast of England and of 
Bretagne, or Armorica; and from tihe latter 
countrv brought off the celebrated Saint Patrick, 
a 3routh of sixteen, among other captives, whom 
he^ transported^ to Ireland. Neal derived his 
epithet from nine nations, or tribes, whom he 
held tmder his subjection, and from whom be 
took hostages. 

* P. 19^. — ^This Shane-Dymas, or John the 
Wanton, held the title and power of O Neale in 
the earlier part of Elizabeth's reign, against 
whom he rebelled repeatedly. 

" This chieftain is handed down to us as the 
most proud and profligate man on earth. He 
was immoderately addicted to women and 
wine. He is said to have had 300 tuns of wine 
at once in his cellar at Dandram, but usque* 
baueh was his favourite liquor. He spared 
neither age nor condition of the fair sex. Altho' 
so illiterate that he could not write, he was not 
destitute of address, his understanding was 
strong, and his courage daring. He had 600 
men for his guard ; 4,000 foot, z,ooo horse for 
the field. He claimed superiority over idl the 
lords of Ulster, and called himself king thereof." 
— Camden's Britannia^ by Gough. Lcmd. 
z8o6, fol. vol iv. p. 44a. 

When reduced to extremity by the English, 
and forsaken by hb allies, this Shane-E^rmas 
fled to Clandeboy, then occupied by a colony 
of Scottish Highlanders of the family of Mac- 
Donell. He was at first courteously received : 
but by degrees they began to quarrel about the 
slaughter of some of their friends whom Shane- 
Dymas had put to death, and advancing from 
words to deeds, fell upon him with tl^ 
broadswords, and cut him to pieces. After his 
death, a law was made that none should pre* 
sume to take the name and title of O'Neale. 

* P. X93.— The O'Neales were closely allied 
with this powerful and warlike family; for 
Henry Owen O'Neale married the daughter of 
Thomas, Earl of Kildare, and their son Con- 
More married his cousin-german, a daughter of 
Gerald. Earl of Kildare. This Con-More cursed 

therevuito." — Spenser's View of the State o/\aTv>j oS >Kksvi'5.v<irUy who should learn the Eng- 



Jiylemd^ apud IVorks, Lend. 1805, 8vo, vtd. 
viil. p. 306. 

"The "ranist, therefore, of O'Neale, was the 
heir-apparent of his power. This kind of sue* 
cession appears also to have regulated, in very 
remote times, the succession to the crown A 
Scotland. It would have been imprudent, if 
not impossible^ to have asserted a minor's right 
of ^ succession m those stormy days, when the 

firinciples of policy were summed up in ray 
riend Mr. Wordsworth's lines : — 
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lish language, sow com, or build houses, so as 
to invite the £nglish to settle in their country. 
Others ascribe this anathema to his son Con- 
Bacco. — See Walker's Irish Bards ^ p. 140. 

* P. Z94. — Originally, the order of chivalry 
embraced three ranks : — i. The Page ; a. The 
Squire; 3. The Knight; — a gradation which 
seems to have been miitated in the mystery of 
freemasonry. But, before the rei^ of Charles 
X., the custom of serving as a squure had fallen 
into disuse, though the order of the page was 
still, to a certain degree, in observance. This 
state of servitude was so^ far from inferring 
anything degrading, that it was considered as 
the regular school for acquiring every quality 
necessary for future distinction. 

* P. xcJ8. —The ancient castle of Rokeby stood 
exactly upon the site of the present mansion, 
by which a part of its walls Ls enclosed. It is 
surrounded by a profusion of fine wood, and 
the park in which it stands is adorned by the 
junction of the Greta and of the Tees. The 
title of Baron Rokeby^ of Armagh was, in 
1777} conferred on the Right Reverend Richard 
Robmson, Primate of Ireland, descended of 
the Robinsons, formerly of Rokeby, in York- 
shire. 

* P. 199.— The Filea, or Ollamh Re Dan, 
was the proper bard, or, as the name literally 



implies, poet. Each chieftain of distinction 
had one or more in his service, whose office 
was usually hereditarv. There were itinerant 
bards of less elevatea rank, but all were held 
in the highest veneration. 

* P. aoa — Clandeboy is a district of Ulster, 
formerly possessed by the sept of the O'Neales, 
and Slieve-Donard a romantic mountain in the 
same province. The clan was ruined after 
Tyrone's great rebellion, and their places of 
abode laid desolate. The ancient Irish, wild 
and uncultivated in other respects, did not 
yield even to their descendants in practising 
the most free and extended hospitality. 

* P. aoo. — Marwood Chase is the old Park 
extending along the Durham side of the Tees, 
attached lo Barnard Castle. Toller Hill is an 
eminence on the Yorkshire side of the river, 
commanding a superb view of the ruins. 

* P. aoz.— Among the entertainments pre- 
sented to Elizabeth at Kenilworth Castle, was 
the introduction of a person designed to repre- 
sent a travelling minstrel, who entertained her 
with a solemn story out of the Acts of King 
Arthur. Of this person's dress and appearance 
Mr. Laneham has given us a very accurate 
account, transferred by Bishop Percy to the 
preliminary Dissertation on Minstrels, i)refixed 
to his Reltqttes 0/ Ancient Poetry ^ vol i. 
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* P. ax8. — The ruins of the Castle of Artomish 
are situated upon a promontory on the Morven 
or mainland side of the Sound of Mull, a name 
given to the deep arm of the sea which divides 
that island from the continent. The situation 
is wild and romantic in the highest degree, 
having on the one hand a high and precipitous 
chain of rocks overhanging the sea, and on the 
other the narrow entrance to the beautiful salt- 
water lake called Loch Alline, which is in 
many places finely fringed with copsewood. 
Tlie rums of Artomish are not now ver^ con- 
siderable, and consbt chiefly of the remains of 
an old keep or tower, with fragments of out- 
ward defences. But in former days it was a 
place of great consequence, being one of the 

f principal strongholds which the Lords of the 
sles, during the period of their stormy indepen- 
dence, possessed upon the mainland of Argyle- 
shire. It is almost opposite to the Bay of Aros, 
in the Island of Mull, where there was another 
castle, the occasional residence of the Lords of 
the Isles. 

* P. a 1 8. — ^The seal displa3rs a taste for 
music, which could scarcely be expected from 
his habits and local predilections. They will 
long follow a boat ill which any musical instru'> 
ment is placed, and even a time simply whistled 
has attractions for them. The Dean of the 
Isles says of Heiskar, a small uninhabited rock, 
about twelve (Scottish) miles from Uie Isle of 
Uist, that an infinite slaughter of seals takes 
place there. 

* P. 2x9. — The Sound of Mull, which divides 
that island from the continent of Scotland, is 



one of the most striking scenes which the 
Hebrides afibrd to the traveller. Sailing from 
Oban to Aros, or Tobermory, through a nar- 
row channel, yet deep enough to bear vessels 
of the largest burden, he mis on his left the 
bold and motmtainous shores of Mull ; on the 
right, those of that district of Argyleshure called 
Morven, or Morvem, successively indented 
by deep salt-water lochs, running up many 
miles inland. To the south-eastward arise 
a prodigious range of mountains, among which 
Cruachan-Ben is pre-eminent. And to the 
north-east is the no less huge and picturesque 
range of the Ardnamurchan hills. Many 
ruinous castles, situated generally upon cliffs 
overhanging the ocean, add interest to the 
scene. 

* P. 319. — Somerled was thane of Argyle and 
Lord of the Isles about the middle of the 
twelfth century. He seems to have exercised 
his authority in both capacities^ independent 
of the crown of Scotland, agamst which he 
often stood in hostility. He made various in- 
cursions upon the western lowlands during the 
reign of Malcolm IV., and seems to have made 
peace with him upon the terms of an indepen^ 
dent prince, about the year 1x57. In 1x64, he 
re.sumed the war against Malcolm, and invaded 
Scotland with a large^ but probably a tumul- 
tuary army, collected m the isles, in the main-! 
land of Argyleshire, and in the neighbouring 
provinces of Ireland. He was defeated and 
slain, in an engagement with a very inferior 
force, near Renfrew. 

*P. aig. — ^The rtvxt««sv\aA\N^ q\ S2kss» vbS«!- 
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pendent principality, for such it seems to have 
Deen, though acknowledging occasionally the 
pre-eminence of the Scottish crown, was, at 
the period of the poem, Angus, called Angus 
Og ; but the name has been, euphonia gratia^ 
exchanged for that of Ronald, which frequently 
occurs m the genealogy. Angus was a protec- 
tor of Robert Bruce, whom be received in his 
Castle of Dunnaverty during the time of his 
greatest distress. 

* P. aao. — The House of Lorn was, like the 
Lord of the Isles, descended from a son of Somer- 
led, slain at Rennrew, in 1 164. This son obtained 
the succession of his mainland territories, com- 
prehending the greater part of the three districts 
of Lorn, m Argyleshire, and of course might 
rather be considered as petty princes than 
feudal barons. They assumed the patrony- 
mic appnellation of Mac-Dougal, by which they 
are distinguished in the history ot the middle 
ages. 

* P. tax. — ^The phenomenon called by sailors 
Sea-fire, is one of the most beautiful and in- 
teresting which is witnessed in the Hebrides. 
At times the ocean appears entirely illuminated 
around the vessel, and a long train of lambent 
coruscations are perpetually bursting upon the 
sides of the vessel, or pursuing lier wake 
through the darkness. 

* P. aaa.— "The Bruce.**— See note to p. 

^ * P. aaj. — Sir Egidius, or Giles de Argen- 
tine, was one of the most accomplished knights 
of the period. He had served in the wars of 
Henry of Luxemburg with such high reputa- 
tation, that he was, m popular estimation, the 
third worthy of the age. Those to whom fame 
assigned precedence over him were, Henry of 
Luxemburg himself,and Robert Bruce. Argen- 
tine had warred in Palestine, encountered tm-ice 
with^ the Saracens, and had slain two antagon- 
ists in each engagement : — an easy matter, he 
said, for one Christian knight to slay two Pagan 
dogs. 

* P. 334. — ^A Hebridean drinking cop, of the 
most ancient and curious workmanship, has 
been long preserved in the castle of Dunvegan, 
in Skye, the romantic seat of Mac-Leod of 
Macleod, the chief of that ancient and power- 
ful clan. The horn of Rorie More, preserved in 
the same family, and recorded by Dr. Johnson, 
is not to be compared with this piece of anti- 
quity, which b one of the greatest curiosities 
in Scotland. 

* P. 334. — It must be remembered by all who 
have read the Scottish history, that after he 
had slain Comyn at Dumfries, and asserted his 
right to the Scottish crown, Robert Bruce was 
reduced to the greatest extremity by the Eng- 
lish and their adherents. He was crowned at 
Scone by the general consent of the Scottish 
barons, but his authority endured but a short 
time. According to the phrase said to have 
been used by his wife, he was for that year " a 
summer king, but not a winter one." 

^ * P. 335. — It has been generally mentioned 
in the preceding notes, that Robert Bruce, 
after his defeat at Methven, being hard pressed 
by the English, eadeavoured) with the dis- 
pirited remnant of his foUoweTS, to escape ^tom 



Breadalbane and the mountains of Perthshire 
into the^Argyleshire Highlands. But he was 
encountered and repulsed, after a very severe 
engagement, by the Lord of Lorn. Bruce'i 
personal strength and courage were never dis- 
played to greater advantage than in this con- 
flict. There is a tradition in the £unily of the 
Mac-Dougals of Lorn, that their chieftain en- 
gaged in personal battle with Bruce himself^ 
while the latter was employed in protecting 
the retreat of his men ; tnat Mac-I>ottgal was 
struck down by the kiHgj whose strength of 
body was equal to his vigour of mind, and 
would have been slain on the spot, had not two 
of Lom's vassals, a father and son^ whom tradi* 
tion terms Mac-Keoch, rescued him, by seizing 
the mantle of the monarch, and dragging him 
from above his adversary. Bruce ria hunseli 
of these foes by two blows of his redoubted 
battle-axe, but was so closely pressed by the 
other followers of Lorn, that he was forced to 
abandon the mantle, and brooch which fiistened 
it, clasped in the dying grasp of the Mac-Keodis. 
A studded brooch, said to nave been th^ whidi 
King Robert lost upon this occasion, was long 
preserved in the family of Mac-Dougal, and 
was lost in a fire which consumed their tem- 
porary residence. 

* Pp. 335, 333.— "The Bruce and Kwk- 
Patrick.*'^ Every reader must recollect that 
the proximate cause of Bruce's asserting lus 
right to the crown of Scotland, was the death 
of John, called the Red Comyn. The causes 
of this act of violence, equally extracnrdinary 
firom the high rank both of the perpetrator and 
sufferer, and from the place where the slaughter 
was committed, are variously related by the 
Scottish and English historians, and cannot 
now be ascertained. The fact that they met at 
the high altar of the Minorites, or Greyfiian' 
Church in Dumfries, that their difference broke 
out into high and insulting language, and that 
Bruce drew his dagger and stabbed Comyn, is 
certain. Rushing to the door of the church, 
Bruce met two powerful barons, Kirkpatrick 
of Closebum. and James de Lindsay, who 
eagerly asked him what tidings ? " Baul tid- 
ings,*' answered Bruce ; " I doubt I have 
slain Comvn."— " Doubtest thou?" said Kirk- 
patrick ; ^* I make sicker " («./., sure). With 
these words, he and Lindsay rushed into the 
church, and despatched the wounded Ccnnyn. 
The Kirkpatricks of Closebum assumed, in 
memory of this deed, a hand holding a dagger, 
with the memorable words, " I make sicker." 

* P. 335.— These knights are enumerated hy 
Barbour among the small number of Braces 
adherents who remained in arms with him after 
the battle of Methven. 

* P. 337. — It was anciently customary in the 
Highland to bring the bride to the house ol 
the^ husband. Nay, in some cases the com- 
plaisance was stretched so far, that she re- 
mained there upon trial for a twelvemonth; 
and the bridegroom, even after thb period oi 
cohabitation, retained an option of refusmg to 
fulfil his engagement It is said that a 
desperate feud ensued between the clans of 
Mac-Donald of Sleate and Mac-Leod, owing 

V\jc> \.Vi« Cotmer chief having availed himself « 
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this license to send back to Dunvegan a sister 
or daughter of the latter. Mac-Leod, resent- 
ing the indignity, observed, that since there 
was no wedding bonfire, there should be one 
to solemnise the divorce. Accordingly, he 
burned and laid waste the territories of Mac- 
Donald, who retaliated, and a deadly feud, 
with all its accompaniments, took place in 
form. 

* P. 937. — There is something singularly 
doubtful about the mode in which Wallace was 
taken. That he was betrayed to the English 
b indubitable ; and popular fame charges Sir 
John Menteith with the indelible infiuny. 
^* Accursed," says Arnold Blair, ''be the day 
of nativity of John de Menteith, and may his 
name be struck out of the book of life." But 
John de Menteith was all along a zealous 
lavourer of the English interest, and was 
governor of Dtmxbarton Castle by commission 
nrom Edward the First ; and therefore, as the 
accurate Lord Hailes has observed, could not 
be the friend and confidant of Wallace, as tra- 
dition -states him to be. The truth seems to be, 
that Menteith, thoroughly engaged in the Eng- 
lish ^terest, pursued Wallace closely, and made 
him prisoner through the treachery of an atten- 
dant, whom Peter Langtoft calls Jack Short. 
The infamy of seizing Wallace must, there- 
fore, rest b^ween a degenerate Scottish noble- 

' man, the vassal of England, and a domestic, 
the obscure agent of his treachery : between Sir 
John Menteith, son of Walter, Earl of Men- 
teith, and the traitor, Jack Short. 

* P. 3a8.— John de Strathbogie, Earl of 
Athole, had attempted to escape out of the 
kingdom, but a storm cast him upon the coast, 
when he was taken, sent to London, ana 
executed, with circumstances of great bar- 
barity, being first half-strangled, then let down 
from the gallows while yet alive, barbarously 
dismembered, and his body burnt. Matthew 
of Westminster tells us that King Edward, 
then extremely ill, received great ease from 
the news that his relative was apprehended. 
**Quo anditOy Rex Anglitr, etH gravissimo 
tnorbo tunc laneuerety levius tamtn tulit 
dolorem,*' To Uils singular expression the 
text alludes. 

* P. 338. — Bruce uniformly professed, and 
probably felt, compunction for having violated 
the sanctuary of the churdi by the slaughter 
of Comyn; and finally, in his last hours, in 
testimony of his faith, penitence, and zeal, he 
requested James, Lord Douglas, to^ carry his 
heart to Jerusalem, to be there deposited in the 
Holy Sepulchre. 

* P. 338. — So soon as the notice of Comjrn's 
slaughter reached Rome, Bruce and his ad- 
herents were excommunicated. It was pub- 
lished first by the Archbishop of York, and 
renewed at different times, particularly by 
Lambyrton, Bishop of St. Andrews, in 1308 ; 
but it does not appear to have answered the 

Purpose which the English monarch expected, 
ndeed, for reasons which it would be difficult 
to trace, the thunders of Rome descended upon 
the Scottish mountains with less effect than in 
more fertile countries. Probably the com- 
parative poverty of the benefices occasioned 



that fewer foreign clergy settled in Scotland ; 
and the interests of the native churchmen were 
linked with that of their country. Many of the 
Scottish prelates, Lambjrrton the primate par- 
ticularly, declared for Bruce, while he was yet 
under the ban of the church, although he 
afterwards again changed sides. 

* P. 339. — This is not metaphoricaL The 
echoes of Scotland did actually 
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With^ the bloodhounds that bay'd for her fugi- 
tive king." 

A very curious and romantic tale is told by 
Barbour upon this subject, which may be 
abridged as follows : — • 

When Bruce had again got footing in Scot- 
land, in the spring of 1306, he continued to be 
in a very weak and precarious condition, gain- 
ing, indeed, occasional advantages, but obliged 
to fly before his enemies whenever they as- 
sembled in force. Upon one occasion, while 
he was lyin^ with a small party in the wilds of 
Cumnock, m Ayrshire, Aymer de Valence, 
Elarl of Pembroke, with his inveterate foe John 
of Lorn, came against him suddenly with 
eight hundred Highlanders, besides a large 
body of men-at-arms. They brought with them 
a slough-dog, or bloodhound, which, some say, 
had been once a favourite with the Bruce him- 
self, and therefore was least likely to lose the 
trace. 

Bruce, whose force was under four hundred 
men, continued to make head against the 
cavalry, till the men of Lorn had nearl]^ cut off 
his retreat. Perceiving the danger of his situa- 
tion, he acted as the celebrated and ill-requited 
Mina is said to have done in similar circum- 
stances. He divided his force into three parts, 
appointed a place of rendezvous, and com- 
manded them to retreat by different routes. 
But when John of Lorn arrived at the spot 
where they divided, he caused the hound to be 

Eut upon the trace, which immediately directed 
Im to the pursuit of that party which Bruce 
headed. This, therefore. Lorn pursued with his 
whole force, i>aying no attention to the others, 
llie king again subdivided his small body into 
three parts, and with the same result, for the 
pursuers attached themselves exclusively to 
that which he led in person. He then caused 
his followers to disperse, and retained only his 
foster-brother in his company. The slough- 
dog followed the trace, and. neglecting the 
others, attached himself and his attendants to 
the pursuit of the king. Lorn became con- 
vinced that his enemy was nearly in his power, - 
and detached five of nis most active attendants 
to follow him, and interrupt his flight. ^ They 
did so with all the agility of mountaineers. 
" What aid wilt thou make ? " said Bruce to his 
single attendant, when he saw the five men gain 
ground on him. ** The best I can," replied his 
foster-brother." "Then," said Bruce, "here 
I make my stand." The five pursuers came up 
fast. Tlie king took three to himself, leaving 
the other two to his foster-brother. He slew 
the first who encountered him ; but observing 
his foster-brother hard pressed, he sprung to 
his assistance, and des^lOcA.^ qeca. ^\\!l>& "dssB^^ 
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propriation of recent tourists; and the grotto 
has lost (I am informed), through the smoke of 
torches, something of that vivid silver tint which 
was originally one of its chief distinctions. But 
enough of beauty remains to compensate for all 
that may be lost" — Mr. Mac-Alhster of Strath- 
aird has, with great propriety, built up the 
exterior entrance to this cave, in order that 
strangers may enter properly attended by a 
guide, to prevent any repetition of the wanton 
and selfish injury which this singular scene has 
already sustained. ^ . 

* P. 336,— The generosity which does justice 
to the character of an enemy, often marks 
Brace's sentiments, as recorded by the faithful 
Barbour. He seldom mentions a fallen enemy 
without praising such good qualities as he 
might possess. 1 shall onl]^ take one instance. 
Shortly after Brace landed in Carrick, in 1306, 
Sir Ingram Bell, the English governor of Ayr, 
engaged a wealthy yeoman, who had hitherto 
been a follower of Brace, to undertake the task 
of assassinating him. The king learned this 
treachery, as he is said to have done other 
secrets of the enem^, by means of a female with 
whom he had an intrigue. Shortly after he 
was possessed of this information, Bruce, resort- 
ing to a small thicket at a distance from his 
men, with only a single page to attend him, met 
the traitor, accompanied oy two of his sons. 
They approached him with their wonted fami- 
liarity, but Bruce, taking his page's bow and 
arrow, commanded them to kee^ at a distance. 
As they still pressed forward with professions 
of zeal for his person and service, ne, after a 
second warning, shot the father with the arrow ; 
and being assaulted successively by the two 
sons, despatched first one, who was armed with 
an axe ; then as the other charged him with a 
^ear, avoided the thrust, strack the head from 
tne spear, and cleft the skull of the assassin with 
a blow of his two-handed sword. 

* P. 338. — Ronin (popularly called Rum, a 
name which a poet maybe pardoned for avoid- 
ing if possible) is a very rough and mountainous 
island, adjacent to those of Eigg and Cannay. 
There is almost no arable ground upon it, so 
that, except in the plenty of the deer, which 
of course are now nearly extirpated, it still de- 
serves the description bestowed by the Arch- 
dean of the Isles. "Ronin, sixteen mjrle 
north-wast from the^ ile of Coll, lyes ane ile 
callit Ronin lie, of sixteen myle long, and six 
in bredthe in the narrowest, ane forest of 
heigh mountains, and abundance of little 
deir in it, quhilk deir will never be slane 
downwith, but the principal saittis man be in 
the height of the hill, because the deir will be 
callit upward av be the tainchell, or without 
tynchel they will pass upwart perforce. In this 
lie will be gotten about Britane als many wild 
nests upon the plane mure as men pleasis to 
gadder, and yet oy resson the fowls hes few to 
start them except deir. This ile lies from the 
west to the eist in lenth, and pertains to 
M*Kenabrey of Colla. Many solan geese are 
in this ile."— Monro's Description of the 
Western Isles^ p. 18. 

* P. 338. — ^These, and the following lines of 
the stanza, refer to a dreadful tale of feudal 
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vengeance, of which unfortunately there are 
relics that still attest the truth. Scoor-Eigg is 
a high peak in the^ centre of the small Isle of 
£jsg> or Egg.^ It is well known to mineralo- 
gists, as affordine many interesting specimens, 
and to othe» whom chance or curiosity may 
lead to^ the island, for the astonbhing view of 
the mainland and neighbouring isles which it 
commands. 

36/A Aufcust^ x8i4. — ^At seven this morning 
we were in the Sound which divides the Isle of 
Rum from that of Eigg. The latter, though 
hillvand rocky, and traversed by a remarkably 
high and barren ridge, called Scoor-Rigg, has, 
in point of soil, a much more promising appear-; 
ance. Southward of both lies the Isle of 
Muich, or Muck, a low and fertile island, and 
though the least, yet probably the most valu' 
able of the three. We manned the boat, and 
rowed along the shore of Egg in quest of a 
cavern^ which had been the memorable scene of 
a horrid feudal vengeance. We had rounded 
more than half the island, admiring the en- 
trance of many a bold natural cave, which its 
rocks exhibited, without finding that which we 
sought, until we procured a guide. Nor, in-; 
deed, was it surprising that it should have 
escaped the^ search of strangers, as there are 
no outward indications more than might distin-. 
guish the entrance to a fox-earth.^ This noted 
cave has a very narrow opening, through 
which one can hardly creep on his knees and 
hands. It rises steep and lofty within, and runs 
into the bowels of the rock to the depth of 355 
measured feet ; the height at the entrance may 
be about three f^et, but rises within to eighteen 
or twenty, and the breadth may vary in the 
same proportion. The rude and stony bottom 
of this cave is strewed with the bones of men, 
women, and children, the sad relics of the 
ancient inhabitants of^ the island, 300 in num- 
ber, who were slain on the following occasion : 
— The Mac-Donalds of the Isle of Egg, a 
people dependent on Clan-Ranald, had done 
some injury to the Laird of Mac-Leod. The 
tradition of the isle says, that it was by a per- 
sonal attack on the chieftain, in which his back 
was broken. But that of the other isles bears, 
more probably, that the injury was offered to 
two or three of the Mac-Leods, who, landing 
upon Eigg, and using some freedom with the 
young women, were seized by the islanders,: 
bound hand and foot, and turned adrift in a 
boat, which the winds and waves safely con- 
ducted to Skye. To avenge the offence given, 
Mac-Leod sailed with sudb a body of men as 
rendered resistance hopeless. The natives,- 
fearing his vengeance, concealed themselves in 
this cavern, and, after a strict search, the Mac- 
Leods went on board their galleys, after doing 
what mischief they could, concluding the in- 
habitants had left the isle, and betaken them- 
selves to the Long Island, or some of Clan- 
Ranald's other possessions. But next morning 
they espied from the vessels a man upon the 
island, and immediately landing again, they 
traced his retreat by the marks of his footsteps, 
a light snow being unhappily on the ground. 
Mac-Leod then surrounded the cavern^ sum.- 
moned the subtexxsxkfiaxi ^tcvsjc^w^ 'usl^ ^^^^ 
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rous and dangerous, until some chance pas' 
senger assisted her to extricate herself. It is 
said she remained there some hours. 

* P. 344. — Brodick or Brathwick Castle, in 
the Isle of Arran, is an ancient fortress near an 
open roadstead called Brodick Bjay, and not far 
distant from a tolerable harbour, closed in by 
the Island of Lamlash. This important place 
had been assailed a short time before Bruce's 
arrival in the island. James, Lord Douglas, 
who accompanied Bruce to his retreat in Rach- 
rine, seems, in the spring of 1306, to have tired 
of his abode there^ and set out accordingly, in 
the phrase of the times, to see what adventure 
God would send him. Sir Robert Boyd ac- 
comjjanied him ; and his knowled|;e of the 
localities of Arran appears to have directed his 
course thither. They landed in the island 
privately, and appear to have laid an ambush 
for Sir John Hasting, the English Governor of 
Brodick, and surprised a considerable supply 
of arms and provisions, and nearly took the 
castle itself. Indeed, that they actually' did 
so has been generally averred by historians, 
although it does not appear from the narrative 
of Barbour. . . . The castle is now much 
modernised, but has a dignified appearance, 
being surrounded by flourishing plantations. 

* P. 244. — Barbour, with great simplicity, 
gives an anecdote, from which it would seem 
that the vice of profane swearing, afterwards 
too general among the Scottish nation, was, at 
this time, confined to military men. As 
Douglas, after Bruce's return to Scotland, was 
roving about themountainouscountry of Tweed- 
dale, near the water of Line, he chanced to 
hear some persons in a farm-house say, ^^the 
devil." Concluding, from this hardy expres- 
sion, that the house contained warlike guests, 
he immediately assailed it, and had the good 
fortune to make prisoners Thomas Randolph, 
afterwards the famous Earl of Murray, and 
Alexander Stuart^ Lord Bonkle. Both were 
then in the English interest, and had come 
into that country with the purpose of driving 
out Douglas. They afterwards ranked among 
Bruce's most zealous adherents. 

* P. 247. — ^The following are the words of an 
ingenious correspondent, to whom I am obliged 
for much information respecting Tumberry and 
its neighbourhood : — '* The only tradition now 
remembered of the landing of Robert the Bruce 
in Carrick, relates to the fire seen by him from 
the Isle of Arran. It is still generally reported, 
and religiously believed by many, that this fire 
was really the work of supernatural power, un- 
assisted by the hand of any mortal being ; and 
it is said, that, for several centuries, the flame 
rose yearly on the same hour of the same 
night of the year on which the king first saw 
it from the turrets of Brodick Castle ; and 
some go so far as to sav, that if the exact time 
were known, it would be still seen. That this 
superstitious notion is very ancient, is evident 
from the place where the fire is said to have 
appeared being called the Bogles' Brae, beyond 
the remembrance of man. In support of this 
curious belief, it is said that the practice of 
burning heath for the improvement of land was 
then unknown; that a spunkie(Jack o' lanthorn) 



could not have been seen across the breadth of 
the Firth of Clyde, between Ayrshire and 
Arran ; and that the courier of Bruce was his 
kinsman, and never suspected of treachery."— > 
Letter from Mr. Joseph Train, of Newton- 
Stewart. 

* P. 250. — I have followed the flattering and 
pleasing tradition, that the Bruce, after his 
descent upon the coast of Ayrshire, actually 
gained possession of his maternal castle. Butt 
the tradition is not accurate. The fact is. 
that he was only strong enough to alarm and 
drive in the outposts of the English garrison, 
then commanded, not by Clifibrd, as assumed 
in the text, but by Percy. Neither was Clifibrd 
slain upon this occasion, though he had several 
skirmishes with Bruce. He ^11 afterwards in 
the battle of Bannockbum. Bruce, after alarm- 
ing the castle of Tumberry, and surprising 
some part of the garrison, who were quartered 
without the walls of the fortress^ retreated into 
the mountainous part of Camck, and there 
made himself so strong, that the English were 
obliged to evacuate Tumberry, and at length 
the Castle of Ayr. Many of his benefactions 
and royal gifts attest his attachment to the 
hereditary followers of his house in this part of 
the country. 

* P. 250. — ^The first important advantage 
gained by Bmce, after landing at Tumberry, 
was over Aymer de Valence, Earl of Pembroke, 
the same by whom he had been defeated near 
Methven. They met, as has^ been said, by 
appointment, at Loudonhill, in the west of 
Scotland. Pembroke sustained a defeat ; and 
from that time Bruce was at the head of a con- 
siderable flying army. Yet he was subse- 
quently obliged to retreat into Aberdeenshire, 
and was there assailed by Comyn, Earl of 
Buchan, desirous to avenge the death of his 
relative, the Red Comyn, and supported by a 
body of EnglLsh troops under Philip de 
Mowbray. Bruce was at the time ill of a 
scrofulous disorder, but took horse to meet 
his enemies, although obliged l:o be supported 
on either side. He was victorious, and it Ls 
said that the agitation of his spirits restored his 
health. 

* P. 9$o. — ^The "good Lord James of Doug- 
las," during these commotions, often took from 
the English his own castle of Douglas, but being 
unable to garrison it, contented himself with 
destroying the fortifications, and retiring into 
the mountains. As a reward to his patriotism, 
it is said to have been prophesied, that how often 
soever Douglas Castle should be destroyed, it 
should always again rise more magnificent 
from its ruins. iJpon one of these occasions 
he used fearful cmelty, causing all the ^tore of 
provisions, which the English had laid up in 
his castle, to be heaped together, bursting the 
wine and beer casks among the wheat and 
flour, slaughtering the cattle upon the same 
spot, and upon the top of the whole cutting the 
throats of the English prisoners. This plea- 
santry of the "good Lord James" is comme- 
morated under the name of the Douglas's 
Larder. 

* P. 250.—" John, d^ Sa., ^OOTl.^N^vCo.-^'v^«» 
>OTsemeTi,\vBA aANWCitt^ x^ o\ivaw^^^^'^^=»*^ 



436 



Scott^s Poetical Works, 



di the Scots. By a forced inarch he endea- 
voured to surprise them, but intelligence of his 
motions was timeously received. The courage 
of Edward Bruce, approaching to temerity, 
frequently enabled him to achieve what men of 
more judicious valour would never have at- 
tempted. He ordered the infantry, and the 
meaner sort of his army, to entrench them- 
selves in strong narrow ground. He himself, 
with fifty horsemen well harnessed, issued forth 
under cover of a thick mist, surprised the Eng- 
lish on their march, attacked and dispers^ 
them." — Dalrymple's Annals of Scotland^ 
quarto, Edinburgh, 1779, P* ^S* 

* P. 950. — ^Thomas Randolph, Bruce's sister's 
son, a renowned Scottish chief, was in the early 
part of his life not more remarkable for consis- 
tency than Bruce himself. He espoused his 
uncle's party when Bruce first assumed the 
crown, and was made prisoner at the fatal 
battle of Methven, in which his relative's hopes 
appeared to be ruined. Randolph accordingly 
not only submitted to the English, but took an 
active part against Bruce ; appeared in arms 
against him ; and, in the skirmish in which he 
was so closely pursued by the bloodhound, it is 
said his nephew took his standard with his own 
hajid. But Randolph was afterwards made 
prisoner by Douglas in Tweeddale, and 
brought before King Robert. Some harsh 
language was exchanged between the uncle 
and nephew, and the latter was committed 
for a time to close custody. Afterwards, how- 
ever, they were reconciled, and Randolph was 
created Larl of Moray about 13x2. After this 
period he eminently distinguished himself, first 
by the surprise of Edinburgh Castle, and after- 
wards by many similar enterprises, conducted 
with equal courage and ability. 

* P. 2^1. — ^When a long train of success, 
actively improved by Robert Bruce, had made 
him master of almost all Scotland, Stirling 
Castle continued to hold out. The care of the 
blockade was committed by the King to his 
brother Edward, who concluded a treaty with 
Sir Philip Mowbray, the governor, that he 
should surrender the fortress, if it were not 
succoured by the King of England before St. 
John the Baptist's Day. The King severely 
blamed his brother for the impolicy of a treaty 
which gave time to the King of England to 
advance to the relief of the castle wiui all his 
assembled forces, and obliged himself either to 
meet them in battle with an inferior force, or 
to retreat with dishonour. "Let all England 
come," answered the reckless Edward; "we 
would fight them were they more." The conse- 
quence was, of course, that each kingdom 
mustered its strength for the expected battle ; 
and as the space agreed upon reached from Lent 
to Midsummer, full time was allowed for that 
purpose. 

* P. 251.— Edward the First, with the usual 
I>olicy of a conqueror, employed the Welsh, 
whom he had subdued, to assist him in his 
Scottish wars, for which their habits, as moun- 
taineers, particularly fitted them. But this 

policy was not without its risks. Previous to 
the battle of Falkirk, the WeVsVi quaiteWtd W\X^\ 
the English men-at-arms, and vixvc \k\oods^«,dL 



on both parts, separated themselves from his 
army, and the^ feud between them, at so dan- 
gerous and critical a juncture, was reconciled 
with difficulty. Edward II. followed his 
father's example in this particular, and with 
no better success. They could not oe brought 
to exert themselves in the cause of their con- 
querors. But they had an indififerent reward 
for their forbearance. Without arms, and clad 
only in scanty dresses of linen cloth, they ap- 
peared naked in the eyes even of the Scottish 
peasantry ; and after the rout of Bannockbum, 
were massacred by them in great numbers, as 
they retired in confusion towards their own 
country. ^ They were under the command of 
Sir Maurice de Berkeley. 

* P. 251. — There is in the Foedera an invita* 
tion to Eth O'Connor, chief of the Irish of 
Connaught, setting forth that the king was 
about to move against his Scottish rebels, and 
therefore requestmg the attendance of all the 
force he^ could muster, either commanded by 
himself in person^ or by some nobleman of his 
race. These auxiliaries were to be commanded 
by Richard de Burgh, Earl of Ulster. 

* P. 253. — The English vanguard, com- 
manded by the Earls of Gloucester and Here- 
ford, came in sight of the Scottish army upon 
the evening of the 23rd of June. Bruce was 
then riding upon a little palfrey, in front of his 
foremost line, putting his host in order. It 
was then that the personal encounter took 
place betwixt him and Sir Henry de Bohun, 
a gallant English knight, the issue of which 
had a great effect upon the spirits of both 
armies. 

* P. 255. — ^There is an old tradition, that the 
well-known Scottish tune, " Hey, tutti, taitti," 
was Bruce's march at the battle of Bannock- 
bum. The late Mr. Ritson, no granter of pro- 
positions, doubts whether the Scots had any 
martial music^ and quotes Froissart's account <» 
each soldier m the host bearing a little horn, 
on which, at the onset, they would make such 
a horrible noise, as if all the devils of hell had 
been among them. He observes, that these 
horns are the only music mentioned by Bar- 
bour, and concludes, that it must remain a 
moot point whether Bruce's army were cheered 
by the sound even of a solitary bagpipe.— 
Historical Essay Prefixed to Ritson* s Scottish 
Songs. It may be observed in passing, that 
the Scottish of this period certamly observed 
some musical cadence, even in winding their 
horns, since Bruce was at once recognis^ by 
his followers from his mode of blowing. But 
the tradition, true or false, has been the means 
of securing to Scotland one of the finest lyrics 
in the language, the celebrated war-song of 
Bums—" Scots wha hae wi* Wallace bled.^ 

* P. 9$^.— ** Maurice, abbot of Inchaffray, 
placing himself on an eminence, celebrated 
mass m sight of the Scottish army. He then 
passed along the front, bare-footed, and bearing 
a crucifix in his hands, and exhorting the Scots, 
in few and forcible words, to combat for their 
rights and their liberty. "The Scots kneel«l 
down. *They yield, cried Edward; 'see, 

V\.\v«^ VDCuplore mercy.' — 'They do,* answered 
l\ Vwg,<\"wjax ^^ 'Vi\s&caN^<e.^ • but not ours. On 
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that field they will be victorious, or die.' " — 
Annals of Scotland^ vol. it. p. 47. 

* P. ass.— The English archers commenced 
the attack with their usual bravery and dex- 
terity. But against a force whose importance 
he had learned by fata^ experience^ Bruce was 
provided. A small but select body of cavalry 
were detached from the right, under command 
of Sir Robert Keith. They roimded, as I con- 
ceive, thetmarsh called Milton-bog, and, keep- 
ing the firm ground, charged the left flank and 
rear of the English archers. As the bowmen 
had no spears nor long weapons fit to defend 
themselves against horse, they were instantly 
thrown into disorder, and spread through the 
whole English army a confusion from which 
they never fairly recovered. 

Although the success of this manoeuvre was 
evident, it is very remarkable that the Scottish 
generals do pot appear to have profited by the 
lesson. Almost every subsequent battle which 
thev lost against England was decided by the 
archers, to whom the close and compact array 
of the Scottish phalanx afforded an exposed and 
unresisting mark. The bloody battle of Hali- 
doun-hill, fought scarce twenty years after- 
wards, was so completely gained by the archers, 
that the English are said to have lost only one 
knight, one esouire^ and a few foot-soldiers. At 
the battle of Neville's Cross, in X346, where 
David II. was defeated and made prisoner, 
John de Graham, observing the loss which the 
Scots sustained from the Enzlish bowmen, 
offered to charge and disperse Uiem, if a hun- 
dred men-at-arms were put under his command. 
** Buif to confess the truth," says Fordun, " he 
could not procure a single horseman for the 
service proposed. " Of such little use is experi- 
ence in war^ when its results are opposed by 
habit or prejudice. 

* P. 356. — Roger Ascham quotes a^ similar 
Scottish proverb, "whereby they give the 
whole praise of snooting honestly to English- 
men, saying thus, * that every English archer 
beareth under his girdle twenty-four Scottes.' 
Indeed Toxophilus says before, and truly of the 
Scottish nation, ' The Scottes surely be good 
men of warre in theyre owne feates as can be ; 
but as for shootinge, they can neither use it to 
any profite, nor yet challenge it for any 
praise.' " — Works of Asckanty edited by 
Bennety 4to, p. no. ^ 

It is said, I trust incorrectly, by an ancient 
English historian, that the "good Lord James 
of Douglas " dreaded the superiority of the 
English archers so much, that when he made 
any of them a prisoner, he ^ave him the option 
of losing the forefinger of hb right hand, or his 
rijg:ht eye, either species of mutilation rendering 
him incapable to use the bow. I have mislaid 
the reterence to this curious passage. 

* P. 256. — It is generally alleged by his- 
torians, that the English men-at-arms fell into 



the hidden snare which Bruce had prepared for 
them. Barbour does not mention this circum- 
stance. According to his account^ Randolph, 
seeing the slaughter made by the cavalry on 
the right wing among the archers, advanced 
courageously against the main body of the 
English, and entered into close combat with 
them. Douglas and Stuart^ who commanded 
the Scottish centre, led their division also to 
the charge, and the battle becoming general 
along the whole line, was obstinately main- 
tained on both sides for a long space of time ; 
the Scottish archers doing great execution 
among the English men-at-arms, after the bow- 
men of England were dispersed. 

* P. 956. — I have been told that this line 
requires an explanatory note; and, indeecL 
those who witness the silent patience with 
which horses submit to the most cruel usage, 
may be permitted to doubt that, in moments qf 
sudden and intolerable anguish, they utter a 
most melancholy cry. Lord Erskme, in a 
speech made in the House of Lords, upon a 
biU^ for enforcing humanity towards animals, 
noticed this remarkable fact, in language which 
I will not mutilate by attempting to repeat it. 
It was ray fortune, on one occasion, to hear a 
horse, in a moment of agony, utter a thrilling 
scream, which I still consider the most melan- 
choly sound I ever heard. 

* P. 357. — ^When the engagement between 
the main bodies had lasted some time, Bruce 
made a decisive movement by bringing up the 
Scottish reserve. It is traditionally said, that 
at this crisis he addressed the Lord of the 
Isles in a phrase used as a motto by some of 
his descendants, "My trust is constant in 
thee." Barbour intimates, that the reserve 
" assembled <» one field," that is, on the same 
line with the Scottish forces already engaged ; 
which leads Lord Hailes to conjecture that the 
Scottish ranks must have been much thinned 
by slaughter, since, in that circumscribed 
ground, there was room for the reserve to 
fall into the line. But the advance of the 
Scottish cavalry must have contributed a 
good deal to form the vacancy occupied by the 



reserve. 



P. 357. — ^The followers of the Scottish camp 
observed, from the Gillies' Hill in the rear, 
the impression produced upon the English 
army by the bringing up of the Scottish reserve, 
and, prompted by tne enthusiasm of the mo- 
ment, or the desire of plunder, assumed, in a 
tumultuary manner, such arms as they found 
nearest, fastened sheets to tent-poles and lances, 
and showed themselves like a new army ad- 
vancing to battle. 

The unexpected apparition of what seemed 
a new army, completed the confusion which 
already prevailed among the English, who fled 
in every direction, and were pursued with im- 
mense slaughter. 
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NOTES TO THE BRIDAL OF TRIERMAIN. 



• p. 864. — A circular intrenchment, about 
half-a-mile from Penrith, b thus popularly 
termed. The circle within the ditch is about 
one hundred and sixty paces in circumference, 
•with openings, or approaches, directly opposite 
to each other. As the ditch is on the inner 
side, it could not be intended for the purpose of 
defence, and it has reasonably been conjec- 
tured, that the enclosure was designed for the 
solemn exercise of feats of chivalry, and the 
embankment around for the convenience of the 
spectators. 

* P. 364. —Higher up the river Elamont than 
Arthur's Round Table^ is a prodigious en- 
closure of great antiquity, formed by a collec- 



tion of stones upon the top of a gently sloping 
hill, called Mayburgh. 

* P. 269. — The author Hasan indistinct recol- 
lection of an adventtve^ somewhat similar 'to 
that which is here ascribed to King Arthur, 
having befallen one of the ancient Kin^s of Den- 
mark. The horn in which the^ burning liquet 
was presented to that monarch, is said still to be 
preserved in the Royal Museum at Copenhagen. 

* P. 369. — The characters named in the 
stanza are lul of them more or less distinguished 
in the romances which treat of King Arthur and 
his Round Table, and their names are strung 
together, according to the established custom 
of minstrels upon such occasions. 
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NOTES TO THE FIELD OF WATERLOO. 



* P. 385. — ^The reaper in Flanders carries in 
his left hand a stick with an iron hook, with 
which he collects as much grain as he can cut at 
one sweep with a short scythe, which he holds 
in his right hand. They carry on this double 
process with great spirit and dexterity. 

* P. 386. — It was affirmed \>y the prisoners of 
war, that Bonaparte had promised his army, in 
case of victory, twenty-four hours' plimder of 
the city of Brussels. 

* P. 286. — The characteristic obstinacy of 
Napoleon was never more fully displayed than 
in what we may be permitted to hope will 
prove the last of his nelds. He would listen 
to no advice, and allow of no obstacles. An 
eye-witness has given the following account 
of his demeanour towards the end of the 
action : — 

"It was near seven o'clock ; Bonaparte, who 
till then had remained upon the ridge of the 
hill whence he could best behold what passed, 
contemplated with a stem countenance the 
scene of this horrible slaughter. The more 
that obstacles seemed to multiply, the more his 
obstinacy seemed to increase. He became in- 
dignant at these unforeseen difficulties; and, 
far from fearing to push to extremities an army 
whose confidence m him was botmdless, he 
ceased not to pour down fresh troops, and to 
give orders to march forward — to charge with 
the bayonet— to carry by storm. He was re- 
peatedly informed^ from different points, that 
the day went agamst him, and that the troops 
seemed to be disardered ; to which he only 
replied — * En avant 1 En avant 1' 

*' One general sent to inform the Emperor 
that he was in a position which he could not 
maintain, because it was commanded by a 
battery, and requested to know, at the same 
time, in what way he should protect his di- 
vision from the murderous f\re of the English 



t The mistakes concerning this observatoiy 

have been mutual. The English supposed it 

was erected for the use of Bonaparte: and a 

French writer affirms it was constructed by 

artillery. * Let him storm iVve batUrj >* T«pVvt,^\ x^ttfcT^aJ** oC Wellington. 



Bonaparte, and turned his back on the aide* 
de-camp who brought the message." — Rilatwi 
de la BatailU de Mont-St.-yean. Par uh 
Timoin Oculair*. Paris, 18x5, 8vo, p. 51. 

* P. 386. — It has been reported that Bona' 
parte charged at the head of^his guards, at the 
last period of this dreadful conflict. This, 
however, is not accurate. He came down 
indeed to a hollow part of the high road, lead- 
ing to Charleroi, within less than a quarter of 
a mile of the farm of La Haye Sainte, one of 
the points most fiercely disputed. Here he 
harangued the guards^ and informed them that 
his preceding operations had destroyed the 
British infantry and cavalry, and that they had 
only to support the fire of the artillery, which 
they were to attack with the bayonet This 
exhortation was received with shouts of Vive 
CEmpereur^ which were heard all along oar 
line, and^ led to an idea that Napoleon was 
charging in person. But the guards were led 
on by Ney ; nor did Bonaparte approach 
nearer the scene of action than the spot already 
mentioned, which the rising banks on each side 
rendered secure from all such balls as did not 
come in a straight line. He witnessed the 
earlier part of the ))attle from places yet more 
remote, particularly from an observatory which 
had been placed there by the King of the 
Netherlands, some weeks before, for the pur- 
pose of surveying the country.! It is not 
meant to infer from these particulars that Na- 
poleon showed^ on that memorable occasion, 
the least deficiency in personal courage: on 
the contrary, he evinced the ^eatest com- 
posure and presence of mind during the whole 
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action. But it is no less true that report has 
erred in ascribing to him any desperate efforts 
of valour for recovery of the battle ; and it is 
remarkable, that during the^ whole carnage, 
none of his suite were either killed or woutided, 
whereas scarcely one of the Duke of Welling- 
ton's attendants escaped unhurt. 

* P. a86. — In riding up to a regiment which 
was hard pressed, the Duke called to the men, 
*' Soldiers, we must never be beat, — what will 
they say in Eneland?" It is needless to say 
how this appealwas answered. 

* P. a86. — ^A private soldier of the 95th 
regiment compared the sound which took place 
immediately upon the British cavalry mingling 
with those of^ the enemy, to "a thousat^ 
tinkers at 'work mending pots and kettles** 

* P. 287.— The French troops invariablv 
withdrew oefore the charge of the British 
bayonets. Even the Imperial Guards hardly 
stood until the British were within thirty yards 
of them. 



* P. aSS.— Sir Thomas Picton, Sir William 
Pcnsonby, Sir William de Lancy, and number- 
less gallant officers. 

* P. 388. --Colonel Sir William de Lancy had 
married the beautiful Miss Hall only two 
months before the battle of Waterloo. 

* P. 388.— Colonel Miller of the Guards, 
when lying mortally wounded in the attack on 
the Bois de Bossa, desired to see once more the 
colours of his regiment. They were waved 
about his head, and he died declaring that he 
was satisfied. 

* P. 388.— Colonel Cameron fell at Quatre 
Bras, heading a charge of the 93nd High- 
landers. 

* P. 388.—" Generous Gordon "—brother to 
the Earl of Aberdeen— «who fell by the side of 
the Duke during the heat of the action. 

* P. 389. — **Hougomont" — 2, chateau with 
a garden and wood round it. A post of great 
importance, valiantly held by the guards during 
the battle. 
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NOTES TO THE EVE OF ST. JOHN. 



• P. 331.—" Battle of Ancram Moor."— Lord 
Evers and Sir Brian Latoun, during the year 
X544, committed the most dreadfiil^ ravages 
upon the Scottish frontiers, compelling most 
of the inhabitants, and especially the men of 
Liddesdale, to take assurance tmder the King 
of England. Upon the X7th November^ in 
that year, the sum total of their depredations 
stood thus, in the bloody ledger of Lord 
Evers :—- 

Towns, towers, bamekynes, paryshe 
churches, bastill houses, burned 

and destroyed, ■ . ■ . 193 

Scots slain, .... - 403 

Prisoners taken, .... 8x6 

Nolt (cattle), 10,386 

Shepe, - - - • - - 13,49a 

Nags and geldings, .... x,396 

Gayt, -.--.- 300 

Bolls of com, - - - - - 850 
Insight gear, &c. (furniture), an incalculable 
quantity. 

Murdin's State Papers, vol. i. p. 51. 

The King of England had promised to these 
two barons a feudalgrant of the country, which 
tKey had thus reduced to a desert ; upon hear- 
ing which, Archibald Douglas, the seventh 
Earl of Angus, is said to have sworn to xtrrite 
the deed of investiture upon their skins, with 
sharp pens and bloody ink, in resentment for 
their having defaced the tombs of hLs ancestors 
at Melrose. — Godscroft, In X54S, Lord 
Evers and Latoun again entered Scotland, with 
an army consisting of 3,000 mercenaries, 1,^00 
English^ Borderers^ and 700 assured Scottish 
men, chiefly Armstrongs, TumbuUs, and other 
broken clans. In this second incursion, the 
English generals even exceeded their former 
cruelty. Evers burned the tower of Broom- 
house, with its lady (a noble and aged woman. 



says Lesley) and her whole family. The 
English penetrated as far as Melrose, which 
they had destroyed last year, £Uid which they 
now again pillaged. As they returned towards 
Jedburgh, they were followed by Angus at the 
h^d of x,ooo horse, who was shortly after 
joined by the famous Norman Lesley, with a 
body of Fife men. The English^ bemg^ prob- 
ably unwilling to cross the Teviot while the 
Scots hung upon their rear, halted upon 
Ancram Moor, above the village of that name ; 
and the Scottish general was deliberating 
whether to advance or retire, when Sir Walter 
Scottf of Buccleuch came up at full speed with 
a small but chosen body ot his retamers, die 
rest of whom were near at hand. By the advice 
of this experienced wajrrior (to whose conduct 
Pitscottie and Buchanan ascribe the success of 
the engagement), Angus withdrew from the 
height which^ he occupied, and drew up his 
forces behind it, upon a piece of low flat ground 
called Panier-heugh, or Paniel-heugh. The , 
spare horses being sent to an eminence in their 



t The Editor has found no instance upon re- 
cord of this family having taken assurance with 
England. Hence, they usually suffered dread- 
fully from the English forays. In August, 
1544 (the year preceding the battle), the whole 
lands belonging to Buccleuch, in West Teviot- 
dale, were harried by Evers ; the outworks, or 
barmkin, of the tower of Branxholm burned'; 
eight Scots slain, thirty made prisoners, and 
an immense prey of horses, cattle, and sheep 
carried off. The lands upon Kale Water, be- 
longing to the same chieftain, were also plun» 
dered. and much spoil obtained ; 30 Scots slain, 
and the Moss Tower (a fortress near Eckford) 
stnoked very sore. Thus Buccleuch had a long 
account to settle at Ancram Moor. — Murdin'% 
State Papers^ ^ij. ^^^^^% 
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rear, appeared to the English to be the main 
body of the Scots in the act of flight. ^ Under 
this persuasion, Evers and Latoun hurried pre- 
cipitately forward, and having ascended the 
hul, which their foes had abandoned, were no 
less dbmayed than astonished to find the 
phalanx of Scottish spearmen drawn up in firm 
array upon the flat ground below. The Scotx, 
in their turn, became the assailants. A heron, 
roused from the marshes by the tumult, soared 
away betwixt the encountering armies : '* O I " 
exclaimed Angus, '* that I had here my white 
goss-hawk, that we might all yoke at once ! " 
— GoDSCROFT. The English, breathless and 
fatigued, having the setting sun and wind fiiU in 
their faces, were unable to withstand the reso- 
lute and desperate charee of the Scottish 
lances. No sooner had they begun to waver, 
than their own allies, the assured Borderers, 
who had been waiting the event, threw aside 
their red crosses, and, joining their country- 
men, made a most merciless slaughter among 
the English fugitives, the pursuers calling upon 
each other to "remember Broomhousel ' — 
Lesley, p. 478. 

In the battle fell Lord Evers and his son, 
together with Sir Brian Latoun and 800 Eng- 
lishmen, many of whom were persons of rank. 
A thousand prisoners were taken. Among 
these was a patriotic alderman of London, 
Read by name, who, having contumaciously 
refused to pay his portion of a benevolence, 
demanded from the city by Henry VIII., was 
sent by royal authority to serve against the 
Scots. These, at settling his ransom, he found 
still more exorbitant in their exactions than 
the monarch. — Redpath's Border History ^ 

p. 563* 

Evers was much regretted by King Henry, 
who swore to avenge nis death upon Angus, 
against whom he conceived himself to nave 
particular grounds of resentment, on account 
of favours received by the earl at his hands. 
The answer of Angus was worthy of a Douglas : 
" Is our brother-in-law oflended,"t said he, 
"that I, as a good Scotsman, have avenged 
my ravaged country, and the defaced tombs of 
my ancestors, upon Ralph £vef&? They were 
better men than he, and I was bound to do no 
less. And will he take my life for that ? Little 
knows King Henry the skirts of Kimetable : X 
I can keep myself there against all his Englbh 

host." — GODSCROFT. 

Such was the noted battle of Ancram Moor. 
The spot on which it was fought is called 
Lilyara's Edge, from an Amazonian Scottish 
woman of that name, who is reported, by 
tradition, to have distinguished herself in the 
same manner as Squire W itherington. The old 
people point out her monument, now broken 

t Angus had married the widow of James 
IV., sister to King Henry VIII. 

X Kirnetable, now called Cairntable, is a 
mountainous tract at the head of Douglasdale. 



and defaced. The inscription is said to have 
been legible within this century, and to have 
run thus : — 

" Fair maiden Lylliard lies under this stane. 
Little was her stature, but great was her 

fame ; 
Upon the English loons she laid mony thumps. 
And when her legs were cutted off, ^ 

fought upon her stumps." 

Vide Account of the Parish ofMelrou» 

It sqppears, from a passage in Stowe, that an 
ancestor of Lord Evers held also a grant of 
Scottish lands from an English monarch. " I 
have seen," says the historian, "under the 
broad-seale of the said King^ Eldward I., a 
ooanor, called Ketnes, in the county of Forfiir, 
in Scotland, and neere the furthest part of the 
same nation northward, given to John Ure, and 
his heires, ancestor to the Lc»:d Ure that now 
is, for his service done in these parts, with 
market^ &c., dated at Lanercost, the 20th 
day of^ October, anno regis 34." — Stowe's 
AnnalSy p. azo. This grant, like that of 
Henry, must have been dangerous to the 
receiver, 

*P.3a3, — ^The circumstance of the nun "who 
never saw the day" is not entirely imagi- 
nary. About fifty years ago, an unfortunate 
female wanderer took up her residence in a dark 
vault, among the ruins of Dryburgh Abbey, 
which, during the day, she never ^tted. 
When night fell, she issued from this miserable 
habitation, and went to the house of Mr. Hali- 
burton of Newmains, or to that of Mr. Ermine of 
Sheilfield, two gentlemen of the neighbourhood. 
From their charity she obtained such neces- 
saries as she could be prevailed upon to accept. 
At twelve, each night, she lighted her candle, 
and returned to her vault^ assuring her friendly 
neighbours that, during her absence, her habi- 
tation was arranged by a spirit, to whom she 
gave the uncouth name oi Fat Ups; describing 
im as a little man, wearing heavy iron shoes, 
with which he trampled the clay floor of the 
vault, to dispel the damps. This circtimstance 
caused her^ to be regarded, by the well- 
informed, with compassion, as deranged in her 
understanding ; and, by the vulgar, with some 
degree of terror. The cause of her adopting 
this extraordinary mode of life she would never 
explain. It was, however, believed to have 
been occasioned by a vow, that, during the 
absence of a man to whom she was attached, 
she would never look upon the sun. Her lover 
never returned. He fell during the civil war 
of Z745-6, and she never more would behold the 
light of day. 

The vault, or rather dungeon, in which this 
unfortunate woman lived and died, passes still 
by the name of the supernatural being with 
which its gloom was tenanted by her disturbed 
imagination, and few of the neighbouriog 
peasants dare enter it by night«»>-i8o3. 
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* p. 335. — In Caledonia olim frequtns erat 
sylvesiris quidani bos^ nunc vera rarior, qui, 
colore candidissintOf jubatn densant et dentis- 
sam instar leonis gestat, tntculentus ac/erus 
ab humano genere abkorrenSy ut qutecunque 
homines vel mambus conirectdrint, velhalitu 
perflaverint^ ab iis multos post dies omnino 
absiinuerunt. A d hoc tanta audacia huic bovi 
indita erat, ut non solutn irritatus equites 
furenier prostemerety sedne tantillunt laces* 
situs ontnes promiscue hotnines comibus ac 
ungulis peterit ; ac canum, qui apud nos/ero- 
cissimisunt^ impetus pianevontetnneret. Ejus 
cames cartila^inosee, sed saporis suavissimi. 
Erat is olim Per illam vastissimam CaUdoniee 
sylvam frequens^ sed humana ingluvie Jam 
assumptus tribus tantum locis est reliquus, 
Strrvilingiiy CumbemalduB, et KincamitB. — 
LKSLiC^us, Scotiae Descriptio, p. 13. 

* P. 325. — Lord Claud Hamilton, second son 
of the Duke of Chatelherault, and commen- 
dator^ of the Abbe^ of Paisley, acted a dis- 
tinguished part during the troubles of Queen 
Mary's re;gn, and remained unalterably at- 
tached to the cause of that unfortunate princess. 
He led the van of her army at the fatal battle 
of Langside, and was one of the commanders 
at the Raid of Stirling, which had so nearly 

S'ven complete success to the Queen's faction, 
e was ancestor of the present Marquis of 
Abercom. 

* P. 325. — This barony, stretching along the 
banks of die Esk, near Auchendinny, belonged 
to Bothwellhaughi in right of his wife. The 
ruins of the mansion, from whence she was ex- 
pelled in the brutal manner which occasioned 
her death, are still to be seen in a hollow glen 
beside the river. Popular report tenants them 
with the restless ghost of the Lady Bothwell- 
haugh ; whom, however, it confounds with Lady 
Anne Bothwell, whose Lament is so popular. 
This spectre is so tenacious of her rights, that, 
a part of the stones of the ancient edifice having 
been employed in building or repairing the pre- 
sent Woodhouselee, she has deemed it a part 
of her privilege to haunt that house also ; and, 
even of very late years, has excited consider- 
able disturbance and terror among the do- 
mestics. This is a more remarkable vindica- 
tion of the rights ^ of ghosts, as the present 
Woodhouselee, which gives his title to the 
Honourable Alexander Fraser Tytler, a 
senator of the College of Justice, is situated 
on the slope of the Pentland Hills, distant at 
least four miles from her proper abode. ^ She 
always appears in white, and with her child in 
her arms. 

* P. 326. — Birrel informs us, that Bothwell- 
haugh, being closely pursued, " after that spur 
and wand had failed him, he drew forth his 
dagger, and strocke his horse behind, whilk 
caused the horse to^ leap a very brode stanke 
[/. e.y ditch], by whilk means he escapit, and 
gat away from all the rest of the horses." — 
Birkel's Diary, p. z8. 



* P. 326.— Murray's death took place shortly 
after an expedition to the Borders ; which is 
thus conunemorated by the author of his 
Elegy:— 



{» 



So having stablischt all things in this sort, 
To Liddisdaill agane he did resort : 
Throw Ewisdail, Eskdail, and all the daills 

rode he. 
And also lay three nights in Cannabie, 
Whair na prince lay thir hundred yeiris 

before. 
Nae thief durst stir, they did him feir sae sair ; 
And, that they suld na mair thair thift allege. 
Threescore and twelf he brocht of thame in 

pledge, 
Syne wardit thame, whilk maid the rest keep 

ordour ; 
Than mycht the rasch-bus keep ky on the 

Border." 

Scottish Poems f x6th century, p. 332. 

* P. 326.— Hachbut bent— Gnn cock'd. The 
carbine with which the Regent was shot is 
preserved at Hamilton Palace. It is a brass 
piece, of a middling length, very small in the 
bore, and, what is rather extrordinary, appears 
to have been rifled or indented in die oarrel. 
It had a matchlock, for which a modem firelock 
has been injudiciously substituted. 

* P. 326. — This clan of Lennox Highlanders 
was attached to the Regent Murray.^ Hollin< 
shed, s{>eaking of the battle 6f Langside, says, 
" In this batavle the vallancie of an Heiland 
gentleman, called Macfarlane, stood the Re- 
gent's part in great steede ; for, in the hottest 
brunte of the fig^hte, he came up with two 
hundred of his fnendes and countrymen, and 
so manfully gave in upon the flankes of the 
Queen's people, that he was a g^at cause of 
the disordering of them. This Macfiarlane 
had been lately before, as I have heard, con- 
demned to die, for^ some outrage by him com- 
mitted, and obtayning pardon through suyte of 
the Countess of Murray, he recompensed that 
clemencie by this piece of service now at this 
batayle. " Calderwood's account is less favour- 
able to the Macfarlanes. He states that 
'* Macfarlane, with his Highlandmen, fled from 
the wing where they were set. The Lord 
Lindsay, who stood nearest to them in the 
Regent|s battle, said, ' Let them go ! I shall 
fill their place better ; ' and so, stepping for- 
ward, with a company of fresh men, charged 
the enemy, whose spears were now spent, with 
long weapons, so that they were driven back 
by force, being before almost overthrown by 
the avaunt-guard and harquebuslers, and so 
were turned to flight." — Caldbrwood's MS, 
apud Keith, p. 480. Melville mentions the 
flight of the vanguard, but states it to have 
been commanded by Morton, and composed 
chiefly of commoners of the barony of Ren- 
frcw 
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adherent of the JUjent. George Douglas of 
FmxkhcatA was a natural brother of the Earl of 
Morton, whose horse was lulled by the same 
ball by which Murray felL 

* P. 336. — Lord liodsay of the Byres was the 
most ferockms and brutsu of the Regent's fac- 
tion, and, as such, was employed to^ extort 
Mary's signature to the deed of resignation pre- 
sented to her in Lochleven Castle. He dis- 
chaiged his commission with the most savage 
rigour; and it is even said, that when the 
weeping captive, in the act of signing, averted 



her eyes from the fatal deed, he pinched her 
arm with the grasp of his iron glove. 

* P. 3a6.— N ot only had the Regent notice of 
the intended attempt' upon his life, but even of 
the verv house from which it was threatened. 
With that infatuation at which men wonder, 
after such events have happened, he deemed it 
would be a sufficient precaution to ride briskly- 
past the dangerous spot. But even this was 
Prevented by the crowd : so that Bothwellhaugh 
ad time to take a deliberate aim.— Spottis* 
WOOD. p. 333. Buchanan. 
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• P. 3a8.— The barony of Pennycuik, the pro- 
.I>erty of Sir George Clerk^ Bart., is held by a 
singular tenure ; the proprietor being bound to 
sit upon a large rocky fragment called the 
Buckstane, and wind three olasts of a horn, 
when the King shall come to hunt on the 
Borough Muir, near Edinburgh. Hence the 
family have adopted as their crest a demi- 
forester proper, winding a horn, with the 
motto, Fret Jor a BlasU The beautiful 
mansion-house of Pennycuik is much admired, 
both on account of the architecture and sur- 
rotmding scenery. 

* P. 328. — Auchendinny, situated upon the 
Esk, below Pennycuik, Uie present residence 
of the ingenious H. Mackenzie, Esq., author of 
the Mem o/Feelin/r. ^c. Edition 1803. 

♦ P. 328.— Melville Castle, the seat of Lord 
Melville, to whom it gives the title of Viscount, 
is delightfully situated upon the Esk, near 
JLasswade. 

* P. ^a8.— The ruins of Roslin Castle, the 



i>aronial residence of the ancient family of St 
Clau-. The Gothic chai>el, which is still b 
beautiful preservation, with the romantic and 
woody dell in which they are situated, belong to 
the Right Honourable uie Earl of Rosslyn, the 
representative of the former Lords of Roslin. 

* P. 328.— The village and castle of Dal- 
keith belonged of old to the famous Earl of 
Morton, but is now the residence of the noble 
family of Buccleuch. The i>ark extends along 
the Esk, which is there joined by its sister 
stream of the same name. 

* P. 328.— Hawthomden, the re^dence of 
the poet Drummcmd. A house of more modem 
date is enclosed, as it were, by the ruins of the 
ancient castle, and overhangs a tremendous 
precipice upon the banks of the Eisk, perforated 
by winding caves, which in former times were 
a refuge to the oppressed patriots of Scotland. 
Here Dmmmond received Ben Jonson, who 

i'oumeyed from London on foot in order to visit 
linu 
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Lives of Men and Women of Action who have 
made the History of the World. 



REV. W. J. BRODRIBB, M.A., AND WALTER BESANT, M.A. 
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COUGNY: the Failure of the French Reformation. By 

Walter Besant, M.A., Author of "The French Humourists,** 
"Studies in Early French Poetry," •• Rabelais," &c. With a Portrait. 
Second Edition. 28. 6d. 

" Mr. Besant has consulted every possible authority concerning the character and 
deeds of CQligny, and the result of his labour is a yolume from -nrhich a reader may, ia 
an hour or two, acquire in the pleasantest wi^ agreat deal of knowledge concerning one 
of the most stirring times of history, and one of its principal flgures."--^S^urday Review. 

** It is a deeply interesting volume." — Briti^ Qtiarterly. 

'* We commend this little volume as recording a life which has the strongest claims 
en our sympathy and admiration." — Speetator. 

*' The descriptions of life at Ghatillon-sur-Loing, the ancient castle of the knightly 
race whose blood, it may not always be remembered, still survives in the line of Kaiser 
Wilhelm, and the account of those curious episodes in Huguenot history, tiie attempt 
to plant colonies in Brazil and Florida, may be mentioned as chapters of especial inci- 
dent in a memoir that is everywhere worth reading."— Graphic. 

JUDAS MACCABEUS: the Reuiual of the Jewish Nation- 

ality. By Lieut. C. K. Condeb, R.E., Author of "Tent Work in 
Palestine," " Handbook of the Bible ;'* late officer in command of the 
Sui-yey of Western Palestine. With a Map. 2s. 6d. 

" After a brief but clear retrospect of the history of the Jews fh)m Ezra to the time 
immediately preceding the Maccabean revolt, the author gives a chapter on the mdional 
life of the people, which is the clearest and best account of their peculiar sociaAand 
religious institutions which we have yet seen. The nature of their government, Uio 
constitution of the synagogue, the puritanical bigotry of the upper and educated classes, 
and the gross ignorance of the lower agricultural classes, the distaste for aU arte 
except poetry, the feasts, fasts, and temple services— all Ihese are described in a 
manner that will be new to most readers and interesting to all "—Athenceum. 

"The whole history of tHe war is brofight most vividly before us, and Lieutenant 
Gander's intimate acquaintance with the scenes of Judas's expeditions makes the lotig- 
ago story seem wonderfully real, and enables one to answer satisfacto^ly the motto oh 
the title-page, 'Can these bones live?' . . . Delightftdly fresh reading. ... A 
worthy record of a worthy life." — Examiner. 

ABRAHAM LINCOLN: the Abolition of Slavery. By Charles 

G. Leland, Author of the " Hans Breitmann Ballads," '* The Gipsied 
in Egypt," &c. With a Portrait. 2s. 6d. 

*' The story of Lincoln's career, as told by Mr. Leland, is an interesting addition to 
The Nkw Plutarch." — Athenoevm. 

" Mr. Leland gives us in this compact little volume, in plain and simple language, 
probably all that will ever be necessary or important to know concerning Abraham 
Lincoln's extraordinary cai'eer . . . may be safely accepted as the standard authority 
on the subject. . .■ • His memory deserves to be perpetuated, and Mr. Leland's little 
book will help to do it. The portrait which is given is the best and most characteristic 
we have ever seen of the Martyr-President."— Academy. 
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JOAN OF ARC, ''The Maid." By Janet Tucket. With a 

Portrait. 2s. 6d. 

" Miss Tuckey has done her work well , . . has written her book with fervour 
and fall sympathy with her subject . . . sound, scholarly, and free from exagger> 
tion." — Academy. " The volume has much interest." — Saturday Review. 

"The work is to be commended for good taste, industry, and literary skUl." — 
•Spectator. " Is one of the very best volumes of The New Plutabch Series." — Graphic. 

*' Brightly written narrative. . . . The graceful stvle of the volume makes it 
easy to read ; but easy reading is seldom easy writing, and the labour expended on this 
monograph must have been considerable." — PaU Mall Gaaette. 

*' The story is told with singular force and grace."— JIf orninflf Advertiser. 

"The life presents a plain narrative, easily and gracefully written."— Daily Chronicle. 

HAROUN ALRASCHID, Caliph of Bagdad. By E. H. Palmer, 

M. A., Lord Almoner's Professor of Arabic in the University of Cam- 
bridge ; Author of the ** Desert of the Exodus," " A Persian Gram- 
mar," •* A New Translation of the Koran," &c. 28. 6d. 

'* It has seldom been our good fortune to read so well- written an account of a pecu< 
llarly interesting life. Oriental studies are too apt to be dry. Professor Palmer, how- 
ever, is among the few who can breathe the life into dry bones ; and his present creation 
is fidl of interest and even charm. ... A really valuable addition to tiie treasures 
of biography."— Saittrday Beview. 

"A book of great value, and withal fall of amusement. . . . One of the most 
junusing and interesting books of the season." — Athenceum. 

" Prof Palmer has told his story very well. . . . The part of the book which 
will attract manv readers the most stronglv is the ' Caliph of the Legends,' a collection 
of the best anecdotes of Haroun's court, admirably told and pleasantiy strung together. 
Prof. Palmer's well-known gift of rendering Eastern wit and humour serves him well 
here ; and we cannot read his clever sketch of the Khalif at home without feeling that 
we are really made tree of the palace at Bagdad, and are personally ei^joying the gocMd. 
things there were in it, and in abundance, tiiough their tenure was uncerttdn and uieir 
influence restricted. "^.ioodemv. 

SIR JOHN FRANKLIN. By A. H. Bbeslt, M.A., Author 

of " The Gracchi, Marius and Sulla," &c. With Maps. 2s. 6d. 

"The New Plutarch would have been incomplete without a biography of the great 

Arctic explorer. . . . The volume is illustrated by several maps The 

style is caiefvl."—A(hen(Bum. 

yAll these series, the multiplication of which is such a feature of our literatm«, 
have their good points, and the " New Plutarch " undoubtedly ranks among the best of 
them. Professor Palmer's "Haroun Alraschid" will become a stands^ work; and 
Professor Beesly's "Sir John Franklin "is the exhaustive record of a heroic and deeply 
interesting life, the facts about which have hitherto been little accessible to the mass of 
readers. Mr. Beesly writes enthusiastically, and his enthusiasm is contagious. . . . 
The book is one of the best of an excellent series."- (?rai)7»ic. 

SIR RICHARD WHITTINGTON, Lord Mayor of London. By 

Walter Bbsant and James Rioe, joint Authors of ** Keady Money 
Mortiboy," ** The Golden Butterfly," Ac, &c. 2s. 6d. 

" We have seldom met with a pleasanter memoir ; and, if the legend loses some- 
thing of its more romantic features, the true story is an interesting contribution to 
archieological knowledge, and an excellent example of a good and useful life."— (Saturday 
Beview. 

** A most readable life of Sir Richard Whittington. The work is much more than 
this ; it gives a clear sketch of the London charters, and of London life (especially 
'prentice life) in the fourteenth century."— GrapMc. 

MARTIN LUTHER and his Work. By John H. Treadwell. 

2s 6d 

VICTOR EMMANUEL By Edward Dicey, M^A., Author of 

" Cavour: a Memoir," " Rome in 1860,"&c. With a Portrait. 2s. 6d. 
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This popular Series now consists of the following Volumes, profusely 
Illustrated, and uniform in size and price. Crown Octavo, Cloth 
Extra, Price 3j6 each. 

Heroes of North African Discovery. By N. d'Anvers. 

Map and numerous Illustrations. Second edition. 3/6 

*' A mass of carefally-digested information, drawn from over forty different works, 

. . The work is well and carefully printed, contains numerous illustrations, i^nd, 

what is especially essential, a good map of Africa, corrected down to the present date, 

and giving in red the routes of travellers." — The ColonUs and India. 

"All who wish to have a fair knowledge of what has been hitherto achieved in the 
Held of African discovery should read this interesting and instructive Yolxaae."— Nature, 

Heroes of South African Discovery, By K d'Anvers, 

Author of "Dobbie and Dobbie's Master." Map and numerous Illus- 
trations. A companion volume to "Heroes of North 'African Dis- 
covery." Second edition. 3/6 
"The two volumes should undoubtedly be in everyone's possession, for by their 
perusal it will not be difficult to realise the vast amount of labour and enterprise 
which have been needed to fill up the great blank which the map of Africa presented 
but a very few years ago." — The Overland Mail. 

China, Historical and Descriptive, By C. H. Eden. With 

an appendix on COREA. Map and numerous Illustrations. Second 
edition. 3/6 

"A concise and interesting account of China, and of the manners and customs of 
the inhabitants of that vast country." — Academy. 

" The four chapters on Corea, which are chiefly based on the valuable introductory 
matter prefixed to Ballet's * Histoire de I'Eglise de Cor6e,' bear signs of being carefully 
written, and will be read with the greater interest." — Tht Overland Mail. 

Japan, Historical and Descriptive. A comprehensive account 

of Japanese History, Life, Character, and Manners. By C. H. Eden, 
Author of "India, Historical and Descriptive," &c. Seventy-five 
Illustrations, Map, and Coloured Frontispiece. 3/6 

* * A very clear and comprehensive view of Japanese life, character, and manners. " — 

Morning Advertiser. 

* ' There have been few books at once so valuable and so accessible 

Another right good work to the many rare issues of the Belfast Press." — Art Journal. 
"A complete history of the growth of Japan. . . . A good, valuable, and 

profoundly interesting book." — Times. 

India, Historical and Descriptive, With an Account of the 

Sepoy Mutiny of 1857-58. By C. H. Eden, Author of "Ralph 
Somerville,'* &c. Sixty-six Illustrations, Map, and Coloured Frontis- 
piece. 3/6 
^* The illustrations are well executed."— Starwiard. 

"A clever little book, containing an excellent and most readable account of onr 
greatest dependency." — Daily Telegraph, 
"An interesting volume."— Grop^iic. 

Notes of Travel in Egypt and Nubia. By J. L. Stephens. 

Revised and enlarged, with an account of the Suez Canal, Seventy- 
one Illustrations, Map, and Coloured Frontispiece, Second edition. 3/6 
**A very entertaining, well-written volume. "—Graphic. 
*• The little volume is unexceptionable.' — Daily Telegraph. 
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Shores of the Polar Sea: a Narrative of the Arctic 

ExpedUion of 1875-76. By Dr. Edwaed L. Moss, H.M.S. "Alert." 
With Sixteen Large Chromo-Lithographs, numerous Engravings, from 
Drawings made on the spot by the Author, and Ma^, showing different 
routes of ships and sledging parties. Imnerial folio. £5 5s. 

The Sixteen Chromographs can also be nad, mounted for framing. 
The set, in a portfolio, with descriptive pamphlet. £2 £. 

" Dr. Moss is a most skilfol artist ; and his sketches, which have now been admir- 
ably chromo-lithographed, are not only faithfol, but very successful efforts to represent 
the face of nature in the far north. ... A necessary and welcome part of the result 
of the Arctic Expedition of 1875-6."— ileodemy. 

'*An interesting series of chromo-lithographs. A vivid description of Arctic 
scenery." — Times, 

"A magnificent folio volnme, in which Dr. Edward Moss has, both by pen and 
pencil, brought before the eyes of the reader the pictorial aspects of the Expedition."— 
Daily News. 

*' Far surpasses any other record of the voyage to which it relates."— .it^nomm. 

New Zealand Scenery. Fifteen Chromo-Lithographs after 

Original Water-colour Drawings by John Gully, with descriptive 

letterpress by Dr. Julius Von Haast. Imperial folio, in portfolio 

or bound, full cloth extra, gilt edges. £5 5s. 

" Cannot tail deeply to interest the British public, not only because of its great 

merit as an art- work, but as introducing us to the glorious picturesque of a new world, 

with which we have become of late years very intimately associated." — Art Journal. 

At Anchor: a Narrative of Experiences Afloat & Ashore 

during the Voyage of H.M.S. ** Challenger" round the World, 
hettveen the Years 1872 and 1876. By John James Wild, Ph.D., 
F.R.G.S., Member of the Civilian Scientific Staff of H.M.S. "Chal- 
lenger," Author of "Thalassa." With numerous Chromo-Lithographs, 
Typo Etchings, and a Chart of the Cruise. Imperial quarto. £Z 13s.6d. 

" A work which, while full of freshness, vigour, and feeling, conveys a most accu- 
rate idea of the places visited by the 'Challenger.'" — Globe. 

** A very attractive and interesting book."— iSpectotor. 

" The reader who wishes to survey a great portion of the globe from his arm-chair 
could not have a pleasanter companion or a more trustworthy g^ide. . . . There is 
not a dull chapter, there is not even a dull page, in the volume."— PaZZ Mall Gazette. 

The Frithiof Saga; or, Lay of Frithiof Translated in the 

original metres, from the Swedish of Esaias Tegih^r, Bishop of 
Wexio, by the Rev. W. Lewery Blackley, M.A. With Forty-tnree 
Original Woodcut Illustrations. Demy quarto, cloth elegant, gilt 
edges. 25/- 

'* Among the choicest illustrated books of the season. . . . The magnificent 

fllustratious by Malmstrom give a high artistic value to the Swedish Epic^— Dai^y 

Chronicle. 

Christopher Columbus and the Discovery of the New World. 

From the French of M. lb Makquis de Belloy. With Fif^-one 
Drawings on Wood and Six Etchings, by Leopold Flamsnq. Demy 
quarto, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 25/- 

*' Adorned with some noble engravings and striking woodcuts . . altogether 
B,n edition de luxe^ worthy of a place among the best books of the season." — Standard. 
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The Four Seasons at the Lakes. Poems by the Eev. C. D. 

Bell, M.A., Vicar of Cheltenham and Hon. Canon of Carlisle. 
Illuminated by Mrs. Contebs Morrell. Boyal 4to, cloth extra. 21/- 

Mrs. Uundi at Home. R.S.V.P. Lines and Outlines by 

Walter Crane. Twenty-four Plates. New Edition,. cloth, decorated 
by the Artist, gilt extra, gilt edges, large oblong quarto. 16/- 

•* A qaaint and clever book of drawings."— Time*. 
" Every picture in the twenty-four is a study in itself. **^^tandard, 
"The humour is so intense, and at the same time so delicate, that the most 
fastidious hypochondriac must be forced to laughter." — Morning Post. 

Our Natiue Land : its Scenery and Associations. A Series of 

36 Water-Colour Sketches after Rowbotham, Read, Keedham,and other 
eminent Artists. With Descriptive Notes. Quarto, cloth extra. 15/- 

Thalassa: an Essay on the Depth, Temperature, and 

Currents of the Ocean. By John James Wild, Ph.D., F.R.6.S., 
Member of the Civilian Scientific Staflf of H.M.S. "Challenger." 
With Charts and Diagrams by the Author. Cloth extra. 12/- 

*< A work of great and intrinsic interest, well printed and clearly illustrated."— 
British Quarterly. 

"Concise, methodical, and ftimished with exact details, illustrated by many 
charts, sections, and diagrams." — Saturday J^view, 

" Capable of imparting much valuable information.*'— TimM. 

** Well worthy of the attention of all students of Physical Geography."— .ioodemy. 

Art Embroidery : a Treatise on the Revived Practice of 

Decorative Needlework, By M. S. Lookwood and E. Glaister. 
Second Edition. With Nineteen Plates, printed in Colours, from 
Designs by Thomas Crane. Royal quarto, gilt edges. 10/6 

"A most useful work, introducing sound principles into the art of decorative 
needlework, and giving the necessary practical hints for carrying them out** — Queen. 

Tasmanian Friends & Foes, Feathered, Furred, & Finned. 

By Mrs. Louisa A. Meredith, Author of "My Home in Tasmania,*' 
'*Some of my Bush Friends in Tasmania," ** Our Island Home," &c. 
Illustrated with Eight Coloured Plates and numerous Woodcuts, from 
Drawings by the Author. Quarto, handsomely bound in cloth, gilt « 
edges, fancy end-papers. Second Edition. 10/6 

*' A very excellent book for children ; and many older folk will find much to interest 
them in \i"—Athenoeum.. 

" Her book is very interesting, and exhibits not a few tempting pictures to lovers of 
nature and sport." — PaU MaU Gcuette. 

"We part with nothing but pleasure from a book of healthy, tone, of unaffected 
delight in the beauty of nature. .. . . The volume cannot but be welcome to all of 
kindred tastes."— Academy. 

Engiish Echoes of German Song. Translated by Dr. R. E. 

Wallis, Dr. J. D. Morell, and F. d'Anvbrs. Edited by N« 

d'Anvers. With Twelve beautiful Steel Engsavlngs. Small quarto, 

cloth elegant, gilt edges. 10/6 

"Snccessftilly and faithfully rendered Into musical English. .... The illus- 
trations on steel are very worthy of the poetry.** — Standard. 
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Bards and Blossoms; or, the Poetry, History, and 

Assoeiationa of Phvoera, With Eight Floral Plates, Illuminated in 
Gold and Coloora. By F. K Hulms, F.L.S., F.S.A., Marlborough 
College. Small quarto, cloth eleeant, gilt edges. 10/6 

*'The selecUons have been made with discrimipation, and they are intervroven 

with the general description in snch a manner as to make the perusal of the work a 

profit and a delight." — Court Journal, 

Windsor Castle, and the Water-way Thither. The Thames 

from Putney to Windsor. Described by W. H. Davenpokt Adams, 

Author of "The Arctic World," &c., and Illustrated by Twelve 

Chromo-lithographs after F. Jones, and Seventy-four Illustrations 

by R. T. Pritohett, F.S.A. Quarto, cloth extra. ^jQ 

" One of the loveliest gift-hooks of the season. There are seventy-fonr illustrations 
tyj R. T. Pritchett, and twelve water-colour sketches after F. Jones. With regard to 
the latter, we may say at once that they are noble specimens of chromo-lithography ; 
indeed, Messrs. Marcus Ward & Co. seem to ett^oy an almost imique reputation for 
their skill in adapting the highest forms of this process to book illustration. The wood- 
cuts are executed with great breadth of feeling, and are richly suggestive of colour. The 
descriptive portion of the work is simply and smoothly written ; in fact, anybody can 
read it without experiencing even one momentary sensation of weariness. Messrs. 
Marcus Ward dc Co. may well be proud of the manner in which they have paid their 
tribute of homage to the grandest of English rivers, and presented us with pen and ink 
as well as pencilled pictures of scenery dear to every poetic English heart." — Daily 
Telegraph, 

The Blach Crusoe. From the French of Alfred Seguin. With 
Seventy Illustrations engraved on Wood by M. Meaulle, from Designs 
by MM. H. Scott, Meyer, Febdinandus, &c. Royal octavo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges. ^ 8/- 

*' One of the handsomest and most attractive volumes ever turned out of the 
splendid press of Messrs. Marcus Ward & Go."— Sunday Times. 

** The large elegant volume will form a desirable gift-book for many. —NoTicon- 
formist. 

The Quiver of Love : a Collection of Valentines, Ancient 

and Modem, With Full-page Illustrations in Gold and Colours, by 

Walter Crane and Kate Greenaway. Small quarto, cloth extra, 

gilt edges. 7/6 

"Look at it as we may, the book is a marvel, and its cheapness is not its least 
noticeable feature."— JIf ominy Advertiur. 

Some Account of the Great Buildings of London ^Historical 

and Descriptive. By N. d' An vers. With 18 Autotype Illustrations, 
by F. York. Quarto, cloth extra. 6/- 

At Home. A Fine Art Picture-book, with Pictures for those 
who cannot read, and Verses, in addition, for those who can. lllus^ 
trated by J. G. Sowerby, decorated by Thomas Crane. Quarto 
cloth back, paper boards, yellow edges. 5/- 

The Following of the Flowers ; or, Musings in my Flower 

Garden, Illustrated with Six Coloured Plates of Flowers, ^all 

octavo, cloth extra. 2/- 

Ditto, Gilt edges. 2/6 

** A delightftd little book about flowers and flower gardens. The gossip is delightful 

—a mixture of suggestive proas and poetry, with excerpts ftom old masters o/the^ 

beauty of flowers and their teachings. *^— Scotsman, J 
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